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-OME R is univerſally cud to have had the greateſt Invention of any wrier 
whatever. The praiſe of judgment Virgil has juſtly conteſted with him, and others 
may have their pretenſions as to particular excellencies; but his Inveotion remains yet un- 
rivaled. Nor is it a wonder if he has ever been acknowledged the greateſt of poets, who 
moſt excelled in that which is the very foundation of poetry. It is the Invention that in 
different degrees diſtinguiſhes all great Geniuſes : the utmoſt ſtretch of human ſtudy, learn- 
ing, and induſtry, which maſters every thing beſides, can never attain to this. It furniſhes. 
Art with all her materials, and without it, Judgment nfelf can at beſt but ſteal wiſely; 
for Artis only like a prudent ſteward that lives on managing the riches of Nature. What- 
ever praiſes may be given to works of judgment, there is not even a ſingle beauty in them 
to which the Invention muſt not contribute: as in the molt regular gardens, Art can only 
reduce the beauties of Nature to more regularity, and ſuch a : fivure, which the common 
eye may bener take in, and is therefore more entertained with. And perhaps the reaſon 
why common critics are inclined to prefer a judicious and methodical genius to a great and 
_ fruitful one, is, becauſe they find it eaſier for themſelves to purſue their obſervations 


through an uniform and bounded walk of Art, than to comprehend the vaſt and various 2 


extent of Nature. 
Our author's work is a wild paradiſe, where if we cannot fee all the babes fo hl 


rindly as in an ordered garden, it is only becauſe the number of them is infinitely greater. 
It is like a copious nurſery, which contains the ſeeds and firſt productions of every kind, 


dut of which thoſe who followed him have but ſelected ſome particular plants, each accord- 


ing to his fancy, to cultivate and beautify. If ſome things are too luxuriant, it is owing 
di 0c the richneſs of the foil ; and if others are not arrived to perfection or maturity, it is 

only becauſe they are over. run and oppreſt by thoſe of a ſtronger nature. 

| Tris to the ſtrength of this amazing Invention we are io attribute that unequalled ls 
and rapture, which is fo forcible in Homer, that no man of a true poerical ſpirit is maſter | 
of himſelf while he reads him. What he writes, is of the molt animating nature imagina- 


ble; every thing moves, every thing lives, and is put in action. If a council be called, 


or a battle fought, you are not coldly informed of what was faid or done as from a third 
perſon ; the reader is hurried out of himſelf by the force of the Poet's imagination, and 


turns in one place to a hearer, in another to a ſpectator. The courſe of his verſes reſem- 
bles thar of the army he deſcribes. 
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«© They pour along like a fire that ſweeps the whole earth before it.” It is however 


remarkable that his fancy, which is every where vigorous, is not diſcovered immediately 
at the beginning of his poem in its fulleſt ſplendor : it grows in the progreſs both upon him- 
ſelf and others, and becomes on fre, like a chariot-wheel, by its own rapidity. Exact 
diſyoftion, juſt thought, correct elocution, poliſhed numbers, may have been found in a 
thouſand ; but this poetical fire, this © vivida vis animi,” in a very few. Even in works 
where all thoſe are imperfect or neglected, this can overpower criticiſm, and make us ad- 
mire even while we diſapprove. Nay, where this appears, though attended with abſur- 
ditties, it brightens all the rubbiſh about it, till we ſee nothing but irs own ſplendor. This 
fire is diſcerned in Virgil, but ditcerned as through a glaſs, reflected from Homer, more 
ſhiaing than fierce, but every where equal and conſtant; in Lucan and Statius, it burſts 
out in ſudden, ſhort, and interrupted flaſhes : in Miiron it glows like a furnace kept up 
to an uncommon ardor by the force of art: in Shakeſpeare it ſtrikes before we are aware, 
lixe an accidental fire from heaven; but in Homer, and io him only, it burns every where 
clearly, and every where iĩrreſiſtibi p r. 5 3 
I ſhall here endeavour to ſhew, how this vaſt Invention exerts itſelf in a manner ſupe- 
rior to that of any poet, through ali che main conſtituent parts of his work, as it is the 
great and peculiar characteriftic which diſtinguiſnes him from all other authors. 
This ſtrong and ruling faculty was like a powerful ſtar, which, in the violence of its 
courſe, drew all things within its vortex. It ſeemed not enough to have taken in the 
whole circle of arts, and the whole compaſs of nature, to ſupply his maxims and reflecti- 
ons; all the inward p:.ſhons and affections of mankind, to furniſh his characters; and all 
the outward forms and images of things, for his deſcriptions ; but, wanting yet an ampler 
ſphere to expariate in, he opened anew and boundleſs walk for his imagination, and creat- 
ed a. world for himſelf in the invention of Fable. That which Ariſtotle calls the Soul 
of poetry,” was firſt breathed into it by Homer. I ſhall begin with conſidering him in 
this part, as it is naturally the firſt; and I ſpeak of it both as it means the deſign of a 
EN EE jo ͤ os V 
Fable may be divided into the Probable, the Allegorical, and the Marvellous. The 
Probable Fable is che recital of ſuch actions as though they did not happen, yet might, in 
the common courſe of nature: or of ſuch as, though they did, become fables by the ad- 
_ ditional epiſodes and manner of telling them. Of this ſort is the main ſtory of an Epic 
poem, the return of Ulyſſes, the ſettlement of the Trojans in Italy, or the like. That 
of the Viad is the anger of Achilles, the moſt ſhort and ſingle ſubject that ever was 
_ Choſen by any poet. Yer this he has ſupplied with a vaſter variety of incidents and 
events, and crowded with a greater number of counſels, ſpeeches, battles, and epiſodes 
of all Linds, than are to be found even in thoſe poems whoſe ſchemes are of the utmoſt 
latitude and irregularity. The action is hurried on with the molt vehement ſpirit, and 
its whole duration employs not ſo much as fifty days. Virgil, for want of fo warm a 
genius, aided himſelf by taking in a more extenſive ſubje&, as well as a greater length of 
time, and contracting the deſign of both Homer's poems into one, which is yet but a fourth 
part as large as his, The other epic poets have uſed the fame practice, but general. 
ly carried it fo far as to ſuperinduce a multiplicity of fables, deſtroy the unity of action, 
and loſe their readers in an unreaſonable length of time. Nor is it only in the main de- 
ſiga that they have been unable to add to his invention, but they have followed him in 
every epiſode and part of ſtory. If he has given a regular catalogue of an army, they all 
draw up their forces in the fame order, If he has funeral games for Patroclus, Virgil has 
the fame for Anchiſes ; and Statius (rather than omit them) deſtroys the unity of his 
action for thoſe of Archemorus. If Ulyſſes viſits the ſhades, the Eneas of Virgil, and 
Scipio of Silius, are ſent after him. If he be detained from his return by the allurements 
of Calypſo, fo is Eneas by Dido. and Rinaldo by Armida. If Achilles be abſent from 
the army on the ſcore of a quarrel through half the poem, Rinaldo muſt abſent himſelf 
juft as long on the like account. If he gives his hero a ſuit of celeſtial armour, Virgil 


* 
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and Taſſo make the ſame preſent to theirs. Virgil has not only obſerved this cloſe imi- 

tation of Homer, but, where he had not led the way, ſupplied the want from other 
Greek authors. Thus the ſtory of Sinon, and the taking of Troy was copied (ſays 
Macrobius) almoſt word for word from Piſander, as the loves of Dido and Eneas are 
taken from thoſe of Medea and Jaſon in Apollonius, and ſcveral others in the fame 


manner. 


To gyms to the Allegorical Fable: if we reflect upon thoſe innumerable knowledges, 
thoſe ſecrets of nature and phyſical philoſophy, which Homer is generally ſuppoſed to 
have wrapped up in his Allegories, what a new and ample ſcene of wonder may this con- 
fideration afford us! how fertile will that imagination appear, which was able to clothe all 
the properties of elements, the qualifications of the mind, the virtues and vices, in forms 
and perſons; and to introduce them into actions agreeable to the nature of the things they 

| ſhadowed ! This is a field in which no ſucceeding poets could diſpute with Homer; and 
whatever commendations have been allowed them on this head, are by ro means for their 
invention in having enlarged his circle, hut for their judgment in having contracted it. 
For when the mode of learning changed in flowing ages, and ſcience was delivered in a 
plainer manner; it then became as reaſonable in tlic more modern poets to lay it aſide, 
as it was in Homer to make uſe of it. And perhaps it was no unhappy circumſtance for 
Virgil, that there was not in his time that demand upon him of fo great an invention, as 
might be capable of furniſhing all thoſe allegorical parts of a poem. F 
The marvellous Fable includes whatever is ſupernatural, and eſpecially the machines of 
the Gods. He ſeems the firſt who brought them into a ſyſtem of machinery for poetry, 
and ſuch a one as makes its greateſt importance and dignity For we ſind thoſe authors 
who have been offended at the literal notion of the Gods, conſtantly laying their accuſa- 
tion againſt Homer as the chief ſupport of it. But whatcver cauſe there might be to 
blame his machines in a philoſophical or religious view, they are ſo perfect in the poetic, 
that mankind have been ever ſince contented to follow them: none have been able to en- 
large the ſphere of poetry beyond the limits he has ſet: every attempt of this nature has 
proved unſucceſsful; and after all the various changes of times and religions, his Gods 
, ao oc 
We come now to the characters of his perſons; and here we ſhall fiad no author has 
ever drawn ſo many, with fo viſible and ſurprizing a variety, or given us ſuch lively and 
affecting impreſſions of them. Every one has ſomething fo ſingularly his own, that no 
painter could have diſtinguiſhed them more by their features, than the poet has by their 
manners. Nothing can be more exact than the diſtinctions he has obſerved in ihe diffe- 
rent degrees of virtues and vices. The ſingle quality of courage is w.ndc: fully diverſified 
in the ſeveral characters of the Iliad. That of Achilles is furious and intractable; that of 
Diomede forward, yet liſtening to advice, and ſubject to command; that of Ajax is 
heavy, and ſelf-confiding : of Hector, active and vigilant; the courage of Agamemnon is 
inſpirited by love of empire and ambition; that of Menelaus mixed with ſoftneſs and ten- 
derneſs for his people: we find in Idomeneus, a plain direct ſoldier, in Sarpedon a gal- 
lant and generuus one. Nor is this judicious and aſtoniſhing diverſity to be found only in 
the principal quality which conſtitutes the main of cach character, but even in the under 
paris of it, to which he takes care to give a tincture of that principal one. For example, 
the main characters of Ulyſſes and Neſtor conſiſt in wiſdom ; and they are diſtinct in 
this, that the wiſdom of one is artificial and various, of the other natural, open and re- 
gular. But they have, beſides, characters of courage; and this quality alſo takes a Cif- 
ferent turn in each from the difference of his prudence ; for one in the war depends {till 
upon caution, the other upon experience. It would be endleſs to produce inſtances of 
theſe kinds. The characters of Virgil are far from ſtriking us in this open mann-r ; they 
lie in a great degree hidden and undiftinguiſhed, and where they are marked moſt evi- 
dently, affect us not in proportion to thoſe of Homer. His characters of valour cre much 
alike ; even that of Turnus ſeexns no way peculiar but as it is in a ſuperior degree; and we 
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ſee nothing that differences the courage of Mneſtheus from that of Sergeſthus, Cloanthus, 


or the reſt. In like manner it may be remarked of Statius's heroes, that an air of impe- 


tuoſity runs through them all; the ſame horrid and ſavage courage appears in his Capaneus, 
Tydeus, Hippomedon, &c. They hare a parity of character, which makes them ſeem 
brothers « ! one family, | believe when the reader is led into this track of reflection, if 
be will purſuc it ti eugk the Epic and Tragic writers, he will be convinced how infinitely 
ſuper.or in this point the Invention of Homer was to that of all others. 

The ſpeches are to be conſicered as they flow from the characters, being perfect or de- 


fe&ive as they agree o diſagree with the manners of thoſe who utter them. As there is 


more variety of characters in the Iliad, fo there is of ſpeeches, than in any other poem. 


: Every thing in it has manneis (as Ariſtotle expreſſes it) that is, every thing is acted or 
ſpoken. It is hardly credible in a work of ſuch length, how ſmall a number of lines are 


employed in nar-ation. In Virgil the dramatic part is leſs in proportion to the narrative; 


and the ſpeeches often conſiſt of general reflections or thoughts, which might be equally 


| Jult in any perfon's mouth upon the ſame occaſion. As many of bis perſons have no ap- 


| p:ren! characters, ſo many of his ſpeeches eſcape being applicd and judged by the rule of 


prepriety. We oftner think of the author himſelf when we read Virgil, than when we 
art engaged in Homer: all which are the effects of a colder invention, that intereſts us 
leſs in the action 'tefcribed: Homer makes us hearers, and Virgil leaves us readers. 
If ia the nexi place we take a view of the ſentiments, the ſame preſiding faculty is emi- 
nent in the ſuv!:n.iry and ſpirit of his thoughts. Longinus has given his opinion, that it 


was in this part Homer principally excelled. What were alone ſufficient to prove the 


' grandeur and excellence of his ſentiments in general, is, that they have ſo remarkable a 


parity with thoſe of the ſcripture ; Duport, in his Gnomologia Homerica, has collected 
innumerable inftances of this ſort. And it is with juſtice an excellent modern writer al- 
| lows, that if Virgil has not fo many thoughts that are low and vulgar, he has not ſo 
many that are ſublime and noble; and that the Roman author ſeldom riſes into very | 


aſtoriſhing ſentiments, where he is not fired by the Iliad. TS 


lf we obſerve his deſcriptions, images, and ſimiles, we ſhall find the invention ſtill pre- 
dominant. To what elſe can we aſcribe that vaſt comprehenſion of images of every ſort, 
where we ſec each circumilance of art, and individual of nature ſummoned together by 


the extent and fecundity of his imagination: to which all things in their various views 


| preſented themſelves in an initant, and had their impreſſions taken off to perfection at a 


beat? Nay, he not only gives us the full proſpects of things, but ſeveral unexpected pecu- 
liarities and fide-views, unobſerved by any painter but Homer. Nothing is fo ſurprizing 


as the deſcriptions of his battles, which take up no leſs than halſhe Iliad, and are ſup- 
palied with fo vaſt a variety of incidents, that no one bears a likeneſs to another ; ſuch 
different kinds of deaths, that no two heroes are wounded in the ſame manner; and ſuch 
a profuſion of noble ideas, that every taitle riſes above the laſt in greatneſs, horror, and 

confuſion It is certain there is not near that number of images and deſcriptions in any 


Ff Poet; though every ove has aſſiſted himſelf with a great quantity out of him: and 


it is evident ot Virgil eſpecially, that he has ſcarce any compariſons which are not drawn 
from his maſter. _ oe ] nod ae 
If we deſcend from hence to the expreſſion, we ſee the bright imagination of Homer, 

Mhining out in the moſt enlivened forms of it. V.'e acknowledge him the father of poetical 

diction, the firſt who taught that language of the Gods to men. His expreſſion is like 


the colouring of ſome great maſters, which diſcovers itſe lf to be laid on bolu'ly, and exe- 


cuted with rapidity. It is indeed the ſtrongeſt and moſt glowing imaginable, and touched 
with the greateſt fpirit. Ariſtotle had reaſon to ſay, He was the only poet who had found 


Out livirg words; there are in him more daring figures and metaphors than in any good 


anthor whatever. An arrow is impatient to be on the wing, and a weapon thirſts to drink | 
te blood of an enemy, and the like; yet his expreſſion is never too big for the ſenſe, but 
juſtiy great in proportion to it. It is the ſentiment that ſwells and fills out the diction, 
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which riſes with it, and forms itſelf about it: for in the ſame degree that a thought is war- 
mer, an expreſſion will be brighter; as that is more ſtrong, this will become more per- 
ſpicuous: like glaſs in the furnace, which grows to a greater magnitude, and reſines to a 
greater clearneſs, only as the breath within is more powerful, and the heat more intenſe. 
To throw his language more out of proſe, Homer ſeems to have affected the com- 
und epithets. 1 his is a ſort of compoſition peculiarly proper to poetry, not only as it 
heightened the dition, but as it aſſiſted and filled the numbers with greater found and pomp, 
and likewiſe conduced in ſome meaſure to thicken the images. On tius laſt conſideration 
I cannot but attribute theſe alſo to the fruitfulneſs of his invention, ſince (as he has ma- 
naged them) they are a fort of ſupernumerary pictures of the perſons or things to which 
they are joined. We fee the motions of Hector's plumes in the epithet zoprozioaS», the 
landſcape of Mount Neritus in that of : 97ipvaa®-, and ſo of others; which particular 
images could not have been inſiſted upon fo long as to expreſs them in a deſcription 
(though but of a ſingle line) without diverting the reader too much from the principal ac- 
tion or figure. As a metaphor iz a ſhort ſimile, one of thoſe epithers is a ſhort deſcrip- 
Laſtly, if we conſider his verſiſication, we ſhall be ſenſible what a ſhare of praiſe is due 
to his invention in that. He was not ſatisfied with his language as he found it ſettled in 
any one part of Greece, but ſearched through its differing dialects with this particular 
view, to beautify and perfect his numbers: he conſidered theſe as they had a greater mix- 
ture of vowels and conſonants, and accordingly employed them as the verſe required either 
a a greater ſmoothneſs or ſtrength. What he moſt affected was the Tonic, which has a pe- 
culiar ſweetneſs from its never uſing contractions, and from its cuſtom of reſolving the 
dipthongs into two ſyllables ; ſo as to make the words open themſelves with a more ſpread- 
ing and ſonorous fluency. With this he mingled the Attic contradtions, the broader 
Doric, and the feebler Eolic, which often rejects its aſpirate, or takes off its accent: and 
completed this variety by altering ſome letters with the licence of poetry. Thus his mea- 
ſures, inſtead of being fetters to his ſenſe, were always in readineſs to run along with the 
_ warmth of his rapture, and even to give a farther repreſentation of his notions, in the 
_ correſpondence of their ſounds to what they ſignified. Out of all theſe he has derived 
that harmony, which makes us confeſs he had not only the richeſt head, but the fineſt ear 
in the world. This is fo great a truth, that whoever will but conſult the tune of his 
| verſes, even without underſtanding them (with the ſame fort of diligence as we daily fee 
piractiſed in the caſe of Italian Operas) will find more ſweetneſs, variety, and majeſty of 
ſound, than in any other language or poetry. I he beauty of his numbers is allowed by 
the criticks to be copied but faintly by Virgil himſelf, though they are fo juſt to aſcribe it 
to the nature of the Latin tongue: indeed the Greek has fume advantages both from the 
natural ſound of its words, and the turn and cadence of its verſe, which agree with the 
genius of no other language: Virgil was very ſenſible of this, and uſed the utmoſt dili- 


gence in working up a more intractable language to whatſuever graces it was capable of z 


and in particular never failed to bring the ſound of his line to a beautiful agreement with 
its ſenſe. If the Grecian poet has not been ſo frequently celebrated on this account aa 


the Roman, the only reaſon is that fewer criticks have underſtood one language than the 


other. Dionyſius of Halicarnaſſus has pointed out many of our Author's beauties in this 


kind, in his treatiſe of the Compolition of Words. It ſuffices at preſent to obſerve of his 


numbers, that they flow with ſo much eaſe, as to make one imagine Homer had no other 
care than to tranſcribe as faſt as the Muſcs dictated: and at the fame time with ſo much 
force and inſpired vigour, that they awaken and raiſe us like the found of a trumpet. 'They 
roll along as a plentiful river, always in motion, and always full: while we are borne 
away by aide of verſe, the moſt rapid, and yet the moſt {ſmooth imaginable. | 
| Thus on whatever ſide we contemplate Homer, what principally ſtrikes us is his In- 
_ vention. It ĩs that which forms the character of each part of his work; and accordirply 
we lind it to have made his fable more extenſive an copious than any ather, hi: manacrs 
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more lively and ſtrongly marked, his ſpeeches more affecting and tranſported, his ſentiments 


more warm and ſublime, his images and deſcriptions are full and animated, his expreſſion 


more raiſed and daring, and his numbers more rapid and various. I hope in what has 
been ſaid of Virgil with regard to any of theſe heads, I have no ways derogated from his 
chaacter. Nothing is more abſurd or endleſs, than the common method of comparing 
eminent writers by an oppoſition of particular paſſages in them, and forming a judgment 
from thence of their merit upon the whole. We ought to have a certain knowledge of the 
principal character and diſtinguiſhed excellence of each: it is in that we are to conſider 
him, and in proportion to his degree in that we are to admire him. No author or man 
ever excelled all the world in more than one f and as Homer has done this in In- 
vention, Virgil has in Judgment, Not that we are to think Homer wanted Judgment, 
becauſe Virgil had i: n a more eminent degree; or that Virgil wanted invention, becauſe 
Homer poſſeſt a larger ſhare of it: each of theſe great authors had more of both than per- 
haps any man beſides, and are only faid to have leſs in compariſon with one another. 


Homer was the greater genius, Virgil the better artiſt. Ia one we moſt admire the man, 
in the other the work: Homer hurries and tranſports us with 2 commanding impetuoſity 5 


Virgil leads us with an attractive majeſty: Homer ſcatters with a generous profuſion, Virgil 
beſtows with a careful magnificence : Homer, like the Nile, pours out his riches with a 


boundleſs overflow; Virgil like a river in its banks, with a gentle and conſtant ſtream. 


When we behold their battles, methinks the two 


reſemble the heroes they celebrate: 


Homer, boundleſs and irreſiſtible as Achilles, bears all before him, and ſhines more and 


more as the tumult increaſes ; Virgil, calmly daring, like Eneas, appears undiſturbed in 


the midft of the action; diſpoſes all about him, and conquers with tranquillity. And 


when we look upon their machines, Homer ſeems like his own Jupiter in his terrors, 
ſhaking Olympus, ſcattering the lightnings, and firing the heavens; Virgil, like the ſame 


power in his benevolence, cuunſelling with the Gods, laying plans for empires, and regu- 


| larly ordering his whole creation. i, F „ 
Bat, after all, it is u ith great parts, as with great virtues; they naturally border on 


ſome imperfection; and it is often hard to diſtinguiſh exactly where the virtue ends, or 5 
dhe fault begins. As prudence may ſometimes fink to ſuſpicion, ſo may a great judgment 
deeline to coldneſs; and as magnanimity may run upto profuſion or extravagance, fo may 


a great invention to redundancy or wildneſs. If we look upon Homer in this view, we 


ſhall perceive the chief objections againſt him to proceed from ſo noble a cauſe as the ex | 


ceſs of this faculty. 


Among theſe we may reckon ſome of his Marvellous Fictions, upon which ſo much 
criticiſm has been ſpent, as ſurpaſſing all the bounds of probability. Perhaps it may be 
with great and ſuperior ſouls, as with gigantic bodies, which exerting themſelves with 
_ unuſual ſtrength, exceed what is commonly thought the due proportion of parts, to be- 
come nuracles in the whole; and like the old heroes of that make, commit ſomething 


near extravagance, amidſt a ſeries of glories and inimitable performances. Thus Homer 


| has his ſpeaking horſes, and Virgil his myrtles diſtilling blood, where the latter has not 


ſo much as contrived the eaſy intervention of a Deity to fave the probability. EY 
Ic is ouing to the ſame vaſt invention, that his ſimiles have been thought too exuberant 


and full of circumſtances. The force of this faculty is ſeen in nothing more, than in 
its inability ro confine itſelf to that ſingle circumſt inze upon which the compariſon is 
grounded: it runs out into embelliſhments of additional images, which however are ſo 

managed as not to overpo:ver the main one. His ſimiles are like pictures, where the 
principal figure has not only its proportion given agreeably to the original, but is alſo ſet 


off with occaſional ornaments and proſpects. The ſame will account for his manner of 
heaping a number of compariſons together in one breath, when his fancy ſuggeſted to him 


at once ſo many various and correſpondent images, The reader will eaſily extend this 


obſer vation to more objeCtions of the ſame kind. 
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If there are others which ſeem rather to charge him with a defe& or narrowneſs of 
genius, than an exceſs of it; thoſe ſeeming defects will be found upon examination to 
proceed wholly from the nature of the times he lived in. Such are his groſſer repreſenta- 
tions of the Gods, and the vicious and the imperfe&t manners of his Heroes ; but I muſt 
here ſpeak a word of the latter, as it is a point generally carried into extremes, both by 
the cenſurers and defenders of Homer. It muſt be a ſtrange partiality to antiquity, to 
think with madam Dacier, that & thoſe times and manners are ſo much the more ex- 
& ceilent. as they are more contrary to ours,” Who can be fo prejudiced in their favour 
as to magnify the felicitv of thoſe ages, when a ſpirit of revenge and cruelty, joined with 


the practice of rapine and robbery, reigned through the world; when no mercy was ſhewn 
but for ihe ſake of lucre, when the greateſt princes were put to the ſword, and their wives 


and dauguters made flaves and concubines ? on the other fide, I would not be ſo delicate 
as thol. mod ern criticks, who are ſhocked at the ſervile offices and mean employmears in 


| which we ſometimes ſee the heroes of Homer engaged. There is a pleaſure in taking a 
view of that ſimplicity, in oppoſition to the luxury of ſucceeding ages; in behoiding mo- 
nat ehs without their guards, princes tending their flocks, and princeſſes drawing water 


from the ſprings. When we read Homer, we ought to reflect that we are reading the 
moſt ancient author in the heathen world; and thoſe who coniider him io this light, will 


double their pleaſure in the peruſal of him. Let them think they are growing acquainted 
with nations and people that are now no more; that they are ſtepping almoſt three thou- 
ſand years back into the remoteſt antiq ah, and entertaining themſelves with a clear and 


ſuryrizing viſion of things no where elſe to be found, the only true mirror of that ancient 


world. By this means alone their greateſt obſtacles will vaniſh z and what uſually creates 


their diſlike, will become a farisfaftion. „ 
This conſideration may farther ſerve to anſwer for the conſtant uſe of the ſame epithets 
to his Gods and heroes, ſuch as the far-darting Phœbus, the blue-eyed Pallas, the ſwift- 


| footed Achilles, &c. which ſome have cenſured as impertinent and teciouſly repeated. 
| Thoſe of the Gods depended upon the powers and offices then believed to belong to them, 
and had contracted a weight and veneration from the rites and folemn devotions in which 


they were uſed : they were a fort of attributes, with which it was a matter of religion to 


fſalute them on all occaſions, and which it was irreverence to omit. As for the epithets of 
great men, Monſ. Boileau is of opinion, that th y were in the nature of ſurnames, and 
repeated as ſuch ; for the Greeks, having no names derived from their fathers, were ob- 
| liged to add ſome other diſtinction of each perſon; either naming his parents expreſsly, 


or his place of birth, profeſſion, or the like: as Alexander the fon of Philip, Herodotus 


of Halicarnafſus, Diogenes the Cynic, &c. Homer therefore, complying with the cuſtom : 
of his country, uſed ſuch diſtinctive additions as better agreed with poetry. And indeed 


we have ſomething parallel to theſe in modern times, ſuch as the names of Harold Hare- 


foot, Edmund Ironſide, Edward Long-ſhanks, Edward the Black Prince, &c. If yet 
this he thought to account better for the propriety than for the repetition, I ſhall add a 
_ farther conjecture. Heſiod, dividing the world into its different ages, has placed a fourth 
age between the brazen and the iron one, of Heroes diſtinct from other men: a divine 
race, who fought at Thebes and Troy, are called Demi-Gods, and live by the care of 
Jupiter in the iſlands of the bleſſed. F Now among the divine honours which were paid 
them, they might have this alſo in common with the Gods, not to be mentioned without 


the ſolemnity of an epithet, and ſuch as might be acceptable to them by its celebrating 


their families, actions, or qualities. 


What other cavils have been raiſed againſt Homer, are ſuch as hardly deſerve a reply, 


but will yer be taken notice of as they occur in the courſe of the work. Many have been 


occaſioned by an injudicious endearour to exalt Virgil; which is much the ſame, as if 
one ſhould think to raiſe the ſuperſtructure by undermining the foundation: one would 
e Preface to her Homer. + Heſiod, lib. i. ver. 155, ce. 


* 


KK F aA cv 
imagine, by the whole courſe of their parallels, that theſe criticks never ſo much as 


heard of Homer's having written firſt : a conſideration which whoever compares theſe 
two poers, ought to have always in his eye. Some accuſe him for the ſame thinos which 
they overlook or praiſe in the other; as when they prefer the fable and moral of the 
Eneis to thoſe of Iliad, for the fame reaſons which might ſet the Odyſſeis above the 
Eneis: as that the hero is a wiſer man: and the action of the one more beneficial to his 
country than that of the other; or elſe they blame him for rot doing what he never de- 
| ſigned ; as becauſe Achilles is not as good and perſect a prince as Aneas, when the very 
moral of his poem required a contrary character: it is thus that Rapin judges in his com- 
| pariſon of Homer and Virgil. Others ſelect thoſe particular paſſages of Homer, which 
are not ſo laboured as ſome that Virgil drew out of them; this is the whole management 
of Scaliger in his Poetics. Others quarrel with what they take for low and mean expreſ- 
ſions, ſometimes through a falſe delicacy and refinement, oftner from an ignorance of the 
| graces of the original; and then triumph in the aukwardneſs of their own tranſlations ; 
this is che conduct of Perault in his Parallels. Laſtly, there are others, who, pretend- 
ing to a fairer proceeding, diſtinguiſh betweer the perſonal merit of Homer, and that of 
his work; but when they come to aſſign the cauſes of the great reputation of the Iliad, 


they found it upon the ignorance of his times and the prejudice of thoſe that followed: and 


n purſuance of this principle, they make thoſe accidents (ſuch as the contention of the 
Cities, &c.) to be the cauſes of his fame, which were in reality the conſequences of his 
merit. The ſame might as well be ſaid of Virgil, or any great author, whoſe general 
Character will infallibly raiſe many caſual additions to their reputation. This is the me- 
thod of Monſ. de la Motte; who yet confeſſes upon the whole, that in whatever age 
Homer had lived, he muſt have been the greateſt poet of his nation, and that he may be 
faid in this ſenſe to be the maſter even of thoſe who ſurpaſſed him. | ES 
Ins all tneſe objections we ſee nothing that contradicts his title to the honour of the 
chief Invention; and as long as this (which is indeed the characteriſtic of poetry itſelf ) 
remains unequalled by his followers, he ſtill continues ſuperior to them. A cooler judg- 
ment may commit fewer faults, and be more approved in the eyes of one fort of criticks: 

dut that warmth of fancy will carry the loudeſt and moſt univerſal applauſes, which holds 
the heart of a reader under the ſtrongeſt enchantment. Homer not only appears the In- 
ventor of poetry, but excells all the inventors of other arts in this, that he has ſwallow- 
ed up the honour of thoſe who ſucceeded him. What he has done admitted no increaſe, 
it only left room for contraction or regulation. He ſhewed all the ſtretch of fancy at 
once; and if he has failed in ſome of his flights, it was but becauſe he attempted every 
thing. A work of this kind ſeems like a mighty tree which riſes from the moſt vigorous 
ſeed, is improved with induſtry, flouriſhes, and produces the fineſt fruit; Nature and Art 
_ conſpire to raiſe it; pleaſure and profit join to make it valuable: and they who find the 
juſteſt faults, have only ſaid, that a few branches (which run luxuriant through a rich- 
neſs of nature) might be lopped into form to give it a more regular appearance.  _ 
HFaving now ſpoken of the beauties and defects of the original, it remains to treat of 
the tranflation, with the ſame view to the chief characteriſtic. As far as that is ſeen in the 
main parts of the poem, ſuch as the Fable, Manners, and Sentiments, no tranſlator can 
prejudice it but by wilful omiſſions or contractions. As it alſo breaks out in every parti- 


cular image, deſcription, and ſimile; whoever leſſens or too much ſoftens thoſe, takes off 


from this chief character. It is the firſt grand duty of an interpreter to give his author 
entire and unmaimed ; for the reſt, the diction and verſification only are his proper pro- 
vince; ſince theſe muit be his own ; but the others he is to take as he finds them. 
It ſhould then be conſidered what methods may afford ſome equivalent in our language 
for the graces of theſe in the Greek. It is certain no literal tranſlation can be juſt to an 
excellent original in ſuperior language: but it is a great miſtake to imagine (as many have 
done) that a raſh paraphraſe can make amends for this general defect; which is no leſs in 
danger to Joſe the ſpirit of an ancient, by deviating into the modern manners of expreſſion. 
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If there be ſometimes a darkneſs, there is often a light in antiquity, which nothing better 
preſerves that a verſion almoſt literal. I know no liberties one ought to take, but thoſe 
which are reccifary for transfuſing the ſpirit of the original, and ſupporting the poetical 
ſtyle of the tra laut. on: and I will venture to ſay, there have not been more men milled 
in former times b a ſervile dull adherence to the latter, than have been deluded in ours 
by a chimeral iutoſent hope of rating and proving their author. It is not to be doubt- 
ed twat tie Fire c the poers ts whit a tranſlator ſhould principally regard, as it is moſt 
likely to expire iu his manuying e er it is the ſafeſt way to be content with preſerv- 
ing this to the ut, ſt in the whoic, witnout endeavouring to be more than he finds his 


author is in any particular place. It is a great ſecret in writing, to know when to be 


plain, and when pucrical and figurative z and it is what Homer will teach us, if we will 
but toliow modeltiy in his footlteps. Where his diction is bold and lufty, let us raife 
ours as high as we can; but where his is plain and humble, we ought not to be deterred 


from imitati/ g ho by the tear of incurring the cenſure of a mere Engliſh critick. No- 


thing that oc logs to Homer ſeems to have been more commonly miſtaken than the juſt 


pitch of iis ſtyle ; ſome of his tranſlators having ſwelled into fuſtian, in a proud confi- 


dence ot the fuvi:me ; others funk into flatneſs, in a cold and timorous notion of ſimpli- 
city. Mcthioks I fee theie different followers of Homer, tome ſweating and ſtraining | 
after hi by violent leaps and bounds (the certain ſigus ot falſe mettle) ; others ſlowly 


and ferviiely creeping in his train, while the poet himiclf is all the time proceeding with 
an unaticetd aid equal majeſty before them. However, cf the two extremes, one 
| woula ſooner pa don frenzy than trigicity : no author is to be envied for ſuch commen- 


dations as he may g. iu by that character of Ryle, which his friends muſt agree together 
to Ca. ſimplicity, and the reſt of the worid will call dullneſs. There is a graceful and 


digmicd fimplicity, as well as a bold and ſordid one, which differ as much from each 
other as the h of a plain man from that of a floven: it is one thing to be tricked up, 
| and another not to be dreſied at all. Simplicity is the means between oſtentation and 
ruſticity. | e Ow hy. 6 ff ab 


his pure and noble ſimplicity is no where in ſuch perfection as in the Scripture and 


our Author. One may affirm, with all refpe& to the inſpired Writings, that the 
Div ine Spirit made ule of no other words but what were intelligible and common to 
men at that time, and in that part of the world; and as Homer is the author neareſt ro 
thote, mis ityle muſt of courſe bear a greater reſemblance io the ſacred books than that 
of any other writer. Tnis conſidleration (together with u hat has been obſerved of the 


purity of ſome of his thoughts) may methinks induce a tranſlator on the one hand to 


give into ſeveral of thoſe general phraſes and manners of expreſſion, which have attained 


a veneration even in our language from being uſed in the Old Teſtament; as on the 


other, to avoid thoſe which have been appropriated to the Divinity, and in a manner 
_ conſigned to myſtery and religion. | | e gy 


For a farther preſervation of this air of ſimplicity, a particular care ſhould be taken to 
expreſs with all plainaeſs thole moral feateaces and proverbial ſpeeches which are lo nu- 


merous in this poet. They have ſonzething venerable, and as I may ſay oracular, in 


that unadorned gravity and ſhortneſs with which they are delivered: a grace which 


would be utterly loſt by endeavouring to give them what we call a more ingenious (that 


is, a more modern) turn in the paraphraſe. 


Perhaps the mixture of ſome Græciſms and old words after the manner of Milton, if ; 
done without too much affectation, might not have an ill effect in a verſion of this 
particular work, which molt of any other ſeems to require a venerable antique caſt. But 


certainly the uſe of modern terms of war and government, fuch as platoon, campaign, 
junto, or the like (into which ſome of his tranſlators have tallen) cannot be allowable ; 
thoſe only excepted, withcurt which it is impoſlbie to treat the ſubjects in any living 
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There are two peculiarities in Homer's didĩon which are a ſort of marks, or moles, by 
which every common eye diſtinguithes him at firſt ſight : thoſe who are not his greateſt 
admirers look upon them as defects, and thoſe who are ſeem pleaſed with them as beau- 
ties. I ſpeak of his compound epithets, and of his repetitions. Many of the former 
cannot be done literally into Engliſh without deſtroying the purity of our language. I 
believe ſuch ſhould be retained as ſlide eaſily of themſelves into an Engliſh compound, 
without violence to the ear or to the received rules of compoſition z as well as 

| Which have received a ſanction from the authority of our beſt poers, and are become 


familiar through their uſe of them; ſuch as the cloud-compelling Jove, &c. As for the 
reſt, whenever any can be as fully and ſignificantly expreſt in a ſingle word as in a com- 


pound one, the courſe to be taken is obvious. 


Some that cannot be ſo turned as to preſerve their full image by one or two words, 

may have juſtice done them by circuwJocution ; as the epithet wegifuaac; to a mountain, 
would appear little or ridiculous tranſlated literally * leaf-ſhaking,” but affords a ma- 
jeſtic idea in the periphraſis : * The lofty mountain ſhakes his waving woods.” Others 


chat admit of differing ſigniſications, may receive an advantage by a judicious variation 
according to the occaſions on which they are introduced. For example, the epithet of 


Apollo, %s, or © far-ſhooting” is capabie of two explications z one literal, in re- 
ſpect to the darts and bow, the enligns of that God; the other allegorical, with regard 
to the rays of the ſun : therefore, in ſuch places where Apollo is repreſented as a God 


ry to avoid that perpetual repetition of the fame epithets which we find in Homer; and 


vbich, though it might be accommodated (as has been already ſhewn) to the ear of thoſe 
times, is by no means ſo to ours : but one may wait for opportunities of placing them, 
where they derive an additional beauty from the occaſions on which they are employed; 


and in doing this properly, a tranſlator may at once ſhew his fancy and his judgment. 


As for Homer's repetitions, we may divide them into three forts; of whole narrations | 


and ſpeeches, of ſingle ſentences, and of one verſe or hemiſtich. I hope it is not im- 


poſſible to have ſuch a regard to theſe, as neither to loſe ſo known a mark of the Author 
on the one hand, nor to offend the reader too muck on the other, The repetition is not 


ungraceful in thoſe ſpeeches where the dignity of the ſpeaker renders it à fort of inſo- 


lence to alter his words; as in the meſſages from Gods to men, or from higber powers to 
inferiors in concerns of ſtate, or where the ceremonial of religion ſeems to require it, in 
tze ſolemn forms of prayers, oaths, or the like. In other caſes, I believe, the beſt rule 
is, to be guided by the nearneſs, or diſtance, at which the repetitions are placed, in the 
original: when they follow too cloſe, one may vary the 1 z but it is a queſtion 


whether a profeſſed tranſlator be authoriſed to omit any: | 
is to anſwer ſor it. rr LL 8 


Is only remains to ſpeak of the verſification. Homer (as has been faid) is perpetually 


applying the ſound 10 the ſenſe, and varying it on every new ſubject. This is indeed 


one of the molt exquiſite beauties of poetry, and attainable by very few: I know only 


ol Homer eminent for it in the Greek, and Virgil in Latin. I am ſenſible it is what 


may ſometimes happen by chance, when a writer is warm, and fully poſſeſt of his image: 


however it may be reaſonably believed they deſigned this, in whofe verſe it ſo maniteſt- 
ly appears in a ſuperior degree to all others. Few readers have the ear to be judges of 


it; but thoſe who have, will ſee I have endeavoured at this beauty. 


in perſon, I would uſe the former interpretation; and where the effects of the fun 
are deſcribed, I would make choice of the latter. Upon the whole, it will be neceſ- 
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they be tedious, the author 


Upon rhe whole I mult confeſs myſelf utterly incapable of doing juſtice to Homer. 
T attempt him in no other hope but that which one may entertain without much vanity, 
of giving a more tolerable copy of him than any entire tianſlation in verſe has yet 
done. We have only thoſe of Chapman, Hobbes, and Ogilby. Chapman has taken 
the advantage of an immeaſurable length of verſe, notwithſtanding which, there is ſcarce 


any paraphraſe more looſe and rambling than his. He has frequently interpolations of 
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and I remember one in the thirteeuth bock of the Odyſſes, ver. 312. 
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twenty verſes out of two. He is often miſtaken in ſobola a manner, 
think he deviated on purpoſe, if he did not in other places of his notes in- 
on verbal triſſes. He appears to have had a ſtrong affectation of extracting 
gs out of his author, inſomuch as to promiſe, in his rhyming preface, a 
eries he had revealed in Homer: and perhaps he endeavoured to 
ous ſenſe to this end. His expreſſion is involved in fuſtian, a fault 
he was remarkable in his original writings, as in the tragedy of Buſſy 
&c. In a word, the nature of the man may account for his whole perfor- 
for he appears from his preface and remarks to have been of an arrogant turn, 
in poetry. His own boaſt of having finiſhed half the Iliad in leſs 
weeks, ſhews with what negligence his verſion was performed. But 
is to be allowed him, and which very much contributed to cover 
is a daring fiery ſpirit that animates his tranſlation, which is ſomething 
what one might imagine Homer himſelf would have wiit before he arrived at years 
has given us a correct explanation of the ſenſe in general; but for particulars 
circumſtances he continually lops them, and often omirs the moſt beautiful. As 
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its being eſteemed a cloſe tranſlation, I doubt not many have been led into that 
the ſhortneſs of it, which proceeds not from his following the original line by 
from the contradions abovementioned. He ſometimes omits whole ſimilies 
„and is now and then guilty of miſtakes, into which no writer of his 
g could have 
loſs to the poetical world that Mr. Dryden did not live to tranſlate the 
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ought to be excuſed on account of the haſte he was obliged to write in. He ſeems to 
bad too much regard to Chapman, whoſe words he ſometimes copies, and has 
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2 ly followed him in paſſages where he wanders from the original, However, 
. had he tranſlated the whole work, I would no more have attempted Homer after him 
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Boſſu's admirable treatiſe of the Epic poem the juſteſt notion of his deſign and conduct. 
Bur after all, with whatever judgment and ſtudy a man may proceed, or with whatever 
happineſs he may perform ſuch a work, he muſt hope to pleaſe but a few : thoſe only 
| who have at once a taſte of poerry, and competent learning. For to fatisfy ſuch as want 
either, is not in the nature of this undertaking ; fince a mere modern wit can like no- 
thing that is not modern, and u pedant nothing that is not Greek. 

What I have done is ſubmitted to the Publick, from whoſe opinions I am prepared 
to learn; though I fear nojudyes ſo little as our beſt poets, who are moſt ſenſible of the 
weight of this taſk. As for the worſt, whatever they ſhall pleaſe to ſay, they may give 
me ſome concern as they are unhappy men, but none as they are malignant writers. 
was guided in this tranſlation by judgments very different from theirs, and by perſons 

for whom they can have no kindneſs, if an old obſervation be true, that the ſtrongeſt an- 
tipathy in the world is that of fools to men of wit. Mr. Addiſon was the firſt whoſe 


advice determined me to undertake this taſk, who was pleaſed to write to me upon that 
occaſion in ſuch terms as I cannot repeat without vanity. I was obliged to Sir Richard 
Steele for a very early recommendation of my undentaking to the publick. Dr. Swift 


promoted my intereſt with that warmth with which he always ſerves his friend. The 


humanity and frankneſs of Sir Samuel Garth are what I never knew wanting on any oc- 
caſion. I muſt alſo acknowledge, with infinite pleaſure, the many friendly offices, as 


well as fincere criticiſms of Mr. Congreve, who had led me the way in tranſlating ſome 


parts of Homer; as I wiſh for the fake of the world he had prevented me the reſt. 1 


mult add the names of Mr. Rowe and Dr. Parnell, though 1 ſhall take a further oppor- 
tunity of doing juſtice to the laſt, whoſe good-nature (to give it a great panegyrick) is 
no lefs extenſive than his learning. The favour of theſe gentlemen is not entirely un- 
| deſerved by one who bears them fo true an affection. But what can I ſay of the ho- 


nour ſo many of the Great have done me, while the firſt names of the age appear as my 
| ſubſcribers, and the moſt diſtinguiſhed patrons and ornaments of learning as my chief 
_ encouragers? Among theſe it is a particular pleaſure to me to find, that my higheſt ob- 

ligations are to ſuch who have done moſt honour to the name of poet; that his grace 
the duke of Buckingham was not diſpleaſed I ſhould undertake the author to whom he 


has given (in his excellent Eſſay) ſo complete a praiſe. 


« Kead Homer once, and you can read no more; 
For all books elſe appear ſo mean and poor, 

« Verſe will ſeem Proſe: but ſtill perſiſt to read, 
„And Homer will be all the Books you need.“ 


That the earl of Halifax was one of the firſt to favour me, of whom | is hard to ay 

whether the advancement of the polite arts is more owing to his generoſity or his exam- 
ple. That ſuch a genius as my lord Bolingbroke, not more diſtinguiſhed in the great 
| ſcenes of buſineſs, than in all the uſeful and entertaining parts of learning, has. not re- 


fuſed to be the critick of theſe ſheets, and the patron of their writer. And that ſo ex- 


cellent an imitator of Homer as the noble author of the tragedy of Heroic Love, has 

continued his partiality to me, from my writing Paſtorals, to my attempting the Iliad. 
I cannot deny myſelf the pride of confeſſing, that I have had the advantage not only of 
| their advice for the conduct in general, but their correction of ſeveral particulars of this 


_ tranſlation. 


I could ſay a great deal of the pleaſure of being diſtinguiſhed by the earl of Carnar- 
von: but it is alinolt abſurd to particularize any one generous action in a perſon whoſe 
whole life is a continued ſeries of them. Mr. Stanhope, the preſent ſecretary of ſtate, 


will pardon my deſire of having it known that he was pleaſed to promote this affair. The 
particular zeal of Mr. Harcourt (the fon of the late lord chancellor) gave me a proof how 
much I am honoured in a ſhare of his jriendſhip. I muſt attribute to the ſame motive 


» oy 
* 


n" 


718 


W 
, 


Www T T0 


oo Ry. WW VF - Wy 


vDY 


PUG ARRAN @ PN 0 ſo 


1 


that of ſeveral others of my friends, to whom all acknowledgments are rendered unne- 
ceſſary by the privileges of a familiar correſpondence : and I am fatisficd I can no way 
better oblige men of their turn, than by my ſilence. | 

In ſhort, I have found more patrons than ever Homer wanted. He would have 
thought himſelf happy to have met the fame favour at Athens, that has been ſhewn me 
by its learned rival, the univerſity of Oxford. If my author had the Wirs of after ages 
for his defenders, his tranſlator has had the Beauties of the preſent for his advocates ; 
a pleaſure too great to be changed for any fame in reverſion. And I can hardly envy him 
thoſe pompous honours he received after death, when I reflect on the enjoy ment of ſ@ 
many agreeable obligations, and eaſy friendſhips, which make the ſatisfaction of life. 
This diſtinction is the more to be acknowledged, as it is ſhewn to one whole pen has 


never gratified the 1882 of particular parties, or the vanities of particular men. 


Whatever the ſucceſs may prove, I ſhall never repent of an undertaking in which I have 


experienced the candour and friendſhip of ſo many perſons of merit; and in which I 


hope to paſs ſome of thoſe years of youth that are generally loſt in a circle of follies, 


after a manner, neither wholly unuſeful to others, nor diſagreeable to myſelf. 
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| The . a. Apamannn, 
I the war of Tress ths Obnals, Jontur — 


and taken from 2 two beautiful c 
firſt to Agamemnon, 2 to bebe 
Fl of Apollo, comes to the 


| clere the cauſe 
_ obliged to ſend back his captive 


= 22 
ta ran 3 
poem opens, in the tenth year of the þ ge. en he C . and in- 

ly diſmiſſed by Agamemnon, intreats for vengeance from 
à peſtilence on the Greeks. Achilles calls a council, and — 4 — to de- 
it, who attributes it to the refuſal of Chryſeis, The king bei 
„ enters into a furiaus conteſt _ may which 
Neſton pacifies; however, as he had the abſolute command 
on Briſeis in revenge. Achilles i in diſcontent withdraws 
| the reſt of the Greets; and complaining to Thetis, ſhe 


of the nei 1 1 towns, 
at ryſeis, and 
Bag Path of Cen 


who inis 


army, he ſeizes 


ſupplicates Fupiter to render 


| them ſenſible of the wrong done to ber fon, by giving victory to the Trojans. Ju- 


piter granting ber ſuit incenſes 


between whom the debate runs high, till 


they are reconciled by the addreſs of Vulcan. 5 


| The time of two and tiuenty days is taken up aebi nine during the plague 
ene in the council and quarrel of the princes, and twelve for Jupiter 's flay with the | 


_ Ethiopians, at whoſe return Thetis prefers her — The 1 ler in he 
"I 6 Grecian camp, then changes to Chryſa, = laſtly to Olympus. . 


| CHILLES' wa. to Greece the direful ſpring 
| Of woes unnumber'd, heavenly Goddeſs ſing! 
That wrath which hurÞ'd to Pluto's gloomy reign 


| The ſouls of mighty chiefs untimely lain ; 


Whoſe limbs unbury'd on the naked —_ 7 
Devouring dogs and hungry vultures tore; 3 n 
Since great Achilles and Atrides ſtrove, 

| — deem, and fch the will of 


2 Sta 


Declare, o Muſe! nnn 


Sprung the fierce ſtrife, from what offended power? 1 5 


| Latona's ſon a dire contagion ſpread, 


| And heap'd the camp with mountains of the de. | 


The king of men his reverend prieſt defy'd, 
And for the king's offence the people dy C. 

For Chryſes ſought with coſtly gifts to gain 18 
His captive daughter from the victor's chain. 


- 


Nod — 


16 


Suppliant the venerable father ſtands, 
Apollo's arvtul enſigns grace his hands : 
By theſe he begs 3 and lowly bending down, 
Ext-nds the ſcep.re and the laurel crown. 
He iu21 to all, but cluef implor'd for grace 
The bre-ther kings, of Atreus' royal race. 
Ye kings and warriours! may your vows be 
| crown'd, 
And Troy's proud walls lie level with the ground; 5 
May Jove reſtore you, wien your toils are o ef, 25 
Safe to the pica.u es of your native ſhore. 
But oh! rel. eve a rte ed parent's pain, 
And g:ve Chryſeis to theſe arms again; 
It merey fail. yet let my preſents inove, 
And dread avenging Phœhus, ſon of Jove. 

"The Cree ks in ſhouts their joint aſſent declare, 
The prieſt to reverence, and relcaſe the fair. 
Not 1» Atrides. he, with k. ngly pride, 
Repuls'd che ſacrecl firz,, and thus reply'd : 

Hence, cn thy l. fo, and fly thoſe ho tile p'ains, 35 
Nor aſk, preſumptuous, what the king detains ; 
Hence, with toy laurel cr wn, and golden rod, 

Nor truſt tho far thoſe enſigns of thy God. 
__ Mine is thy daughter, prieit, a d hull remain; N 
And vr vers, 1d ONE and Erib. „ ſhall plead i in 
Vain; 
| Till ti ne mall r fle every yauthſul grace, 
And age diſmiis her fromm cold embrace, 
In d..'y labours ot the | om empl:.y'd, 
Or dum: to deck the heil ſhe once enjoy d. 
Hence then, to Arges hall the maid retire, 
Far from her n. tive foil, and weeping fire. 
The trembling prieſt along the ſhore return d. 
And :n the anguith cf a father —_ 'd. 
D. ſconſolate, not daring to compli; | 
Silen he wander'd by the fo..nd; . ds; 
T. U, ſafe at diſtance, t. his God he prays, 
The Hod whodarrs around the world hi- rays. 
© 5mintheus! ſprung from fair Latona's line, 
Thou guardian power of Ciila the divine, 
Thou ſource of light ! whom "Fenedos adores, 55 
And whoſe bright preſence gilds thy Chryſa's ſhores : 
If e' er with wreaths I hung thy ſacred fane, 
Or fed the flam:s with fat of oxen lain ; 
Soc of the ſilver bow ! thy ſhat's :mnloy, 
| Avenze thy ſ:rvant, and the Greets deſtrey. 60 
Thus hry s pray a: The favouring power at- 
. ten Is, | 
And fr n Olympus” lion deſcends. 
Bend was his bow, the Grecian li arts to wound; 
Fierce as he mov'd, his fil oer flatts reſound; 
Breathing revenge, a ſudden night he ſpread, 
nd gloomy darkneſs coll'd about his head. 
I e fleet in vicw, he twany'd his deadly bow, 
And hifling fly the ſeather'd fates below, 
On mules and dogs th infection firſt began; 
And laſt, the vengeful arrow fix'd in man. 
Fe r nine long nights through al! the duſky air | 
T ie pyres thick -faming ſhor a d.C.al glare. 
Bu ere the terth reve: Iving day was run, 
Inſpir'd by uno, "Theris' g d-lke ſon 
Conven'd to council ali the Grecian train: 
For much the Goddeſs murn'd her herocs 
T' affembly feared, riting o'er the reit, 
Achilles thu. the king of men x dre!? ; 
Why leave we not te fatal Trojan ſhere, 
And nxafuts back me fras we Colt before * 
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45 
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lar. 


Or learn the waſteful vengeance to remove, 


| | The king of kings, ſhall touch that ſacred "49% 


HOMER 


The plague deſtroying whom the ſworf would ſpare, 
fis time to fave the few remains of war. 
But let ſome prophet, or ſome ſacred ſage, 
Explore the cauſe ot great Apollo's rage; 0 
5 
By myſtic dreams, for dre ams deſcend from Jove. 
It broken vows this heavy curſe have laid, 
Let altars ſmoke, and hecatombs be pa.d. 
So heaven aton d ſhall dying Greece reſtore, 
And Phcebus dart his burning ſhafts no more. 
| He ſaid, and ſat: when Ch. ucas thus repli'd : 
Chalcas the wiſe, the Grecian prieſt and guide, 
That ſacred ſeer, whoſe comprehenſive view 
The paſt, the preſent, and the iuture knew ; | 
Upriſing ſlow, the venerable ſage 95 
Thus ipoke the prudence and che fears of age. 
Belov'd of Jove, Aclulles! would'ſt thou know 


| Why angry Phoebus bends his fatal bow ? 


Firſt give thy faith, and plight a prince's word 
Of ture protection, by thy power and ſword. 
For I muſt ſpeak what wiſdom would conceal, 
And truths, inv.diou to the great, reveal, 


100 


"4 124 is the taſk, when ſubjects grown too wiſe, 


Inſtruct a monarch where his error lies; 

For though we deem the ſnurt- ld wry paſt, 

Tis fure, the Mic hty will revenge at . 
Te whom Pelides. Frem thy inmoſt ſoul. 


105 


5 | Speak what thou know it, and {peak wichout con- 


troul. 
Ev'n H that God I ſwear, who rules the day, 
To whom thy hands the vows of Greece convey, 110 
And whoſe bleſt oracles thy lips declare; . 


I Long as Achilles breathes this vital air, 
No daring Greek of all the numerous band 


Againſt his prieſt ſhall Lit an imp:ous hand: 
Not ev'n the chief by whom our hoſts are led, 


Encourag'd thus, the blameleſs man replies; 5 


| Nor vows unpaid, nor ſlighted ſacrifice, 


But he, our chief, provok'd the raging peſt, 
Apollo's vengeance for his injur'd prieſt, 


120 
Nor will the God's awaken' d ſury ceaſe, 1 


But plagues ſhall ſpread, and funeral fires increaſe, | 
I Till rhe great king, without a ranſom paid, | 


To her own Chryſa ſend the black-ey'd maid. 

Perhaps, with added ſacrifice and prayer, 

The prieſt may par don, and the God may ſpare. _ 
The prophet ſpoke; when with a gloomy frown 


125 


. | The monarch ſtarted from his ſhining throne ; 
| Flack choler fill'd his breaſt that boil'd with i ire, 


And from his eye. balls flaſh'd the living fire. 
Augur accurſt ! denouncing miſchief ſtill, 
Prophet of plagues, for ever boding ill! 

Still muſt that tongue ſome wounding meſſage bring, 
And itil thy prieſtly pride provoke thy king? 
For this are Phoebus? oracles explor'd, . 

Jo teach the Grecks to murmur at their _ 


130 


For this with ſalſehoods is iny honour ſtain” d, 


Is heaven offended, and » prieſt protan'd; 
| Becauſe my prize, my beauteous maid I hold, 
And heavenly charms prater to protter'd gold? 
A maid, unmatcl'd in m:rners as in face, 
SkilPd in each art, and crown'd with every grace. 
| Not half fo dear ere C: /tiemmeſtra's charms, 
When firſt her blooming hcauties hicſt my arms. 
Vet ii the Gods d mint her, let her ſail; 


140 


| Our cares arne tor the public weal : 
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Let me be deem'd the hateful cauſe of all, 

And ſuffer, rather than my people fall. 

The prize, the beauteous prize, I will reſign, 

So dearly valued, and fo juſtly mine. 

But ſince for common good i yield the fair, 

My private loſs let gratetul Greece repair; 

Nor unrewarded le: your prince complain, 

That he alone has iought and bled in vun. 
Inſatiate king (Achilles thus replies) 

Fond of the power, but tonder of the prize! 

Would'it thou the Greeks their lawtul prey ſhould 

| yield, 

The — reward of many a well-fought fiel? 
The ſpoils of cities raz u, and warriours ſlain, 
We ſhare with juſtice, as with toil we gain: 
Zut to reſume whate'er thy avarice craves 2 
(That trick of tyrants) may be horne by ſlaves. 
Vet if our chief for plunder only fight, 

The ſpoils of Lion ſhall thy loſs require, 
Whene er by Jo-e's d.cree our conquering powers 16 5 
Shall humble to the duſt her lofty towers. | 
Then thus the king, Shall I my prize reſign 
With tame content, and thou poſſeſt of thine ? 
Great as thou art, and like a God in fight, 
Think not to roc me of a ſoldier's _ 
At thy demand ſhall I reſtore the 
Firſt let the juſt equivalent be paid; i 

Such as a king might aſk ; and let it be 
A treaſure worthy her, and worthy me. 
Or grant me this, or w. th a m narch's claim, 
This hand ſhall ſeize ſome other captive dame; 
The mighty Ajax ſhall his priz. reſign, 
VUlyſſes' ſpoils, or ev'n thy own le mine. 

The man who ſuffers, loudly may complain; 
And rage he may, but he ſhall rage in vain, 
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But this when t. me requires lt now remains 


Wie launch a bark to plow the watery plains, 
And waft the ſacrifice to Chryſa's ſhores, 
With choſen pilots, and with la5curing oars. 
Soon ſhall the fair the ſable ſhip aſcend, 
And ſome deputed prince the charge atten : 
This Creta's king, or Ajax ſhall fulfill, 
Or wiſe Ulyſſes ſee perform'd ur will 'Y 
Or, it our royal pleaſure ſhall ordain, 
Ach.lles? ſelf conduct her o' er the main; 
Let fierce Achilles, dreadful in his rage, 
| 7? he Cod prop. tiate, and the peſt aiſuage. 
At this Pelides, frowning itern, reply'd : 
O tyrant, arm'4 with inſolence and pride! 
Inglorious ſlave to intert it, ever join'd 
Wich fraud, u:.werthy of a royal mind! | 
What generous Gr-ck, obedient to thy wor !, 
Shall torm an ambuſh, or thal! lit the ſword ? 
What c:.uſc have I to war at thy Gare] ? 
The dift.nt Irejans never .njur'd me: 
To yhthia's realms no hoſtile troops hey led, 
Safe in her vales my warlike courſers ted; 
Far her ce remov'd, the hoarſe-r.f: unding main, 
And wall; of a ſecure my native reign, 
W)hoſe truitful ſoil luxuriant harveſts ee, 
Rich in her fruits, and in her martial race. 
Ilither we ſail'd, a voluntary thropg, 
T* avenge a private, not a public wrong: 
What elſe to Troy thi afſerni-led nations draws, ® 
Dut thine, ungrateful, and thy brother's caulz ? 
Voi. VI. 88 2 7 | 
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Is this the pay our blood and toils deferve 
Diſtrac'd and injur'd by the man we ſerve? 
An! dar' q thou threat to ſnatch my prize away, 
Due to the dreds of many a dreadiul day? 
A prize as ſmail, O tyrant! mærciid with thine, 215 
As thy xo actions it compar'd to mite, 
Thine jn each conqueſt is the wealthy pre Fs 
Th., ugh mine the feat and danger f the day. 
Some trivial preſents to my thips I bear, 
Or barren praiſes pay the wounds of war. 220 
Put know, proud munarch, I'm day ſl ve no mere; 
My ſieet hall waft ne to Thetfali 's th re. 
— by Ach iles on th. Trojan plain, 

What fpoils, what co! queſts, f14l! Atrides gain; ? 

Tothis the king Fly, m. hty w.irriour! fly, 225 

Thy aid we need nat, and thy tres dt ty. 
There want not chicfs ia ſach a cauſ cn zht, 
And Jove h.m{:}; thall guard a mona:ch'3 right. 
Of all the kings (the God's diſtinguiſh'd care) 
To power ſuperior none ſuch hatred bear: 230 


17 


| Str.t- and debate thy reſtlefs u ecaploy, 
And wars and horrers are thy ſavage juy : 


| If thou hat ſtrength, twas heaven that ſtrength be- 
 ftow'd, 


For kno'v, vain man ! thy 2 is from God. 
Haſte, launch thy vetlels, fly with ſpecd away, 235 


| Rule thy ownrealms with arbitrary ſway : 


I hced thee not, but prize at cqual rate 
Thy hort-liv'd fr.endihip, and thy groundleſs hw 
Go, threat thy earth-born * 1yrmidens : ; but here 


| "Tis mine to threaten, prince, an i thine to fear. 240 


Know, ii th. Gol the beauteous dame demand, 


My bark Gall watt her to her native Una: : 


| any then prepare, imper.ous prince 
Fierce 


Prepare, 
2 as thou art, to yield thy captive ſur: 
Ev* n in thy tent Vil ſize the blooming . 


ihy od Brifeis wich the Faciant cy EVes. 8 | 


: | — Roodit a ral of imperial | povier; 


And h. nc to ul ur hoſt it mall be k: 29wn, 5 
I hat kings are ſubject to the ods alone. 
Ach. Il. > heard. with grief and rag. oppreſt. 
Illis heart ſweli'd high, and labour'd in his breaſt. 
Diſtracting tnough's by turns his boſom rad. 
Now wu ny verath, and now by rcaſon Coo i: 
That prompts his hand to eraw his de adly word, 255 


Force through the Greeks, and pierce their naugh. y 


lord 
This whiſpers ſoſt, his vengeance to controul, 
And cal the rifing teinpeſt of his foul. 
Ju't as in an cuiſh of ſuipence he fiay'd, 


” Wu. le half vnſneathi d appear d the glittering blade, 


©... 260 
4 Miner Va Friſe deſcended from above, © AE: 
Sent hy the ſiſter and the wife of fove 
For both the princ.s claim'd ber equal care) ; 
| Pchind ſhe Rood, and by the golden ha r 
Achilles ſeiz d; to him alone conie:t ; ä 3 


5 
A ſable cloud conceal d her from the reſt. | 


He ſees, and ſudden to the Codes crics, | 
Known by the fluacs that ſparkle from her eyes. 
| Dcfceves Minerva ir: her guardian care, = 

A he mY witneſs of the wron#s + her 

then let thoſe ene theit view 
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From Arcus in: 
Tha dacine cii.xze, bebold the 
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Forbear ! (the progeny of ſove replies) 
To calm thy fury 1 f--rſaze the ſkies : 
Let grrat ch; lies, to the Gods reſign'd, 275 
Yo r:afon yield the empire ver his mind, 
Ly avw7ui [uno this command i is given ; 
"The hu and you are both the care of hea en. 
The three of keen re proackes let um feel, ” 
But ſnea h, obechent. thy revrnging ſtec], 280 
Fer l pr- Hunce (ard truſt a heavenly po ver) 
Th: 'rJur d honour has ins fared hour, 
When the pre ud mora ch ſhail thy arms implore, 
And hribe thy friendſhip v th a bounces ſtore. 
Then let revenge rolrger hea the ſway, 285 
Command thy paſf ons, and the Gods obey. 
Jo her Pelides. With careful ear 
"Ti juſt, O Gaddeſs ! I thy d Rates hear. 
Har. as it is, my ver geance I ſubpreſs: 
Thoſe who revere the Gods, the Gus will bleſs- —— 
He fa:1, obſervant of the bluc-:y*'d maid; : 
Ihen in the ſheath returnꝰd the ſhining blade. 
The Geedefs fwift to high Olympns pics, 
And joirs the ſacred cena. - 6 the ſkies. 
Kor yet the rave his hai ne hreaſt ſorſook, 295 
Which thus redeubl're on trices broke. | 
_ Oomtter! mix*d of ir ſolence and fear, 
Thou dog in fort head, but in heart a deer! 
Who wert then known in arabuſh'd fights to dare, 
Or nehly tac: the horrid front of war? co 
*Tis ours, the chance of fighting fiel!s to try, 
'Thine to lc ok on, and bid the valiant die, 
Sc much ' tis ſafer through the camp to go, 
And rob a ſuhject. than defi»: il 1 foe. | 2 VE 
Scourge of th pevple, \ violen* an b: aſe! _3es 
Sent by Jove's aner on a flaviih race, 
Who, loit to ſenſe of eenerone freedom paſt, 
Are tam'd to wrenes, or this had bean thy laſt. 
No by tlu ſacred ſcerter hear me tear, 
Which never more 11 all leaves or bet nis bear, 
| 5 310 
Which ſever'“ from the trunk (a8 1 fr om thee) 
On the arc monntains left i:; parent tree + 
Tits opt e. form'd by tempo: d ſteel to prove 
Anerion of the del-rites Of Jr 4 
Frem whem the power r Jaws and juflice 
| -þ ines 5 a 315 
(Tremendous oath; int iolat. {ev bi on) : 
By this I tpear, wien blecoino Greece again 
Shall call Achiiles, the thall call in vain. | 
When, fluſh'd u th liar'; r Hee tor comes 5 to 
| . read : 
| * he purpled ore * ith mountains x of the RES 
320 


Then Malt tou mourn th" 2 
| Zu ve, 
Forc* d tin de 3 M den impotent to ſave 
Thea rave in bitterneis of fue to Know | 
This a't has made the braved Gre: ” thy {oe, 
He for peta : and fur 1005 hure againit the 
oe tos | 
11 x FS. er - arr'd with golden stud around. 
Tien terne fileat far. With like dite ain, 
The raging king returred ne frown again. 
„era their patlions wit! 5 vnds of age, 
I ef om his feat aroſe the Pulian ſuge, 330 
Evperienc'd Neſtor, in per fuſion iki -d. 
v. „ ds 145% as honey from lus oye Cast. 1 d; 


32 


LY 


* 


| Yet thele with ſoft, po ſuaive arts I ſway'd ; 


n nt thy madneſs 


6 
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. Two generations now had paſs d away, 


Wite by his rules, and happy by his ſway ; . 
: Two ages o'er his native realm he reign'd, 335 C 
| And now th' example of the third remain'd. ? 
All view'd with awe the venerable man; F 
Who thus with mild benevolence began: 1 
FF What ſhame, what woe is this to Greece! what a 
;oy | 
To Troy's proud monarch, and the friends of 
Tov 5 
That adverſe God commit to ſtern debate a 
The ben, the baveſt of the Grecian ſtate. 
Youvg 75 vou are, this youthful head reſtrain, | 
Nor think your Neſtor's years and wiſdom 
| vain. | 
A Godiike race of heroes once I knew, 345 , 


Such, as n» more theſe aged eyes ſhall view! 
Lives there a chief to match Pirithous' fame, 
Dryas the bold, or Ceneus' deathlefs name; 
Theſeus, 8 with more than mortal might, 
— Polo phemus, like the Gods in fight * 

With theſe of old to thilo of battle bred, 

In eari'y vouth my hardy days T led: | Is 
Fir'd w ith the thirſt winch virtuous envy breeds, 
And ſmit with love of honourable deeds, = '2 
trongelt of ons thy pierc'd the mountain 


boar, | 
Raug d the wild deſarts red with mater 
gore, 356 


And from their hills the ſhaggy Centaurs tore. 


When veitor ſpoke, they liſten'd and obey” d. 
| If in my yoith, ev'n thete efteem'd me wiſe: 360 
De you, young warr we hear my age adviſe. 
Atrides, ſeize not on the heautenus ſiave; 

That prize the Greeks by common ſutfrage gave: 
Nor thou, Achilles, tre: it our prince v ith pride; ö 
Let kings be juit, and for . you er preſide. 


363 

Thee, the firſt honanry of the war adorn, _ 
Like Go. 15 in ſtrength, and of a Goddets born; 
Him, au fal majefty nally above 
The powers of enrth, and ſcepter” d ſons of Jove. 
Let both unite, with well conſenting mind, 370 ; 
So {hal auth ity with ſtrength be join d. 
| L-ave me, O king ' to claim Achilles' rage; 
Rule thou thyteif, a more advanc'd in age. 
Foi bid it Cuds ! Achil! es faould be loſt, 
| 2 be pride of Grees e. aud bulu ar of ur hott. 
1 9 

-T ws ſaid, he ceas d; the king of men replies 
Tho vcars are awful, and thy word: are wiſe. 
But that imperions, that unconquer'd ſoul, 
No laws can limit, no reſpect contron]. 
Betore his pride mutt his fo periours fal! 
His word the Luv, and be the lord of x 1 2 


— 


lem wit our hoſts, ou chiefs, ourtelves obey > : 


Wäat king can hear a rival in his tu ag? 

Grant that the Gods his matchlets force hath | 
„ given; | 
Baz foul reproach a priv lege from Heaven i 30 5 

ere on the wenarch's fpeech Achilles broke, 

And furious, tige, and interrupting fpoke : | 
Tyrant, I well deſers'd thy galling chain, 

To liver thy ave, an Lcill co lerve in Vain ; 
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Should I ſubmit to exch unjuſt decree : 
Comm nd thy vaiſals, but command not me. 
Seize on Briſeis, whom the Grecians doom'd 
My prize of war, vet tamely ſee reſu:n'd; 
And ſeize fecure ; no more Achilles draus 
His conquering (word in any woman's Cauſe. 
The Gods command me to forgive the paſt; 
But let this firſt invaſion be the laſt : 


For know, thy blood, when next thou dar ſt in- 


vade, 


Shall — in vengeance on my reeking blade. 


At this they ceas 4 ; the tern debate expir'd : 
400 


The chiefs in ſullen majeſty retir'd. 
Achilles with Patroclus took his way, 
Where ncar his tents his hoflow veſſels lay. 
Mean time Atrides launch'd with numerous ors 
A well-rigg'd thip for Chryſa's ſacred ihores : 405 
High on the deck was fair Chriſeis plac'd, 
And ſage Ulytfes with the conduct grac'd: 
| Safe in her fides the hecatumb they ſtow d, 
Then, ſwiftly ſailing, cut the liquid road. 
The hoſt to expiate, next the King prepares, 
410 
With pure luſtrations, and with ſolemn prayers. 
 Wath'd by the briny wave, the pious train 
Are cleans'd, and caſt th' ablutions in the main. 
Along the ſhore whole hecacomins were laid, 
And bulls and goats to Phcbiuis altars paid, 
The ſable fumes in curling ſpires ariſe, 
And waft their grateful odours to the ikies, 
The army thus in ſacred rites engag'd, 
Atridles ſtill with deep reſentment rag'd. 
To wait his will, two ſacred heralds ftood, 
Talthybius and Eurybates the good. 
Haſte to the fierce Achilles tent (he cries) | 
I bence bear Briſeis as our royal prize: 
Submit he muſt; or, if they will not part, 


415 


_ 


Ourſelf in arms ſhall tear her from his heart. 425 


Th' unwilling heralds act their lord's cu:n-! 
mands ; 
Penſive they walk along the barren fands : 3 
Arriv'd, the hero in his tent they find, 
With gloomy aſpect, on his arm reclin' J. 
At au ful diftance long they ſilent ſtand, 
Loth to advance, or ſpeak their bard cummand ; ; 
D cent confuſion! This the gudlike man 
Perc<1v'd, and thut with accent mild began: 
With leave and honour enter our abodes, 
Ve 1acred miniſters of men and Gods ! 
J know your meiſage; by conftraint you came; 
Not you, but your imperious lord I blame, 
 Patraclus haſte, the fair Briſeis bring; 
Conduct my captive to the haughty King. 
But witnefs, heralds, and procliim my vow, mn 
Witness to Gods above, and men below ! 
Bit ſirſt, and loudeſt to your prince declare, 
That lawlefs ty rant white commands vou bear; 
Unmovy'd as death Achilles ſhall remain, 
Though proftrate Greece thould bleed at ev 'r; 
vein : | 
Fac raging chief in frantic paſſion loſt, 
Blind to himſelf, and uf leſs to ls hoſt, 
Untkilld to judge the future by the paſt, 
In blood and flaughter ſhall repent at l.. ſt. 


300 


330 


ond | 


1 


— — 


O''er tlie wild mar rin of the deep nc in 
That kindred d2ep kram wience his mother 


; 


His beauteous daughter t: om the ViEtor's 


44 


— 


- | With offer'd gift, to make the God relint 
1 — 


Honour and fan 
And ill he pays the pronaute of a God: 


 Obicures my glories, 


| And likea miſt fire rote ; 


| Reveal the cauſe, and truſt 4 parent's care. 


With treaſure loaded and ty inumphia t ſpoils : 
Whoſe juſt divitions crown'd the folder“, boils ; 


19 
Patroclus now th un illiag beauty broug h-: 
3 | 450 
She, in foft ſorrow, and in penſive tliought, 
Part filent, as the heralds he'd her zd, | 
And oft looi.'! back, lo roving v'er the 
ſt! Nah. 
Not fo us lots the flerce Achilles hore ; | 
But fad retiring to tee founding Bore, 455 


tig, 


ip ung: 5 
There, bath d in tears of anger and diſdain, 
Thus loud lamemied to the itorm, main: 
O pare t Goddets | fince in canli bio 460 
Thy ion mutt fahl, by too tes c: dom; 
dure, to fo mort a race of glory urn, 
Great Jove in Jultice M.νj,m¹thie inan adorn : 


at lea? 111 lun 2 derer O d, 


465 


„* „ 
wW +4 0 


It yon proud monarch thus thy ibm deFes 
a: comms my prize. 
Far from the deep recetfes of the main, 

Where aved Occan holde hs watery roinn, 
The Guddets-muther head, Tie way. divide: 
| ; 470 
wove the tive; 
Beheld him mourning on the naked itores, 


And thus the farrows of his foul exp! O7CS. 


Why grieve: my ſon? Thy angiith let me ſhare, 


475 
He deeply ſighting faid ; To teil wv vor, 422 
I< but to mention what too well vou know. 
From 'Thebe facred to Apouito's nancy, 
(AEion's realm) our conquering army came, 
480 


But brigit Chryſeis, heavenly prize ! wi. led, 
By vote ſelected, to the general's bed. 
The prieft of Pho:bus lought by gifts to gain 


gain; 


48 5 
The fleet he reach d, and lowly bending dunn, 


Held forth the ſceptre and the laurel crown, 
1 all: but chief implor d or grace 
Tie brother-Kkings of Atreus' roval race: 
The gencrous Greeks their joint conſent declare, 5 


The a ence, and releaſe the fair; 


No! 


The 


10 Atrides : He, With waited pride, 
fire injult d, Tags his .Fifrs 6 any * 


To — pra, 4 
prayer 

A drtadful piague vets; tl avengins darts 495 
Incertait flv, and pict ce the G.ccian hearts. 

A propher then, tips by Heaven aroſo, 


and 8 and the 


And points the "Erin, and thence derives * 
woes. 5 
My ſelf the firſt the aTembled chicſs N 8 500 


'F' avertthe avengcance of the power di, ine: 


. 


Then riüng in hs wrath, the mona ch form d . 
I:icens'd he threaten'd, aud Is Eire 
form' : ” 


The tir Chryſeis to her fire was ſen', 


ats per- 


; 505. 
C2: 35 


But, Godd- 650 


20 


But. nou he fed Brifets hcavinly charms, 

And of mr valour's prize defrauds my arms, 

Def: auds the votes of all the Grecian train: 

And ſervice, faith, and niſtice plead in vain. 

thou thy ſuppliant ſon attend, 510 

To high Olympus Ein ing court aſcerd, 

Ur qs all the ties to former ſervice ow 44, 

And fue for vengeance to the tinindering Cod. 

Oft hi thou tr inwph'd i in the glorious beaſt, 

© That thou ſtood'ſt forth of all th* xthereal koſt, 

515 

When bold re bellion thook the realms above, 

Th' undaunted guard of clond-compelling Jove. 

When the hi ight partner of his awful reign, 

The wa arlike maid, the monarch: of the main, 

The traitor-gols, * mad ambition driven, 520 
Durſt threat with chains th” omnipotence of Hea- 

ven. 
Then call'd by thee, the monſter Titan came, 
(Whom Gods Briareus, Men Egeon name) 


through wonder ing Kies enormous ſtalk d a- 


; lo: 3 2 
| Net * he that ſhakes the f.. lid carth ſo Ang: 
525 

With gi. \nt-pride at Jove's high throne he ann, 

And brovgdiht rod Lim alt his hundred hands; 

„In as ie red wo 45 conf. i'd their awſul jord, 
They dropt che fetrers. t. hicd, and ador * 
This, Code., 5 his re wenbrance call, 520 
Embrace hie knees, = Mis tribuniall: 

_Comure Trim pr te dvive the Grecian train. 

To hut! thc: ; C. tt. to the ir h.. tt and main, 


To heap the cores with copious death. and bring 


: The Greess to know the curie of ſuch a king s 


"Ke t Azamemnon lift his en Head 
O'er all his wide dominion of the dead, 
And mourn in blood. that e'er he dus it diſgrace 
The boldeſt warrior of the Grecian race. 
Unhappy for ! (fair 'Thetis thus replies, 
While tea:s ceieſtial trickle from her even) | 
Why hare I borne thee with a mother“ thro.25 
To fates averfe, and nurs *1 for ſuture woes "iy 
So ſhort : ſpace the lizht of Heaven to view! 
So ihort a pace 
28 might a parent's mit | with pr. vai. 
15 Far; rar fi om Hon 11. Oui c thy v <ffels tail, 
And thou, from camps remote, ths 
5 W now, alas! tov ncarir threats wy ſon. 
Vet (. hat 1 can) to move thy fait Ing 
To great Olympus crown'd With Heect ſnow. 
dc time, fecure within thy wipe, from far 
Dehold the find, nor ning in thee war. 
The fire of Gods ane WIN; a thereal train, 
On the warm limits of the forthe main, 535 
Nov mit with mortals, nor ditt. te race 77 
The feaſts of F.thionu's blametet "EC 3 Sy: 
Twelve dans the powers indulge tho won; zal rite, 
Returning with the twelfth revoly we light. 
Then will mount the bra azen dome, ad move : 
560 
| The high triguna! of immortal Fore. 


¼ e ä. — Im 


* Nez tune. 


535 


lh with forrew too! 545 


danger ſtiun, 


550 2 
| Powrs the black wine, and fees the flames W_ 
1 f pire; i 
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cloſe; 
Then down the deep ſhe plung'd from whence 
the roſe, 
And left him forrowing on the lonely coaſt, 
In wild reſentment for the fair he loſt. 
In Chryfa's port now fage Ulyſſes rode; 
Bencath the deck the deftin' d victims ſtow d; 
he ſails they furl'd, they lafh'd the maſt aſide, 
And dropp'd their anchors, and the pinnace ty'd. 
Nevt on the ſhore their hecatomb they land, 570 
Chryſeis laſt deſcending on the ſtrand, 
Her, thus returning from the furrow'd main, 
Uiyſſes led to Plabus' facred fane; 
Where at his ſolemn alter as the maid 
He ga-e to Chryſcs, thus the Hero faid : 
Hail! reverend * 4 
dome 5 
A ſuppiiant I from great Atrides come: 
Unranfſom'd here receive the ſpotleſs fair; 
Accept the hecatombs the Greeks prepare; 


575 
to Pherbus' aw ful 


Aton'd by ſacrifice, deſiſt to wound. 
At this, the fire embrac d the maid again, 

$9 tadly loft, fo lately ſought in vain, 

Then near the alter of tho dar ting king, 

Diff 05'd in rank their kecatonth they bring: 385 

With water purify their hands, and take 

The ſacred offering of the ialted cake; 

While thus with a: ms devontly rais'd in air, 

And folemn voice, the prieſt directs his prayer: 
God of thefilver bow, thy ear incline, 

Whoſe power igcircles Cilla the divine; 

| Whote ſacred eye thy Tenedos farvevs, 

And gilds fair Chryfa with diſtinguiſh'd rays ! 

It, tir'd to vengeance at thy prieſt's requeſt, 

Thy dire dil darts inflict the raging peſt; 

Once more attend! avert the waſteful v oe, 


So Chryſes pray d, Apollo heard his prayer: 
And nou the Greeks their hecatomb. prepare; 
Between thcir horns the f 
And witit teir heads to Heaven the victim 

„ Mew: 

The limbs they ſ>ver fram th incloſing hide; 
Ihe chighs, ſelected to the Gods, divide: 
On theſc, in double cauls involv'd w — 
Ihe choiceſt morſels lay from every par 

The prieſt himſelf before his altar * ar 8 
Aud burns the offering with his holy hands; 


The xowh u 6 ſurround * fire; 


1 
2 
7 

q 
! 


! 
ul 
| 


Ihe thighs thus ſacrific'd, and entrails dreſt, * | 


Th atliftants part, tr ansfix, and roatt the reſt : 


Then ſpread the tables, the repaſt prepare, 


Each takes his feat, and cach receives his ſhare. 
When now the rage of hunger was repreſt, 
With pure libations they con clude the feuſt; 


crown'd, 
And, pl. as d, diff enſe the for wing bowls around. 


| With hymns divine the joyous banquet ends, 


The P:cans lengthen'd tit tic fun deſcends ; 


The Goddeſs ſpoke : the rolling waves un- 


365 


And may thy God, &ho ſcatters darts around, 58a 


590 


598 


| And ſmile propitious, and unbend thy bow. 
540 


alted barley tlirew, boo. 


63 


The yeuths with wine the copious goblets 


„. 


35 eta: 


W 


2 


„ 


3 .. „„ 


The I hunderer tat: 
His hundred heads in heaven, and props the 


| Beneath his "TY and one his knes embrac'd : 
If Cer, O Father of the Gods! ſhe ſaid, 


And pay in glory what in life you owe. 
Fame is at leaſt by heavenly promiſe due 


| ; Shall heap with honour him they now diſgrace. 


The ſacred corncils of his breaſt conceal'd. 

Not fo repuls'd, the Goddeſs cloſer preſt, 

Still graſp'd his knees, and urg d the dear re- 
0 


| While I, too par tial; aid 5 he Tr yan arms? 


POPE?S MORSE 


The Creeks, reſtor'd, the grateful notes Ry 
long ; ; 5 620 
llo liſtens, and approves the ſong. 

wh, night; the chieſs beſide their veſſel lie; 

Till roſy moru had purpled o'cr the {ky : 

Then launch, and hoiſt the maſt - indulgent gales, 

Supply d by Phatbus, fill the fweclling fails ; 625 

The milk -white canvas bellying as the- blow, 

The parted ocean foams and roars below: 

Above the bounding billows ſwift they flew, 

Till now the Grecian camp appcar'd in view. 


Far on the beach the+ haul their bark to land] 


630 
(The crook ed keel divides the yellow ſand) : 
Then part, where ſtretch'd along the winding 

bay 

The ſhips and tents in mingled proſpects lay. 
» But raging ſtill, amid t his n:vy ſate 
The ſtern Achilles, Red faſt in his hate; 
Nor mix'd in cghmbat, nor in counci ſoin'd ; 
But atting cares lay heavy on his mind: 


120 


In his lack thoughts revenge and flaugitter roll, 


And ſcenes of blood rife dreadful in his foul. 
Twelve days were paſt, aud now the dawning 
light 


Leads the long order of thereal powers. 
When like the morning miſt in early day, 
Roſe from the flood the daughter of the fea ; 645 


And to th:: ſeats divine her flight addreft. 


There, far apart, and high above the reſt, 
where old Olympus mrouds 


clouds. 


5 Suppliant the Goddefs good: one hand ſhe plac '>] 


650 


My words could pleaſe thee, or my actions aid; 
Some marks of honour on my ſon beſtow, 


To life ſo ſhort, and now dithonour'd too. 


Avenge this wrong, oh ever juſt and wiſe! 
Let Greece be humbled, and the Trojans riſe ;, 
Till the proud kind, and all the Achaian race, 


660 
Thus Thetis ſpoke, but Jove in filence held 


neſt : 


O fire of Gods and men ! thy 8 hear; 
Refuſe, 

Or, oh declar e, of all the powers above, 
Is wretched Thetis leaſt the care of Jove ? 


or grant; for what has Jove to fear - 


She ſaid, and ſighing thus the God re plies, 670 
Who rolls the thunder o'er the vaulted ſkies? 
What haſt thou alk d: 
gage 
In foreign conteſts, and 8 rage, 
The Gods complaints, and ſuno's fierce alarms, 


Ah why ſhould Jove en- 


| _ 2 
he Gods had ſummon'd to th' 8 height : 
: Jove firſt atcending from the watery bowers, 2 


655 


Nor was the ſignal vain that ſhook the ſky. 
| What fatal favour has the Goddeſs won, EE 


| Let this ſuffice ; 


625 | 


21 
Go, leſt the haughty partner of my ſway 
With jealous eyes thy cloſe acceſs ſurvey ; 
* But part in peace, ſecure thy prayer is ſped : 
Witneſs the ſacred honour. of our head, | 
The nod that ratifies the will divine 680 


The faithful, fix'd, 1rrevocable ſign, 

his ſeal; thy ſuit, and this fulfills thy vows 
He ipoke, a an · a ful bends his fable brows 
Sh:2kes his ambroſial curls, and gives the . 5 
The ſtamp ot fate, and ia \&ion of the God : 68 5 
"High heaven with trembling the dread ſignal 
took, 

Ard all Oly mpus to the centre ſhook. 
Sui; to the ſeas profound the Goddeſs flies, 
Jove to his ſtarry manſion in the {kies, 

"he thining ſynod of th' immortals wait 6 
The coming God, and from their thrones of ſtate 


— Loon 


I ö Ariſing ſilent, wrapt in holy fear, 


Before the majeſty of heaven appear. 
Trembling they ſtand, while Jove aſſumes the 

throne, | 
69s 


— 


All, but the God's imperious queen alone: 
Late had the view d the filver-footed dame, 
A-d all her paſſions kindled into flame. 

Say, artful manager of heaven (ſhe cries) 

Who now partakes the ſecrets of the ſkies ? 
Thy Juno knows not the decrees of fate, 700 
In vai the partner of imp-rial ſtate. 5 
Wint favourite Goddeſs then thoſe cares divides, 

Which joue in prudence from his conſort hides ? 

To this the Thunderer ; Seek not thou to find 
The ſacred counſels of Almighty mind: 705 
 involv'd in dark neſs hes the great dec cree, | 
Nor can the depths of fate be pierc'd hy thee. 

| What fits thy know ledge, thou the — malt 
know 

The firſt of Gods above and men "REN 5 PIN 

But thou, nor they, ſhal! fearch the thoughts that | 
„ * 
Deep in the cloſe receſſes of my ſonl. 5 

Full on the fire the Goddeſs of the ſkies 

Roll'd the large orbs of her majeſtic eyes, 

And thus return'd : Auſtere Saturmus, ſay | 
From whence this wrath, or who controls thy 
_ ſway? | 7I 

Thy boundleſs will, for me, remains in force, 

And al! thy counſels take the deſtin'd — 

But ' tis for Greece I fear: for late was — 

| In clote conſult the Silver- footed Queen. 


Jove to hi- Thetis nothing could deny, 720 


To grace her fierce, inexorable ſon? . 

perhaps in Grecian blood to drench the plain, 85 

And glut his vengeance with my people ſlain. 725 
Then thus the God: Oh reſtleſs fate of pride, 


| That ſtrives to learn what heaven reſolves tohide p 


Vain is the ſearch, preſumptuous and abhorr'd, 
Anxious to thee, and odious to thy lord. 

th* immutable decree 730 
No force can ſhake: what is, that ought to 44 
Goddeſs, ſubmit. nor dare our will withſtand, | 
| But drcad th power of this avenging hand; 
Th' united ſtrength of all the Cods above 
In vain reſiſts th* omnipotence of ſove. 
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The Thunderer ſpoke, nor durſt the Queen 
reply : | 
A reverend horror filenc'd all the ſky. 
The feaſt diſturb'd. with ſorrow Vulcan ſaw. 
His mother menac'd, and the Gods in aue; 


Peace at his heart, and pleature his deiign, 740 


Thus interpos'd the Architect Divine: 

The wretched quarrels of the mortal ſtate 
Are far unworthy, Gods! of your debate: 
Let men their days in ſenſeleſs ſtrife employ, 


We, in eternal peace and conſtant joy. =45 | 


4 


Thou Goddeſs-mother, with our fire comply, 
Nor break the tacred union of the ſky : 
Left, rouz'd to rage, he ſhake the bleſt avodes, 
Launch the red lightening, and dethrone the 
| Gods. | 5 | | 
If you ſubmit, the Thunderer ſtands appeas'd ; 
19 | ; 1 
The gracious power is willing to be pleas'd. bs 
Thus Vulcan fpoke ; and rifing with a bound, 
The double bowl with ſparkling nectar crown'd, 
Which held to Juno in a chearful wav, 
Goddeſs, (he £11ed) be patient and obey. 755 
Dear as you are, if Jove his arm extend, 
I can but grieve, unable to defend. 
What God fo daring in your aid to move. 
Or lift his hand againſt the force of Jove* 


Once in your cauſe I felt his matchleſs might, 


760 


Hurl'd headlong downward from th” etherial 


height ; 


Toft all the day in rapid circles round; 
Nor, till the fun deſcended, touch'd the 


ground?! | 
Breathleſs I fell, in giddy motions loſt ; 
The Sinthians rais'd me on the Lemnian coaſt. 
| 765 
He ſaid, and to her hands the goblet heav'd, 5 


Which with a ſmile, the white-arm'd queen re- 


ceiv'd. - 8 

Then to the reſt he fill'd ; and in his turn, 
Each to his lips apply'd the nectar'd urn. 
Vulcan with aukward grace his office plies, 77 
And unextinguith'd laughter ſhakes the ikies. : 

Thus the bieſt Gods the genial day prolong, 
In feaſts ambroſial, and celeſtial fong. 
Apollo tun'd the lyre ; the Muſes round 


With voice alternate aid the filver ſound. 76 
Mean time the radiant ſun, to mortal ſight 


778 


Deſcending ſwift, roll'd down the rapid light. 


Then to their ſtarrv domes the Gods depart, 


The ſhining monuments of Vulcan's art: 


| Jove on his couch reclin'd his awful head, 5% | 
And Juno flumber'd on the golden bed 


THE 5 


B O O K I. 


bis abſence and the late plague, as w 


and upon moving for a return to 


3555 3 

The Trial / the Army, mn ö Catalogue of the Forces. 

\"FUPITFER, mm purſuance of the requeſt of Thetis, ſends a deceitful viſian to 
| Agamemnon, perjuaaing him to lead the army to battle; in order to make the 


_ Greeks ſegſible of their want of Achilles. The general, who is deluded with the 
Lopes of taking Troy without his aſſiſtance, 


but fears the army was diſcouraged by 
| nd the 1a ell as by the length of time, contrives to make 
trial of their diſp:ſition by a ftratagem. He firft communicates his deſign to the 
Princes in counci:, that he would propoſe a return to the ſoldiers, and that they ſhould 
Put a flop to them if the propoſal was embraced. Then he aſſembles the whole hoſt, 
reece, they unanimouſly agree to it, and run to 


Prepare the ſhips. They are detained by the management , Ulyſſes, who chaſtiſes 


— 
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the im 


23 


ce of Therſites. The aſſembly is recalled, ſeveral ſpeeches made on the 0c 
caſion, and at length the advice of Neſtor followed, which was, to make a general 
muſter of the troops, and to divide them into their ſeveral nations, before th 


proceeded to battle. This gives occaſion to the poet to enumerate all the forces of 
the Greeks and Trojans, and in a large catalogue. | 

The time employed in this baok conſiſts not entirely of one day. The ſcene lies in 
the Grecian camp and upon the fea-ſhore;, taward the end it removes to Tray. | 


JT OW pleaſing fleep had feal'd each mortal 
| | eye, : | | 
Stretch'd in the. tents the Grecian leaders lie, 
Th' immortals flumher'd on their thrones above; 
All, but the ever wakeful eves of ove. 
To honour Thetis' ſon he bends his care, 
And plunge the Greeks in all the woes of war: 
Then bids an empty phantom riſe to ſight, 
And thus commands the viſion of the night: 


Fly hence, deluding Dream and, light as air, 


To Agamemnon's ample tent repair. 10 
Bid him in arms draw forth th' embattled train, 
Lead all his Grecians to the duſty plain. 
Declare, ev'n now tis given him to deſtrox 
The lofty towers of wide- extended Troy. 
For now no more the Gods with fate contend, 15 
At Juno's ſuit the heavenly factions end. 
Deſtruction hangs o'er yon devoted wall. 
And nodding lion waits th' impending fall. 
Swift as the word the vain illuſion fled, 
Deſcends, and hovers o'er Atrides' head; 
Cloath'd in the figure of the Pvl an fave, 
Ren:wn'd for wiſdom, and rever'd tor age; 
Around his temples ſpreads his golden wing, 
And thus the flattering dream dece.\es the King: 
Can'ſt thou, with all a nwiarch's cares op- 
Bm JF Ty i 5 2 
Oh, Atreus ſon ! can'ſt thou indulge thy reſt * 
Ill fits a chief who mighty nations guides, | 
' Directs in council, and in war prendes, 
To whom its ſafety a whole people owes, 
To waſte long nights in indolent repoſe. 20 
Monarch, awake! tis Jove's command I hear: 
Thou, and thy glorv, claim his heaventy care. 
In juft array draw forth th' embattled train, 
Lend all thy Grecians to the duſty plain: 
Ev'n now, O king ! 'tis given thee to deſtroy 35 
The lofty towers of wide- extended Tros. 8 
For now no more the Gods with fat” contend, 
At juno's ſuit the heavenly factions end. 
Deſtruction hangs o'er yon devoted wall, 
And nodding flion waits th' impending fall. 40 
Awake, but waking this advice approve, _ 
And truſt the vifion that deſcends from Fore. 
The phantom ſaid; then vanith'd from his figlit, 
| Refolves to air, and mixes with the night. 
A thouſand ſchemes tlie monarch's mind em THIS 


20 


4a - 


Cn Ops | 3 
Flate in thought, he ſacks untaben Troy: 

Vain as he was, and to the future blind; 

Nor faw what Jove and fecret fate dt hi, 

What mighty toils to either hoſt roma, 

What ſcenes of grief, aye minbers of te fan!“ 


4 


þ 


| 


| 


| 


The ftarry faulchion glitter'd at his fide ; 


| 
Lifts up her light, and opens day above. 


_— 


| Eager he riſes, and in far.cy hears 
The voice celeftial murmuring in his ears, 


Firſt on his limbs a flender vett he drew, 
Around him next the rega! mantle threw ; 


Th' embroider'd fandals on his feet were tied; 


s 


And laſt his arm the maſſy ſceptre loads. 
Unttain'd, immortal, and the gift of Gods. 
Now roſy morn aſcends the court of Jove, 

The king diſpatch'd his heralds with commands 
To range the camp, and ſummon all the bands; 


The gathering hoſts the monarch's word obey ; 


While to the fleet Atrides bends his way. 


In his black ſhip the Pylian prince he ſound ; 65 


There calls a fen:ite oi the Peers around; 

Th' affembly plac'c, the K ing of men expreſt 

The counſels labouring in his artful breaſt: 
Friends and confederates! with attentive ear 

Receive my words. and credit what you hear. 0 

Late as flumber'd in the ſhades of night, 8 

A dream divine appear'd before my fight, 


Whoſe viſionarr form like Neſtor came. 


The ſame in habit, and in mien the ſame. 


The heavenly phantom hover'd o'er my head, 5 | 
And, doft thou 


Neep, Oh, Atreas' fon? (he 
| . 3 . 
Il fits a chief who mighty nations guides, 


Directs in council, and in war pretides, 


To u hom its fafety a hole people owes ; 


To waite long nights in indolent repoſe. 


Monarch, awake ! is Jore's coramand I bear, 


Thon and thy glory claim his heavenlu care. 


In juſt array draw forth th' embattteq train, 
And lead the Grecians to the duſty plain: 


 Ev'n now, O King ! tis given thee to deftroy $; 


The loſty towers of wide-extended Troy. 

For now no more the Gods with fate contend ; 
8 ft the heavenly factions end. 
Deftruction hangs o'er yon devoted wall. 

And nodding ion waits tt” impending fall. 


0a . 99 
This hear ohſervant, and the Gods obey ! | 


| The viſion fooke, and paſt in air away. 


Now, valiant chieſs! fince Ecaven itſelf alarms; = 


Unite, and route the ſons of Greece to arms. 


Zut firtt, vit! : caution try what yet they dare, 9 5 
Worn with nine vears of unſucceſsful war! 
To move the troops to meaſ.ire back the main 
Be mine: and your's the province to detain. 

ic ſpoke, ani iat: when Nettoc rifing ſaid, 
(Nettor, whom Privs* fandy realins obey'd) og 


| Princes of Greece, your faithful ears incline; 
5: er 61-1 4 | 
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Then let us haſte, obey the God's alarms, 105 
And join to rouſe the ſons of Greece to arms. 


Thus ſpoke the ſage: The kings without delay 


Diſſolve the council, and their chief obey : 


The ſceptred rulers lead ; the following hoſt 


Pour'd forth by thouſands, darkens all the coaſt. 


— 30 
As from ſome rocky cleft the ſhepherd ſees 


Cluſtering in heaps on heaps the driving bees, 

Rolling, and — ſwarms ſacceeding 
ſwarms, 

With deeper murmurs and more hoarſe alarms ; 

Duſky they ſpread, a cloſe embody'd crowd, 115 

And o'er the vale deſcends the living cloud. 

So, from the tents and ſhips, a lengthening train 


| Spreads all the beach, and wide o'erſhades the 


Fame flies before, the meſſenger of Jove, 


FTh' immortal gift great Pelops left behind, oy 
In Atreus' hand, which not w th Atreus ends, 2 


Along the region runs a deafening ſound ; 
| Beneath their footſteps groans the crembling 


Nine ſacred heralds now, proclaiming loud 


plain : 


ground. 
120 


4 


And ſhining ſoars, and claps her wings above. 


The monarch's will, ſuſpend the liſtening crowd. 


Soon as the throngs in order rang'd appear, 125 | 
And fainter murmurs dy'd upon the ear, 
The king of kings his awful figure rais'd ; 


High in his hand the golden ſceptre blaz d: 
The golden ſceptre, of celeſtial frame, 
By Vulcaa form'd, from Jove to Her mes came : 


a % 


To Pelops he th' immortal gift reſign'd ; 


To rich Thyeſtes next the prize deſcends : 


Subjects all Argos, and controls the main. 


On this bright ſceprre now the king rec'in'd, 
And artful thus pronounc'd the {peeci defign'd : 
Ye ſons of Mars | partake your leader's care, 


 Uerocs of Greece, and _— of the war ! 


5 of partial Jove with juſtice I complain, 


And heavenly oracles believ'd in vain. 


A ſafe return was promis'd to our toils, 


Renown'd, triumphant, and enrich'd with ſpoils. 
Now ſhameſul fliglit alone can fave the hott, 145 


Our blood, our trea%are. and our giory loſt. 
So Jove decrees, renitleſs lord of all! 


At whoſe command whole empires rife or fall: 

He ſhakes t e ſceble props | 
And towns and armies numbles to the duſt. 

What thame to Greece a fruitleſs war Lo — 


of human truſt, 


Oh, laſting ſhame in every future age ! 


Repuls'd and battled by a feeblo foe : 


Zo {mall their number, that if wars were ceas'd 


And rank'd by teus, 


And Greece triumphant held a general feaſt, 


whole dec ads when they 
dine 


Muſt want a Trojan flave to pour the wine. 


of 


50 


155 


1404 
lie unreveng'd on yon deteſted plain? 


| 


| With nodding 


| | I But Jove's imperial queen their flight ſurvey'd, 
And now the mark of Agamemnon's reign, 135 


For prudent counſel like the Gods renown's : 


| Thus to their country bear their own diſgrace, 


 Atrides” ſpeec 


Once more refulgent ſhine in brazen arms. 
Haſte, Goddeſs, haſt ! the flying hoſt —_ 
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Sent by great Jove to bin that rules the hoſt, 
Forbid it Heaven ! this warning ſhould be lot And Troy prevails by armies not her own. 160 


| But other forces have our hopes o'erthrown, 


Now nine long years of mighty Jove are run, 
Since firſt the labours of this war begun: 
Our cordage torn, decay'd our veſſels lie, 
And ſcarce enfure the wretched power to 12 
Haſte then, for ever leave the rojan wall ! 165 
Our weeping wives, our tender children call : 
Love, duty, ſafety, ſummon us away, 

'Tis nature's voice, and nature we obey, 
Our ſhatter'd barks may yet tranſport us o er, 
Safe and inglorious, to our native ſhore. 170 


Fly, Grecians, fly, your fails and oars employ, 


And dream no more of Heaven-defended Troy. 
His deep deſign unknown, the hoſts approve 
h. The mighty numbers move. 
So roll the billows to th' Icarian ſhore, 175 
From Eaſt and South when winds begin to roar, 
Burſt their dark manſions in the 5 and 

ſweep 


The whitening ſurface of the . deep, | 


And as on corn when weſtern guſts deſcend, 
Before the blaſt the lofty harveſts bead : 180 
Thus o'er the field the moving hoſt appears, 
plumes, and groves of waving 
ſpears. 5 
The gathering murmur ſpreads, their trampling 
fett 5 
Beat the looſe ſands, and thicken to the fleet. 


| With long-reſounding cries they urge the train 


185 
To fit the ſhips, and launch into the main. | 
They toil, they ſweat, thick clouds of duſt ariſe, 
The doubling clamours echo to the ſkies. 


. Ev'n then the Greeks had left the hoſtile plain, | 


And fate decreed the fail of Troy in vain; 190 

And fighing, thus beſpoke the blue-ey'd maid : 
Shall then the Grecians fly! O dire diſgrace ! ! 

And leave unpuniſh'd this perfidious race? 

Shall Troy, thall Priam, and th' adulterous 

ſpouſe, . 
In peace enjoy the fruits of broken vows ? - 
And braveit chiefs, in Helen's quarre! ſlain, 


No : let my Greeks, unmov'd by vain alarms, 


200 


Nor let one ſail be hoiſted on the main. 

Pallas obeys, and f: om Olympus” height 
Swift to the ſhips precipitates her flight ; FO 
Ulyſſes, firſt in public cares, the found, 205 


Oppreſs'd with gen'rous grief the hero ſtood, 


Nor drew his ſable veſſels to the flood. 


IAnd is it thus, divine Laerres' ſon ! 
; Once grect in arms the common {corn we grow, | 


T hus fly the Greeks (the martial maid began) 
210 


And fame eternal leave to Priam's race? 
Shall beauteous Helen till remain unfreed, 
Still unreveng'd a thouſand heroes bleed? 


| Haſte, generous Ithacus ! ! preveat the _ 


Recall your armies, and your chiefs reclaim. 


rw Wy 


He fir d with praiſe, or with per ſuaſion mov'd. 


That worſt of tyrants, an uſurping crowd : 
To one fole monarch Jove commits the ſway ; 
* His are the laws, and him let all obey. 


The loudeſt filenc'd, and the fierceſt cool d. 


Thin hairs beſtrew'd his long miſhapen head. g 


And much he hated all, but moſt the beſt. 
Ulyſſes or Achilles ſtill his theme ; 


POPE'S HOMER 25 


Your own reſiſtleſs eloquence employ, 
And to the Immortals truſt the fall of Troy. 

The voice divine confeſs'd the warlike maid, 
Ulyſſes heard, nor uninfpir'd obey'd : 220 
Then meeting firſt Atrides, from his hand 
Receiv'd th' imperial iceptre of command. 

Thus grac' d, attention and reſpect to gain, 

He runs, he flies, through all the Crecian train, 
Each prince of name, or chief in, arms approv'd, 
225 


Warriours, like you, with ſtrength and u iſ- 
dom bleſt, 
By brave examples ſhould confirm the reſt. 
The monarch's will not yet reveal'd appears; 
He tries our courage, but refents our fears, 230 


Th' unwary Greeks his fury may provoke; 


Not thus the king in ſecret council ſpore. 


Jove loves our chief, from Jove his hoavur | 


ſprings, 


Beware ! for dreadful is the wrath of kings. 
But if a clamorous vile pleheian roſe, 235 


Him with reproof he check d, or tam'd with 
blows. 


Be till, thou ſlave, and to thy betters vield; 
"Vaknow n alike in council and in field 
Le Gods, what daſtards would our hoſt com- 


mand, 


swept to the war, the lumber of a land! 240 


Be filent, wretch, and think not here allow d 


ww ks 


With words like theſe the troops Ulyſſes rul'd, 


Back to th' aſſembly rod the thronging train, 
Deſert the ſhips, and pour upon the plain. 


Murmuring they move, as when old Ocean 3 


And heaves huge ſurges to the trembling ons: 


The groaning banks are burſt with Waere ing 
tound, | 


The rocks remurmur, and the deeps rebound. 


At length the tumult ſinks, the noiſes ceaſe, 


And a ftill filence lulls the camp to peace, 


Therſites only clamour d in the throng, 255 


Loquaciaus, loud, and turbulent of tongue: 


Aw'd by no ſhame, by no reſpects control u, 
In ſcandal buſy, in reproaches bold: 
With witty malice ſtudious to defame: 


Scorn all his joy, and laughter all his aim; 260 


But chief he glory'd, with licentious ſtile, 
To laſh the great, and monarchs to revile. : 


His figure ſuch as might his ſoul proclaim : 


One eye was blinking, and one leg was lame; 


His mountain ſhoulders half his breaſt v'er Hand, 


26 


245 


— — 


For roy to ranſom at a price too dear ? 


225 


Spleen to mankind his envious heart poſſeſt, 


But royal ſcandal nis delight ſupreme. 270 
Long had he liv'd the ſcorn of every Greek, 


— when he tes vet ſtill they heard him | 


Ver. VI. 


| 


Sharp was his voice, which, in the ſhrilleſt tone, 


Thus with juſurious tzunts attack'ꝗ the throne : 


Amidſt the glorics of fo bright a reign, 275 


What moves tlie great Atridcs to complain? 
4 ?Tis thine wi.ate'er the warriour's breait in- 


fumes, 
The golden fpoil, and thine the lovely Cames. 
Witt: yl he wealth our war and blood beitow, 
Thy tens are crowded, and thy cheſts o' How. 
280 


Thus at full eaſe in heaps of riches roll'd d, 


What grieves the monarch ? I it third of gold? 

Say thall we march w Itty our unconquer'd 
powers, 

(The Greeks and I) to Ilion's hoſtile towers, 

And bring the race of royal baitards he: e, 285 

But fafer plunder thy own kuſt fapplics ; 

Say, Would ſt thou ſeize ſome valiant leader” s 
prize? | | 


| Or, if thy heart to generous love he led, 


Some captive fair, to bleſs thy Kingly bed 2 290 
Whate'er oui maſter craves, ſuhmit we muſt, _ 
Plagued with his pride, or puniſn'd for his luft. 
Oh wonien of Achaia ! men no more ! 


Hence let us fly, and let him waſte his ftore 


In loves and pleaſures on the Phrygian ſhore. 


n 
We may be wanted on ſome buſy day, cot 
When tiector comes: ſo great Achilles may : 
From him he forc'd the prize we jointly gave 
From him, the fierce, the fearleſs, and the bi ave: 
And durſt he, as he — reſent that wrong 
02 
This mighty tyr ant were no tyrant long. 5 


| Fierce from luis ſeat at this Ulyſſes ſprings, 
In generous vengeance of the king of Kings ; 

| With indignation fparkling in his eyes, 

Hegies the w retch, and ſternly thus replies. 305 


Peace, factious monſter, born to vex the ſtate, 


| With wrangling talents form'd for foul debate: 


Curb that impetuous :ongue, nor raſhly vain 


And fingly mad, aſperie the fovereign reign. 


Have we not know a thee, flare ! of all our hoſt, 

=: -1 
The r man who acts the leaſt, upbraids the moſt ? 
Think not the Greeks to ſhameful fliglit to bring, 
Nor let thoſe lips profane the name of king. 


For our return we truſt the heavenly Powers; 


Be that their care; to fight lik men be ours. 315 | 


But grant the hoſt with wealth the general toad, 
Except d=trattion, what haſt thou bettow'd> _ 


Suppoſe ſome hero ſhould his ſpoils reftgn, 


| Art thou that hero, could thoſe ſpoils be thine ? 


Gods! let me perith on this hateful thore, 320 | 


And let theſe eyes behold my fon no more; 
If, on thy next offence, this hand forbear 


To ſtrip thoſe arms thou ill deſerv'ſt to u ear. 
Expcl the council where our princes meet, 


And fend thee ſcourg d and howling thro! the 


fleet. 325 
He ſaid, and cowering as the daſtard bent, 
The weighty ſceptre on his back deſcends: 
On the round bunch the bloody tiznours rite ; 
The tears 1pring 28. ting ron: his hag ua: d es: 
5 


in form a herald) bade the crowds attend. 


26 


Trembling he fat, and, ſhrunk in abject fears, 330 
From his vile viſage wip'd the ſcaling tears. 
Whileto his neiglibour each expreis'd his thought: 
Ye Gods! what wonders has Ulvties wrought ! 
What fruits his conduct and his courage vield ; 
Great in the council, glorious in the field! 
Generous he riſes in the crow n's detence, 
To curb the factious tongue of inſolence. 
Such Juſt examples on offenders thown, 
Sedition f'ence, and affert the throne. 

'Twas thus the genera voice the hero prais'd, 


Who, rifing high, th' imperial ſeeptre rais'd : 
The blue-cy* d Pallas as, luis celeſtial friend, 


Th expecting crow ds in ſtill atiention hung, 

To hear the wiidom of his heavenly tongue. 345 

Then deeply thoughtiul, pauſing ere he ſpoke, 

is filence thus the prudent l.ero broke : 

Unhappy monarch ! whom the Grecian race, 
With ſhame deſerting, heap with vile diſgrace. 

Not ſuch at Argos was their generous vou, 330 

Once all their voice, but, ah ! forgotten now: 
Nel er to return, was thei the common cry, 

Till Troy's proud ſtructures ſhould iu aſhes lie. 

Behold them w eeping for their native thore ! 


What heart but melts to leave the tender train, 
And, one ſhort month, endure the wintery main? 
Few leagues remov'd, we with our peaceful ſeat, 
When the ſhip tolles, and the tempeſts heat : 
| Then well may this — ſtay proveke their tcars, 
1 | 360 
The tedious length of nine revolving years. 
Not for their grief the Grecian hoſt 1 blame : 
But vanquiſh d! boffled! oh, eternal ſhame ! 
Expect the time to Troy's deſtruction given, 
And try the faith of Chalcas and of Heaven. 365 
What paſs'd at Aulis, Greece can w itnels bear, 
And all who live to breathe this Phrug ian air. 
Beſide a ſountain's ſacred brink we rais'd 
Our verdant altars, and the victims bliz'd: _ 
("Twas where the planc-tree ſpreads Its ſhades. 
arcund) 770 
The altars heav'd ; and from the crumbling ground 
A migluy dragon thor, of dire portent ; 
From Jove hin: felt the Crendful ſign was ſent. 
Strait to the tree his ſanguine ſpire he rol'd, 
And curl'd around in many a u inding fold. 375 
The tapmeſt branch a mother-bird pole it; 
Eight callow infants fill'd the meftv neſt ; 
Het felf the ninth: the ſerpent, as he hung, 
Stretch'd his black Jaws S, and crafh'd the crying 
voung; 
While hov ering near, with miferaNle moon, 380 
The Crooping mother wail'd her children gene. 
The mother ia ft, as round the neſt the flew, _ 
Sciz d by the resting wing, the monſter ſlew: 
Nor long ſurviv'd : to marble turn'd he itand's 
A laſting prediev en Aulis' lands. 385 
Such was the will of Jove; ard hence we dare 
Trrt in his omen, and ſuppert the war. 
For while around we gaze with wondering eyes, 
And — W the * ars with ſacr 2 


335 | 


340 | 
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Vou d with libations and with victims then, 
| Now vaniſh'd like their ſmoke: the faith of men! 
While uſeleſs words conſume th' unactive hours, 


And view with envy our ſucceſsful wars. 
On that great day when firſt the martial train, 
| Big with the fate of Ilion, plow'd the main, 


But Jeve forbids, who plunges thoſe he det 
In fierce contention and in vain debates. 
Now great Achilles from our aid withdraws, 


Ye 


Full of his God, the reverend Chalcas cried, 
e Grecian warriors! lay your fears aſide. 
his wonderous fignal Jove himſelf diſplays, 


Of long, lon labours, but eternal praiſe. 
As many bir .s as by the ſnake were ſlain, 


So many vears the toils of Greece remain, 395 
But wiit the tenth, for llion's fate decreed ; | 
Thus ſpoke the prophet, thus the fates ſucceed. 
Obey, ye Grecians! with ſubmiſſion wait, 


Nor let your flight avert the Trojan fate. 


He ſaid : the thores with loud applauſes ſound, 
400 


The hollow ſhips each deafening ſhout rebound. 
Then Neſtor thus—Theſe vaiu debates forbear, 


Ye talk like children, not like heroes dare. 
Where now are ali your high refolves at laſt? 


Your leagues concluded, your engagements paſt ? 


405 


No u onder Troy fo long reſiſts our powers. 
Riſe, great Atrides ! and with courage ſway ; 410 
We march to war, if thou direct the way. 


| But leave the few that dare reſiſt thy laws, 


The mean deſerters of the Grecian cauſe, 
What could their wives or helpleſs children more? 


355 


To grudge the conqueſts mighty Jove pr epares, | 
415 


Jove on the right, a proſperous ſignal ſent, 
And thunder rolling ſhook the firmament. 
Encour ag'd hence, maintain the glorious ſtrife, 


: — =Þ 
Till every ſoldier graſp a Phrygian wile, | 


Till Helen's u ocs at full reveng'd appear, 


And Troy's proud matrons render tear for tear. 


Before that day, if any Greek invite | 
His country's troops to baſe, inglorious flight: 425 | 


Stand forth that Greek ! and hoiſt his ſail to fly, 


| And die the daſtard firſt, who dreads to die. 
| But now, O monarch ! 
Nor what they offer, thou thyſelf deſpiſe. 


all thy ch'efs adviſe : 


Among thoſe councils, let not mine be vain; 430 | 
In tribes and nations to divide thy train; | 


His ſeparate troops let every leader call, 
| Each ſtreng.hen each, and all encourage all. 


What chief, or foldi-r, of the numerous band, 
Or bravely figh <, Or ill cheys ccmmand, 435 . 
When thus diſtinct they war, ſhall ſoon de known, 


And hat the cauſe of lion not o 'er-thrown ; . 
| If fate reſiſts, or if our arms are flow, 
If Gods above prevent, or men below. 


| 


To him the King : How much thy yawn excel : 


In arts of council, and in ſpeaking well? 

0 would the Gods, in love to Greece, decree 
ut ten ſuch ſages as they grant in thee ; 

Such wiſdom ſoon ſhould Priam's force deſtroy, 


| and toc n ſhould fall the haughty towers of Troy! 


44s 


By me provck'd : 2 captive maid the cauſe : 
| di — SIEIS a 


— 
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If e'er as friends we join, the Trojan wall 
But now, ye warriours, take a ſhort repaſt: 4 
And, well-refreſh'd, to bloody conflict hatte. 
His tharpen'd ſpear let every Grecian wield, 
And every Grecian fix his brazen thield : 
Let all excite the fiery ſteeds of war, 
And all for combat fit the rattling car. 
This day, this dreadful day, let each contend ; 
No reſt, no reſpite, till the ſhades deſcerd ; 
Till darkneſs, or till death, ſhall cover all: 
Let the war bleed, and let the mighty fall 
Till bath'd in ſweat he every manly breaſt, 
With the huge ſhield each brawny arm depreſt, 
Each aching x nerve reiuſe the Janc? to throw, 
And each ſpent courſer at the chariot blows 465 
Who dares, inglorious, in his ſhips to ſtay, 
Who Cares to tremble on this fignal dav: 
That wretch, too mean to fall by martial power, 
| The birds ſhall mangle, and the dogs devour. 


455 


, 460 


| 470 
Loud as the ſurges when the tempeſt blows, 


That daih'd on broken rocks tumultuous roar, 
And foam and thunder on the ſtony thore. 
Straight to the tents the troops diiperting bend, 
The fires are kindled, and the imokes aſcend ; 475 
With haſty feaſt they facrifice, and pray, 
T' avert the dangers of the doubtful day. | 
A ſteer of five years' age, large limb d, and fed, 
To ſove's kigh altars Agamemnon led : _ 
There bade the nobleſt of the Grecian peers ; ; 480 
And Neſtor firſt, as moſt advanc'd in vears. 
Next came Ilomeneus, and Tydeus' ſon, . 8 
Ajax the leſs, and Ajax Telamon; _ 
Then wite Ulyſſes in his rank was plac' d; 
And Menelaus came unbid, the laſt. 
The chiefs ſurround the deſtin d beaſt, and ae 
The ſacred offering of the ſalted cake. 
When thus the king prefer: his ſolemn praver : 
Oh thou! whoſe thunder rends the clouded air, 


4, 


Who in the heaven of heavens has fix d thy throne, 


| 5 8 | 499 

Supreme of Gods! unbounded and alone! FE 
Hear ! and before the burning ſun deſcends, 
Before the night her gloomy veil extends, 

Lo in the duſt be laid yon hoitile ſpires, ; 

Be Priam's palace funk in Grecian fires, 495 


In HeRor's breaſt be plung'd this ſhining ſword, 
And flaughter'd heroes groan around their lord! 
Thus pray'd the chief; his unavailing __ 5 
Great Jove refus'd, and toſt in empty air: 
The God averſe, while ye the fumes wols, - 
Prepar'd new toils, and doubled woes on woes. 


The barley ſprinkled, and the victim ſlew, 
The limbs they ſever from th' incloſing hide, 
The tl. hs, ſclected to the Gods, divide. | 
On theie, in double cauls involv'd with art, 
The choiceſt morſels lie from every part. | 
From the cleft v-ood the crackling flames aſpire, 


V/ nile the fat victim feed the facred fire. } 
The thighs thus facrinc'd, and ent rails dre't, 510 


Thi aſitants part, trans fix, and roaft the reit; 
Then ſpread the cables, the repaſt prepare, 
Zach takes his ſeat, and each receives his mare. 


* 


| 450 | 
Muſt ſhake, and heavy will the vengeance fall! A 


500 | 


27 
Soon as the rage of hunger was ſuppreſt, 


Ihe generous Nettor thus the prince add reſt: 13 


Now bid thy heralds found the loud alarms, 
And call the quadr. ins ſheath' d in brazen arms: 
Now ſeize th' occation, now the troops —— 


And lead to war when Heaven direct the way. 


He faid ; the monarch iſſued his commands: 220 
Straight the loud hcralds call the gathering bands, 
The chiefs inclo'e their King: the holt divide, 

In tribes and nations rank d on eith: r ſide. 


High in the midſt the hlue- eyed Virgin flies; 


From rank to rank the darts her ardlent eves: 
| The dreadſul zgis, Jove's immortal thield, 


A gleamy ſplendour fla h'd along the fields. 


323 


Blaz'd on her arm, and lighten'd all the 2+bl : 


Round tke vaſt orb an hun:red ſerpents roll'd, 
Form'd the bright fringe, and ſeem'd to burg i in 


gold. 


| With this each Grecian's manly breaſt ſhe warms, 


330 


_| Swells their bold hearts, and firings their nery ous 2 
The monarch ſpoke ; and ſtrait a murmur roſe, | 


arms; 
No more they figh, inglori b to return, 


But breathe revenge, and forth: combat burn. 


As on tome mountain, through the l-ity grove, 
The crackling flames aſcend, and blaze above: 535 


1 The fircs expanding as the wines 83 
Shoot their long beams, and kinile half the ſkies: 


So from the poliſh'd arms. and brazen ſhields, 


ff 
Not leis their number than th* cmbod; 'dcrants, 540 


Or milk-white ſwans in Aſius' water” plains, 
That o'er the windings of Ca ſter's ſprinas, 


Stretch their long necks, and clap their rutling | 


wings, 
Now tower aloft, and courſe in airy rounds : 


1 Now light with noiſe: with noiſe the field reſound;. 3s 
| Thus numerous and conſusꝰ d, extending wide, 
5 on legions crowd Scamander's flowery fide; 


545 


With ruſhing troops the plains ar2 covered o'er, 


| And thundering foutt? reps ſhake the ſounding thore. 
Along the river's level meads they ftind, 
| Thick as in ſpring the flowers adorn the land, 


$9. 
Or leaves the trees; or thick as inſects play, 
The wandering nation of a ſummer's day, 


That, axawn by milky ſteams, at evening hours, 


In gather d ſwar:ns ſurround the rural bowers ; 3. 555 


From p:11] to pail with buſy murmur run 


And dawvping conqueſt play d around his head. 


— 


The gi Adee legions, glittering in th ſun. | 
| So throng'd, 10 cloſe, the Grecian ſquadrons food ; 
In radiant arms, and thirſt for Troian 'lood. _ 


Each leader now kis ſcattered force conjoins 560 


II cloſe array, and forms the deenening lines. 


Not with mere eaſe, the fxilful hepherd f.raim | 
Their prayers perform'«, the chiefs the rite purtue, | 


ollects his flocks from thouſands on the plain.” 


The King of Kings, majeſtically tali, 


e owers o' er his armies, and out:hines them all: : 
505 | 


565 
Like ſome Sane bull that round the iu leads 


| His {:bipdt- herds, the monarch of the meads. 


Crrat as the Gods, Ut exalted chit was ſeen, 
us ſtrength like Neptune, and like Mars his mien 
Teve o'er his eyes celeſtial glories ſpread, 57 


Say, Virgins, ſeated round the throne divine, 
A- -nowing Goddeſſes! immortal nine ! 
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Since carth's wide regions, heaven's unmeaſur d 
height 

And bell's abyſs. hide nothing from your fight. 575 

(Ve w retche.! mortals ! loft in doubts below, 

But gueſs by rumour, and hut boaſt we know) 

Oh. fay what heroes, ſir'd by thirſt of fame, 

Or urg'd by wrongs, to Troy's deſtruction came ? 

To count them all dewands 2 thouſand — 
580 


A throat of braſ, and a. lamantine lungs. 


Daughters of Jove. affiſt ! inſpir'd by you 


The mighty labour daunt'eſs I purſue : 

What crow eil armies, from whatclimesthey bring, 

Their names, their numbers, and their chiefs, | 
ſins. os 


Tur n or THE sutrs. 
The hardy warriours whom Bœotia bred, 


Penelius, Le: tus, Prothoenor led : 


With theſe Arceſilaus and Clonius ſtand, 
Equal in arms, and equal in command. 
Theſe head the troops that rocky Aulis yields, 590 


And Eteon's hills. and Hyrie's watery fields, 
And Schœnos, Scholos, Græu near tſie main, 


And Mycaleſſia's ample piny plain. 

Thoſe who on Peteon or Ilefton dwell, 5 
Or Harma wh re Apollo's prophet Fell : 895 
Heleon and Hvyle, which the ſprings o 'erflow ; 
And Meilcon lofty, and Ocalea low; 


Or in the mcads of Haliartus ſtrav, 
Or Theſnia ſicred to the God of Dax. 
Oncheſtus, Neptune's celebrated groves; Gco 


Cop, and Thiibè, fam'd for filver doves, 
For flocks Erythræ, Gliſſa for tlie vine; 
Platea green, and Nyſa the divine. 


And they whom Thehe's well-built walls encloſe, 


Where Myde, Eutreſus, Corone roſe : 


* 
% 


And Arne rich, with purple harveſts crown'd ; 
And Anthedon, Beeotia's utmoſt bound. 
Full fifty ſhips they ſend, and each coavevs 


Twice ſixty warriours through the foaming ſeas. 


Lo theſe fucceed Aſpledon's martial train, 610 
Who plow the ſpacious Crchomgnian plain. 

"Two valiant brothers rule th* undaunted thr ong, 

Iilmen and Aſcalaphus the ſtrong : 


Sons of Aſtyoche, tiie heavent; fair, 
Whoſe Virgin charms ſubdued the God of War 


615 
{In 2ctor's court 1 as ſhe retir 4 to reſt, ? 


The ftrength of Mars the tuthing maid compreſt). 
Their troops in thirty ſable veſſels ſweep | 


With equal oars the hoarſe-retonnding deep. 


The Phocians next in forty karks repair, 620 


Epiftrophns and Schedius head the war. 


_ Erom thoſe rich regions where Cephiiſus leads 


Illis filver current through the flowery meuds; = | 
From Panopea, Chrrfa the divi ine, 


Where Anemoria's ſtate ly turrets thine, 


Where i'vtho, Daulis, Cypariſlus #0, 
And fair Lilza views the riſing flood. 


| The: e rang'd in order on the floating tide, 


Cloſe on the left, th bold Pootias ſide. 


Ajax the leſs, Oileus' valiant fon : | 
Skill'd to direct the flying dart ar icht 5 
Switt in purſuit and active in the tight ; 
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Aim, as their chief, the choſen troops attend, 
Which Beila, Thronus, and rich Cynos fend: 633 
Opus, C: lliarus, and Scarphe's bands, 
And thofe who dwell where pleaſing Augia [ 


ſtan ds, 
And u nere Poigrius floats the lowly lands, 
Or in far Taphe' s ſyIvan ſeats refide : 
In forty veſſels cnt the liquid tide. 
Eubœn next her martial ſons prepares, == 
And fends the brave Abantes to the wars: | 
Breathing revenge, in arms thev take their way 
From Chalcis' walls, and ſtrong Eretria ; 
Thi Iſteian field for generous vines renown'd, 645 
The fair Cariſtos, aud the Styrian ground: 
Where Dios from her towers © erlooks the plain, 
And high Cerinthus views the neighhonring main. 
Down their broad ſhouliers falls a length of hair; 


But with protended ſpeurs in fighting fields, 
Pierce the tough corſelets and the brazen thields, 
Twice tu enty ſhips tranſport the warlike bands, 
Which hold Elphenor, fierce in arms, commands. 
Full fifty more from Athens ſtem the main, 655 


Led by Meneſtheus through the liquid plain, 


(Athens the fair, where great Erectheus ſw ay'd, 


| That ow'd his nurture to the hlue- eyed Maid, 


Bu: from he teeming furrow took his birth, 

'he mighty offspring of the foodful earth. 660 
Him Pallas plac'd amidſt her wealthy fane, 
Ador'd with ſacrifice and oxen ſlain; 

Where, as the years revolve, her altars blaze, 
And all the tribes reſound the Goddeſs” praiſe) 


I No chief like thee, Meneſtheus! Greece  conkd 8 
3 yield, 665 


| To marſhal armies in the duſty field, 

Th' extended wings of battle to diſplay, 

Or cloſe th' embody'd hoſt in firm array. 
Neſtor alone, improv'd by length of days, 


For martial conduct hore an equal praiſe. - 670 


With theie appear the Salaminian bands, 
Whom the gigantic Telamon commands: 
In twelve black ſhips to Troy they ſteer their 
courſe, 


And with tae great Athenians join their force. 


Next move to war the generous Argive train, 
From high Trœzenè, and Maſeta's plain, 
And fair Ægina circled by the main: 
Whom ſtrong Tyrinthè's lofty walls ſurround, 
And Epidaur with viny harveſts crown'd ; 
And where fair Aſinen and Hermion ſhorw 680 
Their cliffs above, and ample bay helow. | 
Thee by the brave Euryalus were led, 
Great Sthenelus, and greater Diomed, 
But chief Ty dides bore the ſovereign fi ay ; 


The prond Mycene arms her martial power Sy 
Eleone, Corinth, with imperial towers, 


| Fair Aræthvrea. Ornia's fruitful pin, 
And ZEgenn, and Adraſtus' ancient reign; _ 
And thoſe who dwell along the ſandy ſhore, 690 | 


| And where Pcllens yields her fleecy ſtore, 


| Where Helice and Hypereſin lie, 
Fierce Ajax led the Locrian ſiquadrons on, 650 


And Gonoella's ſpires ſalute the ſky. 


| Great Ag:.memnon rules the numerous band, 


A veſſels in long order ſtand, 69 5 


And crowded nations wait }:is dread mand 


64⁰ 


Their hands diſmiſs not the long Lince in air; 650 


In forir-ſcore bat ks they plow the watery way. 68 5 : 
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High on the deck the king of men appears, 
And his refulgent arms in triumph wears; 
Proud of his hoſt, unrivall'd in his reign, 
In filent powp he moves along the main. 

His brother follou s, and to venge::nce warms 
The nardy Spartans exercis'd in arms: 
Phares and Bryfia's valiart troop:, and thoſe. 
Whom Lacedzmon's lofty hills incloſe : 

Or Mefſe's towers fir filver doves renown'd, 705 
Amyclæ. Laas, Augia's happy ground, 

And tboie whom Oetvlos low walls contain, 
And Helos, cn the margin of the main: 

Theſe, o'er the ending ocean, Helen's cauſe, 
In fixty ſhips, with Menelaus draus: 710 
Eager and loud from man to man he flies, 
Revenge and fury flamirg in his eves; 
While, vainly fond, in fancy oft he hears 

The fair-one's grief, and ſees her falling tears. 

In ninety fail, for P. los“; andy coaſt, 715 
Neſtor the fage condi ds Mis cl en hoſt : 5g 
From Ampnicenia's ever fruitful and; 

Where Zpy wgi:, and little Preleon ſtand; 
Where heauteovs Arenè her ſtructures thows, 
And Thryon's walls Alpheus' ftre:ras incloſe : 
720 
And Dori ion, fam'd for Thamvris' diſgrace, 
Superior once of all the tv neful race, 
Till, vain of mortals empty praiſe, he ſtrove 
To match the ſeed of clou: '-compelling Jove ! 
Joo daring bard ! whoſe unſucceſsful pr de oy 5 
Th' immortal Muſes in their art def d. 
Th' avenging Muſes of the light of day 
 Depriv' his eyes, and ſnatch'd his voice away; 
No more his heavenly voice was heard to ſing, 
His hand no more awak'd the filver ſtring. 


The ſhaded tomb of old, Agvptus ſtood ; 
From Ripe, Stratie, Tegea s hordering towns, 
The Phenezn fields, and Orchomenian downs, 


Where the fat herds in plenteous paſture rove; 


| 735 
And Stomphelus with her ſurrounding grove, | 


Parrhaſia, on her ſnowy cliffs reclin'd, 
And high Eniſpe ſhook by wintery w ind, 
And fair Mantinea's ever pleaſing ſite; 
In fixty fail th' Arcadian hands unite. 
Bold Agapenor, glorious at their head, 
 (Anczvus' ſon) the mighty ſquadron led. 
Their ſhips, ſupply'a by Agametanon's care, 


740 


* roaring ſeas the wondering warriours | 


The firſt to battle on th' appointed plain, 
But new to all the dangers of the main. 
Thoſe, where fair Elis and Bupraſium join; 

Whom Hyrmin, here, and Myrſinus confine, 

And bounded there where v'er the vallers roſe 

Th Olenian rock; and where Alifium flows: 

Beneath four chiefs (a numerous army) came: 

The ftrength and glory of th' Epean name. 

In ſeparate ſquadrons theſe their train divide, 
Each leads ten veſſels through the yielding tide. 


| 70 : 


(Eurytus' this, and that Teitus fon) : 
Diores ſprung from Amarynceus' line; 
And A e of force divi ine. 


730 
Where under high Cy llene, crow n'd with wood, l 


700 | 


— 


„ 


| 29 
But thoſe who view fair Elis o'er the ſeas 

From the bleſt iſlands of th' Echinades, 

In fort; veſſels under Meges move, 

Begot by Phylevs tie belov'd of Jove. 

To ftrong Dulichium from his fire he fled, 


And thence to Troy his hardy warriors led. 
Uivif-s follow'd through the watery road, 765 


760 


A chief, in wiſdom equal to a God. 


With thoſe who Ceph. llonia's iſle inclos'd, 


Or til] their fiel s along the coaſt oppos'd ; 
Or here f. ir Ithaca o'erlooks the floods, 
| Where high Neritos ſhakes his waving woods, 770 


Where /£.zilipa's rugged ſides are ſeen, 
Crocylia rocky, and Zacynthus green. 
Theſe in twelve galleys with vermillion prores, 


| Beneath his conduct ſought the Phrygian thores. 


Thoas came next, Andrzmon's valiant ſon, 775 


| From Pleuron's w alls, and chalky _— ; 


And rough Pylenè, and th' Olenian ſteep, 


And Chalcis beaten by the rolling deep. 


He led the warriours from th' Ætolian | 
For now the ſons of Oeneus were no more! 730 


| The glories of the mighty race were fled ! 


O2::eus himſeif, and Meleager dead! 

To Thoas care now truſt che martial train, 

His forty vetiels follow through the main. | 
Next eighty barks the Cretan king commands, 


788 
Of Gnoſſus, Lvctus, and Gortyna 's bands, 
And thoſe who dwell where Rhytion's domes ariſes 


or white Lycaſtus glitters to the ſkies, | 
Or where by Pheſtus filver Jardan runs; 


Crete's hu . dred cities pour forth all her ſons. 790 

Theſe march'd, Idomeneus, beneath thy care, 

And Merion, dreadful as the God of war. 
Tlepolemus, the ſon of Hercules, | 


Led nine ſwift veſſels through the foamy ſeas : 


From Rhodes with everlaſting ſunſhine . 5 


Jnlyſſtis, Lindus, and Camirus white. // 


His captive mother fierce Alcides bore, | 
From Ephyr's walls, and Selle's w inding ſhore, 


Where mighty towns in ruins ſpread the plain, 


And ſaw their blooming warriours early flain. 800 


1 | The hero, when to manly years he grew, 


Alcides uncle, old Licymnius, ſlew ; 
For this, conſtrain'd to quit his native place, 


And ſhun the vengeance of the Herculean race, 
A fleet he built, and with a numerous train 805 
Of willing exiles, wander'd o'er the main; 


Where, many ſeas and many ſufferings paſt, 


On happy Rhodes the chief artiv'd at laſt : 
There in three tribes divides his native band, 
And rules them peaceful in a foreign land ; 


810 5 
Encreas'd and profper'd in their new abodes, 


By mighty Jove, the fire of men and Gods; 
With joy they ſaw the growing empire riſe, 


i 750 | 


And ſhowers of wealth deſcending from the ſkies. 
Three ſhips with Nireus ſought the — 
ſhore, | 

Nirevs, whom Aglie to Charopus bore, | 


| Nirevs, in faultleſs hape and blooming grace, 
One was Amphimachus, and Thalphius one 755 l 


The lovelieſt yout : of all the Grecian race; 
Pelides only match'd his early charms ; | 
But few ——— and nll hs trength in arms. 


# 


1 f 


With them the youth of Nyſvrus repair, 


Since fir Briſeis from his arms was torn, 


And his ſad conſort beats her breaſt in vain. 
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Next thirty ſt s cleave the liquid plain, 
Of thoſe Calydnz's ſea-girt iſles contain; 


Cafus the ſtrong, and Cr:pathus the fair; 
Cos, where Eurypylus poſleſt the fray, 825 
Till great Alcides made the realms obev : 
Theſe Antiphus and bold Fhidippus bring, 
Sprung from the God by Theſſalus the king. 

Now, Muſe, recount Pelaſgic Argos' powers, 
From Alos, Alopè, and Trechin's tow ers; $30 
From Phthia's ſpacious vales; and Hella, bleſt 
With female beauty fur beyond the reſt. 
Full fifty ſhips beneath Achilles' care, 
Th' Achaians, Myrmidons, Hellenians bear; 
Theſſalians all, though various in their name : : 

| 35 

"= ſame their nation, and their chief the ſme. 
But now, inglorious, ſtretch'd along the ſhore, 
They hear the brazen voice of war no more ; 
No more the foe they face in dire array; 
Cloſe in his fleet the angry leader lay ; 840 


The nobleſt ſpoil from ſack' d Lyrneſſus borne, 

Then, when the chief the Theban walls Q'er- 
th ew, 

And the bold ſons of great Evenus ſlew... | 

There mcurn'd Achilles, plung d in depth of 
care, 845 

But ſoon to riſe in Nanghter, blood, and war. 

To theſe the vouth of Phylace ſucceed, 

Itona, famous for her fleecy breed, 

And gratly Pteleon deck'd with cheerful greens, 

The bowers of Ceres, and the ſylvan ſcenes, 8 50 


Sweet Pyrrhaſus, with blooming flowretscrown'd, | 


And Antron's watery dens, and cavern'd ground. 
Theſe own'd as chief Protefilas the br ave, 
Who now lay filent in the gloomy grave: 


The firſt who boldly touch'd the Trajan FIVE | 


855 
And dy d a Phrygian lance with Grecian gore ; 
There hes, far diſtant from his native plain ; 4 


Unfiniſh' d, his proud palaces remain, 


His troops in forty ſhips Podarces 1d, 80 
Iphiclus' fon, and brother to the dead; 

Nor he unworthy to command the hot ; 

Yet ftill they mourn'd their ancient leader loſt. 
The men who Glaphyra's fair ſoil partake, 
Where hills encircle Bathe's lowly lake. 865 


W gere Phare hears the N waters 


| fall, 
Or prou d I6lcus lifts her airy wa! U. 


In ten black ſhips embark'd for Viow' $ ſhore : „ 


With bo'd Eumylus, u hom Alcette bore: 


All Pelias' race Alcefle far outthin'd, _ wel l 


Ihe grace and glory of t e heauteous kind. 

The troops Methione, or Thaumachia yields, | 
"Olizon's 5 rocks, or Melihaa's fields, | 
With Philoctetes ſail'd, whoſe matchleſs art 
From the tough bow directs the fe: ther d dart. 

| 8 
_ Eeven were his ſhips; each veſſel fiiry row, 70 
Skill'd in his ſcience of the dart and bow. 
But he lay raging on the Lemnian ground, 
| A pyiicnons Hydra gave the burning w ound ; 


| Sprung ſrom Pirithous of immortal race, 


| L-ontes leads, and forty ſhips ohey. go: 


| Eumelus' mares are foremoſt in the chace, 


HOMER. 


There groan'd the chief in agonizing pain, 880 


Whom Greece at length ſhall wiſh, nor wiſh i in 


Vain. 


| His forces Medon led from Lemnos' ſhore, 


Oileus' fon, whom beauteous Rhena bore. Ye 

Th' Oechalian race, in thoſe high towers con- 
tain'd, 

Where once Eurytus in proud triumph reign'd, 

885 


Or where her humbler turrets Tricca rears, 

| Or where Ithome, rough with rocks, appears ; 

In thirty ſail the ſparkling waves divide, 

| Which Podalirivs and Machaon guide. 8 
To theſe his ſkill their * Parent-God . 


6 890 
Divine profeſſors of the healing arts. 4 
The bold Ormenian aud aſterian bands 
In forty barks Eurypylus commands, | 
Where Titan hides his hoary head in ſnow, 


| And where Hyperia's filver fountains flow. 895 


Thy troops, Argiſſa. Polyrœtes leads, 
And Eleon, ſhelter'd by Olympus“ faades, 


| Gyrtone's warriours ; and where Orti.e lies, 


And Oleoffon's chalky clitfs ariſe. 
The fruit of fair Hippodame's embrace, 


head, 


| To diſtant dens the ſhaggy c fled) 


With Polypates join'd in equal ſway 


| 5 
In twenty fail the bold Perrhæbians came 


„ frees —-© 

Where cold Dodona lifts her holy trees ; 
Or where the pleaſing Titareſius glides 
And into Peneus rolls his eaſy rides ; 

| Yet o' er the filyer ſurface pure they flow, 


910 


Sacred and awful ! From the dark abodes 


Styx pours them forth, the dreadful oath of 


Gods | | 
Laſt under Prothous the Magnefians ſtood, 


boughs, _ 
Obſcures the glade, and nods kis ſhaggy brows ; 


920 
In forty fable barks they ſtemm'd the main ; 


Say next, O Muſe ! of all Achaia breeds, 


As eagles fleet, and of Pheretian race : 

Bred where Pieria's faithful fountains flu, 
And train'd by him who bears the filver 1 
Fierce in the fight their nottrils breath'd a flame, 


ſame; 


(That day when, hurl'd from Pelion's cloudy 


From Cyphus, Guneus was their leader's name. i 
With theſe the Enians join'd, ud thoſe wo 


The ſacred ſtream unmix'd with ſtreams below, | 


Prothous the ſwift, of old Tenthredron's blood ; _ 
Who dwell where Pelion, crow n'd W it h piny 3 
Or where through flower y Tempe Peneus ſti ay'd, | 
(The region ſtretch' d benen th his mighty ſhade) 
Such were the chiefs, and ſuch the Grecian train, 


Who braveſt fouglit, or rein d the nobleſt ſteeds? | 
925 
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Ko Their deight, their colour, and their age the 


0 
S 


Floats the wide field, and blazes to the Kies. 
Earth groan'd beneath them; as when angry 


- Hurls down the forky lightning from above, 
On Arime when he the thunder throws, 


The fields, the tents, the navy, and the bay. 


War, horrid war, approaches to your walls ! 
Aſſembled armies oft have I beheld ; | | 
But ne'er till now ſuch numbers charg'd the 


In juſt array let every leader call 5 
The foreign troops; this day demands them all. 


Thne voice divine the mighty chief alarms ; 


The tumult thickens. and the ſkies reſound. 
Armiilt the plain in ſight of Ilion ſtands 


The godlike Hector, high above the reſt, 


_ Shakes his huge ſpear, and nuts his pluniy weſt: 


POPE'S HOMER. 310 


O'er fields of death they whirl the rapid car, 
And break the ranks, and thunder through the 
war. J 
Ajax in arms the firſt renown acquir'd, 
While ſtern Achilles in his wrath retir'd 935 
(His was the ſtrength that mortal might exceeds, 
And his, th' unrivall'd race of heavenly ſteeds). 
But Thetis' fon now ſhines in arms no more; 
His troops, neglected on the fandy thore, _ 
In empty air their ſportive javelins throw, 940 
Or whirl the diſk, or bend an idle buw : 
Unſtain'd with blood his cover'd chariots ſtand ; 


Th immortal courſers graze along the ſtrand ; 


But the brave chiefs th' inglorious life deplor'd, 


And wandering o'er the camp, requir'd their | 


lord. 
Now like a deluge, covering all around, 
The ſhining armies ſwept along the ground : 
Swift as a flood of fire, when itorms ariſe, 


94; 
Jove | 950 


And fires Typhæus with redoubled blows, _ 
Where Typhon, preſt beneath the burning _ 


Still feels the fury of th' avenging God. 


But various Iris, Jove's commands to bear, 
Speeds on the wings of winds trough liquid air ; 
In Priam's porch the Trojan chiefs ſhe found, 
The old conſulting, and the youths around. 


pPolites' ſhape, the monarch's ſon, the choſe, 960 
Vo from Zfſetes' tomb obſerv'd the foes, 
High on the mound ; 


lay 
In this diſſembled form, ſhe haſtes to bring 


| Ceaſe to conſult, the time for action calls, 


field, 


Thick as autumnal leaves or driving ſand, 970 | 
The moving ſquadrons blacken all the ſtrand, | 
Thau, godlike Hector! all thy torce employ, 


Aiſemble all th' united bands of Troy; 


675. 


The council breaks, the warriours ruſh to arms. 


The gates unfolding pour forth all their train, 
Nations on nations fill the duſky plain. 


en, ſteeds, and chariots, ſhake the trembling 
ground ; | 5 


A riſing mount, the work of human hands; 
(This for Myrinne's tomb th* Immortals know, 
Though call'd Bateiain the world below) 985 
Beneath their chiefs in martial order here, 7 
Th auxiliar troops and Trojan hoſts appear. 


| They ruſh'd to war, and periſh'd on the plain. 


With great Euphemus the Ciconians move 


In throngs around his native hands repair, 990 
And groves of lances glitter in the air. 
Divine Eneas brings the Dardan race, 
| Anchiſes' fon by Venus' ſtol'n embrace, 
Born in the ſhades of Ida's ſecret grove, 
(A mortal mixing with the Queen of Lore) 995 
Archilochus and Acamas divide | 


: | The warriour”s toiis, and combat by his fide. 


Who fur Zeleia's wea'thy vallies till, 


| Faſt by the ſoot of La's {cred hill; 


Or drink, Efepus, of thy ſable flood: 
Were led by Pancarus, of royal blood. 
To whom his art Apollo deign'd to ſhow, 
| Grac'd with the preſent of his ſhafts and bow. 
From rich Apæſus' and Adrettia's towers, 
High Terec's ſummits, and Pityea's bowers ; 
1005 
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From theſe the congregated troops obey 
Young Amphius and Adraſtus' equal ſway : 


Old Merops' fon; ; whom, ſkill'd in fates to come, 


The fire forewarn'd, and propheſy'd their doom; 
Fate urg'v them on! the fire forewarw'd in vain, 
1 | 1010 


From Practius' ſtream, Percote's paſture lands, 

| And Seſtos and Abydos' nei . hbouring ſtrands, 
From great Ariſba's walls and Selle's coaſt, _ 
Aſius Hyrtacides conducts his hoft : 

High on his car he ſhakes the flowing reins, 

His fiery courſers thunder o'er the plains. 

| The fierce Pclaſgi next, in war renown'd, 
March from Larilla's ever-fertile ground: 

In equal arms their brother leaders 2 | 


__ 


from whence in proſpect | Hippothous bold, and Pyleus the divine. 


Next Acamus and Pyrous lead their hoſts, 
In dread array, from "Thracia's wintry coaſts : ( 


| Round the bleak realms where Helleſpontes 
Ti unwelcome meſſage to the Phrygian king: SO | 


5 | And Boreas beats the hoarſe-reſounding ſhores. 


roars, 


1025 
7 
Sprung from Trazenian Ceus, lov'd by Jove. 
Pyæchmus the Pœonian troops attend, „ 
Skill'd in the fight, their crooked hows to bend: 
From Axius' ample bed he leads them on, 1030 
Axius, that laves the diſtant Amydon ; 285 
Axius, that ſwells with all his neighbouring rills, 
And wide around the floating region fills, 
The Paphlagonians Pyl»menes rules, | 
Where rich Henetia breeds her ſavage mules, 
5 „ N 1033 
Where Erythinus” riſing clifts are ſeen, * | 
Thy groves of box, Cytorus ! ever green; 
And where gyalus and Cromna lie, 
And lofty Seſamus invades the cy _ 
And where Parthenius, roll'd through banks of 


flowers, 


| Reflects her bordering palaces and bowers. | 


Here march'd in arms the Halizonian band, 

Whom Odius and Epiſtrophus command, 
From thote far regions where the ſun refines 
The ripening filver in Alybean mines. 
There mighty Chromis led the Myfian train, 


And augur Eunomus, inſpir'd in vain, 
| For ſtern Achilles lopt his ſacred head, 


Rell'd down camanucy wil the vulgar dead. ; 


1045 
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Phorcis and brave Aſcanius here unite 1050 
Th' Aſcanian Phrvgians, eager for the fight. 

Of thoſe who round Mzonia's realms refide, 
Or whom the vales in thades of Twolus hide, 
Meſtles and Antiphus the charge partake ; | 
Born on the banks of Gyges' ſilent lake. 1055 
There, from the fields where wild Mzander 

flows, | | 

High Mycale, and Latmos' ſhady brows, | 
And proud Milete:, came the Carian throngs, 
With mingled clamours, and with barbarous 
tongues. | 
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Who, trick'd with gold, and glittering on his 


car, | 


| Rode like a woman to the field of war, 
Fool that he was! by fierce Achilles ſlain, 
| The river ſwept him to the briny main: 1065 


There whelm'd with waves the gaudy warri- 
our lies: 4 
The valiant victor ſeiz'd the golden prize. 
The forces laſt in fair array ſucceed, 


Which blameleſs Glaucus and Sarpedon lead; 
The warlike bands that diſtant Lycia yields, 
| 1070 


Amphimachus and Nauſtes guide the train, 1060 Where gulphy *anthus foams along the fields, | 


Nauſtes the bold, Amphimachus the vain, 
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BOOK Il. 
(THE ARGUMENT. 


| The Duel of Menelaus and Paris. 


THE Armies being ready to engage, a ſingle combat is agreed upon between Me- 


nelaus and Paris (by the intervention of Hector) for the determination of the 


war. Iris is ſent to call Helena to behold the fight. She leads her to the walls of 


: Troy, where Pr iam ſat with his counſellors, obſerving the Grecian 1 on 
the plain below, to whom Helen gives an account of the chief of them. The kings 


on either part take the ſolemn oath for the conditions of the combat. The duel 
enſues; wherein Paris being overcome, he is ſnatched away in a cloud by Venus, 
aud tranſported to his apartment. She then calls Helen from the walls, and 


brings the lovers together. Agamemnon, on the part of the Grecians, demands 


the reſtoration of Helen, and the performance of the articles. 


The three and twentieth day frill continues throughout this book. The ſcene 


3 ſemetimes in the Fields before Troy, and ſometimes in Troy itſelf. 


I by their leader's care each martial I So when inclement winters vex the plain 2 5 


band | 
Moves into ranks, and ſtretches o'er the land. 

With ſhouts the Trojans ruſhing from afar, 

Proclaim'd their motions, and provok'd the war; 


With piercing froſts, or thick-deſcending rain, 
To warmer ſeas, the Cranes embody'd fly, 
— noiſe, and order, through the mid-way 


Or mountain goat, his bulky prize, appear ; 


He thus upbraids him with a generous heat: 
Unhappy Paris ! but to women brave! 55 
So fairly form'd, and only to deceive! _ 

Oh, hadſt thou died when firſt thou ſar” ſt the 


But ill thy foul ſupplies a form ſo fair. 
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Fo pigmy nations wounds and death they bring, 


And all the war deſcends upon the wing. o 


' But ſilent, breathing rage, reſolv'd and ſ{kili'd 


By mutual aids to fix a doubtful field, 

Swift march the Greeks : the rapid duſt around 

Darkening ariſes from the labour'd ground. 

Thus from his flaggy wings when Notus ſheds 

15 

A night of vapours round the mountain-heads, 

Swift gliding miſts the duſky fields invade, 

To thieves more grateful than the midnight 
thade ; 

Tn ſcarce the ſwains their feeding flocks ſur- 


| Loft and confus'd amidſt the thicken'd day: 


So, wrapt in gathering duſt, the Grecian Lk 
A moving cloud, fivept on, and hid the plain. 
Now front to front the hoſtile armen ſtand, 


_ Eager of fight, and only wait command; | 
When, to the van, before the ſous of fame 25 
Whom _— CO" ſent forth, the beauteuus Paris 


| In 3 a God the panther's ſpeckled hide 


Flow'd o'er his armour with an eaſy pride, 


His bended bow acroſs his ſhoulders flung, 


His ſword beſide him negligently hung, Jo 


Two pointed ſpears he ſhook with gallznt grace, 


And dar'd the braveſt of the Grecian race. 
As thus with glorious air and proud diſdain, 
He boldly ſtalk'd, the foremoſt on the plain, 
Him Menelaus, lov'd of Mars, eſpics, — 2 
With heart elated, and with joy ſul eyes: _ 
So Joys a lion, if the branching deer, 


Eager he ſeizes and devours the ſlain, 


| Preſt by bold youths and baying dogs in vain. 3 


Thus fond of vengeance, with a furious bound, 


In clanging arms he leaps upon the ground 
From his high chariot: 


The beauteous champion views with marks of 


him, approaching near, 


fear ; 
Smit with a conſcious ſenſe, retires behind, 45 


And ſhuns the fate he well deſerves to Gian, 


As when ſome —m—_— from the ruſtliag trees 
Shot forth to view, a ſcaly ſerpent ſees ; 


Trembling and pale, he ſtarts with wild affright, 


And all confus'd precipitates his flight: 50 


So from the king the thining warriour flies, 
And plung'd amid the thickeſt Trojans lies. 


As God-like Hector ſees the prince retreat, 


light, 


Or died at leaſt before the nuptial rite 


A better fate than vainly thus to boaſt, 


Gods ! how the ſcornful Greeks exult to ſee 
Their fears of danger undeceiv'd in thee ! 
Thy figure promis'd with a martial air, 


In former days, in all thy gallant pride 65 
n tall ſhips triumphant ſtemm'd the 
5, ridge 
Vor. VI. | 


| 


| 


Beauty and youth; 
| When youth and beauty hl! be laid in duſt : 


| Like ſteel, nplifted by ſome nee ſw ain, 
With falling woods to ſtroiw the waſted plain: 


And Troy poſſe fs her fertile fields in peace; 
| Thus may the Greeks review their native ſhore, 
Much fam'd for generons ſteeds, for beauty more. 


And fly, the ſcandal of the Trojan hoſt. TD 60 | 


I 
When Greece beheld thy painted canvaſs flow, 
And crowds ſtood wondering at the paſſing 
ſhow ; 
Say, was it thus, with ſuch a baffled mien, 
Lou met tl approaches of the Spartan queen, 70 
Thus from her realm convey'd the beaiteous 
prize, 
And * both her warlike lords outſhin'd in He- 
len's eves ? 
This deed, thy foes delight, thy own diſgrace, 
Thy father's grief, and ruin of thy race 
Tnis deed reca!ls thee to the proffer'd fight; 75 
Or haft thou injur'd whom thon dar ſt not r ight' | 
d oon to thy coſt the field would make thee know 
Thou keep'ft the conſort of a braver foe. | 


| Thy graceful form inſti'ling ſoft defire, 


Thy curling trefles, and thy fiiver yre, 8 * | 
in vain to theſe you truſt, 


Troy vet may w ake, and one avenging blow 
Cruth the dire author of his country's woe. 

His filence here, with bluſhes, Paris breaks; 
'Tis juſt, my brother, what your anger ſpeaks : 
But who like thee can boaſt a fon ſedate, 
So firmly proof to all the ſhocks of fate? 
Thy force ike ſteel a temper'd hardneis ſhows, 
Still edg'd to wound, and till untir'd with blows. 
90 


Thy gifts I praiſe ; nor thou deſpiſe the charms | 


_ | With which a lover golden Venus arms ; 
| Sott mov ang {peech, and pleaſing outw ard thow, 


| No with can gain them, but the Gods beer. | 
| Yet, wou'd” ſt thou have the proffer'd . 


ſtand, 5 
The Greeks and Trojans ſeat on either hand ; 
Then let a midway ſpace our hoſts divide, 


And on that ſtage of war the cauſe be tri'd: 100 


By Paris there tlie Spartan king be fought, | 
For beauteous Helen and the wealth the br ought: 
And who his rival can in arras ſubdue, 


His be the fair, and his the treaſure too. 


Thus with a laſting league your toils may ceaſe, 
— 


He ſaid. The challenge Hector heard with 
joy, 


| Then with his ſpear reſtram'd the youth of Troy, 


110 
Held by tbe midit, athwart; and near the foe 
Advanc'd with ſteps majeſtically flow : | 
While round his dauntleis head the Gretians 

pour 


I Their ſtones and arrows in a mingled ſhower. 


Then thus the monarch great Atrides cri 4 2 
11 : 
For bear, ve warriours! lay the darts afide : 
A parley Hector atks, a meilage bears; 
We know him by the variaus plume he wears. 


4 —— — —— 
3 


* Theſens and — 
E | 


34 


Aw'd be his high command the Greeks attend, 


The tumult ſilence, and the fight ſuſpend. 
While from the centre Hector rolls his eyes 
On either hoſt, aud thus to hoth app'ies : 
Hear, all ve Trriars, ail ve Grecian hands 
Wh:t Paris, author of the war, demands. : 
Your ſhining ſwords within the ſheuth _— 
125 
And pitch your lances in the yielding plain. 
Here in the midſt, in either army's fight, 
He dares the Spartan king to fingle fight : 
And wills, that Helen and the raviil'd ſporll _ 
That caus'd the conteſt, thall reward the toil. 
Leet theſe the brave triumphant viQor grace, 
And differing nations part in leagues of peace. 
He ſpoke : in ſtill ſuſpenſe on either fide 
Each army ſtood: the Spartan chief reply'd : _ 
Me too, ye warrioure, hear, whoſe f. tal right 


| 5 5 | 135 
A world engages in the toils of fight. 0 
To me the labour of the field defign ; 
Me Paris injur'd; all the war be mine. 
Fall he that mnſt, beneath his rival's arms; 
Andlive the reſt, ſecure of future harms 140 


- Two lambs, devoted by your country's rite, 
To Earth a ſable, to the Sun a white, 
Prepare, ve Troians ! while a third we bring 
Select to Jove, th” invidlable King. | 
Let reverend Pi iam in the truce engage, 
And add the ſanction of confiderate age; 
His ſons ore faithieſs, headlong in debate, 
And youth itſelf an empty wavering ſtate : 
Cool age advances venerably wiſe, | 
Turns on alt hands its deep-difcerning eres; 50 
tees what befel, and what may vet befall, 
Concludes from both, and beſt provides for all. 
Nhe nations hear, with riſing hopes poſſuſt, 
+ And peaceful proſpects dawn in every breaſt. 
Within the lines they drew their fteeds around, 
| 28 


145 


And from their chariots iſſued on the ground 
Next all, unbuck ling the rich mail they wore, 
Lay'd their bright arms along the fable thore, 

Or either fide the meeting hoſts are ſeen, 
With lances fix'd, and cloie the ſpace between. 

Tao heralds now, diſpatch'd to Troy, invite 

The Phrygian monarch to the peaceful rite; 
Talthybius haſtens to the fleet, to bring 

The lamb for jove, th' invio able king. 


The various Goddeſs of the rain-bow flies 5 
(Like {air Laodice in form and face, OS 
The lovelieſt nymph of Priam's royal race). 
Her in the palace, at her loom the found; 
The golden web her own ſad ſtory crown'd. 
The Trojan wars the weav'd (herfelf the prize) 
and the dire triumph of her fatal eres. Fed 

Tao whom the Goddefs of the vainted bow; 

Approach and view the wondrous 1ccnes below! 

Each hardy Greek, aud valiant Trojan knight, 


175 


. 


36 Ureadtul late, and furious for the fight, 


Wo 


160 


; 


| 


{ 
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Now reſt their ſpears, or lean upon their ſhields ; 


120 Ceas' d is the war, and filent all the fields. 


Paris alone and Sparta's king advance, 

In ſingle frzht to toſs the heamy lance ; 

Each met in arms, the fate of combat tries, 

Thy love the motive, and thy charms the prize. 
This ſaid, the many colour'd maid inſpires 

Her huſpand's love, and K es her former fires: 

Her coantry, parents, alk that once were _ 

15 
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—— 


| Theſe, when the Spar 


| Not thou, but Heaven's diſpoſing will, the cau 


My brothers, friends, and daug 


| to her thoughts, and force a tender tear. 
er her fair face a ſnowy veil the threw, 
And, ſoftly ſighing, from the loom withdrew : 
Her handmaids Clymenè and Æthra wait 8 
Her ſilent footſteps to the Scæan gate. 190 
There ſat the ſeniors of the Trajan race. 
(Old Priam's chiefs, and moſt in Priam's grace) 
| The king the firſt ; Thumertes at his fide ; 
 Lampus and Clytius, long in council try'd ; 
| Panthus, and Hicetion, once the ſtrong ; 


| 


. 


195 
And next, the wiſeſt of the reverend throng, 


I Antenor grave, and ſage Ucalegon, 5 
Lean'd on the walls, and baſk'd before the ſun. 


Chiefs, who no more in bloody fights engage, 
But wife through time, and narrative with age, 
In ſummer- days like graſhoppers rejoice, 
A bloodleſs race, that ſend a feeble voice. | | 
tan queen approach'd the 
tower, 8 5 
In ſecret own'd refiſtleſs heauty's power: 


| They cried, Nowonder ſuch celeſtial charms 203 


For nine long years have ſet the world in arms; 


{| What winning graces ! what majeſtic mien 


She moves a Goddets, and ſhe looks a Queen ! 


| Yet | ence, oh Heaven! convey tht fatal face, 
1 And from deſtruction ſave the Trojan race. 2 | 


The good old Priam weleom'd her, and cried, 
Approach, my child, and grace thy father's fide. 
See on the plain thy Grecian ſpouſe appears, 
The friends and kindred of thy former years. 

No crime of thine our preſent ſufferings draws, 
| | 215 
ie; 
The Gods theſe armics and this force employ, 
The hoſtile Gods conſpire the fate of Troy. 
Fur lift thy eyes, and ſay, what Greek is he 
(Far as from hence theſe aged orbs can fee) 220 
Around whoſe brow tuch martial graces thine, 


So tall, ſo awful, and almoſt divine! 


I Though ſome of larger ſtature tread the green, 
Mlearitime, to beauteous Helen, from the ſkies | 


None match his grandeur and exalted mien: 5 
He feems a monarch, and his country's pride, 


| Thus ceas'd the King : and thus the fair replied 4 


__ Before thy preſence, father, I appear 
With conſcious ſharne aud reverential fear. 
Ah! had I died, ere to theſe walls I fled, 
Falſe to my country and my nuptial bed; 270 
nter left behind, 
Falſe to them all, to Paris only kind? 
For this I mourn, till grief or dire diſeaſe 
Shall waſte the form, whoſe crime it was to pleaſe 
The king of kings, Atrides, you ſurvey, 235 
Great in the war, and great in arts of ſway : | 


WW?” Wy 7 
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Thourh x great Atrides overtnps his head. 
Nor yet appear his care and conduct ſmall : 


He poke no more than juſt the thing he ought. 
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My brother once, before my days of ſhame ; 

And oh ! that ftill he bore a brother's name 
With wonder Priam view'd the god-like man, 

Extoll'd the happy prince, and thus began: 240 

O bleſt Atrides ! horn to profperous fate, 

Succ: ſsful monarch of a mighty ſtate! _ 

How vaſt thy empire! Ot yon watchleſs train 

What numbers loft, what mimbers vet remain? 


In Phrvgia once were gal ant armies known, 245 


In ancient time, when Otreus Aid the throne, 
When god-like M gdon led their troops of horie, 
And I, to join them, r:is'd the Trojan force: 
Againſt the manlike Amazons we ſtood, 

And Sangar's ſtream ran purple with their blood. 


2500 


But far inferior thoſe, in martial grace 
And ſtrength of numbers, to this Grecian race. 
This ſaid, once more he view'd the warriour- 
train : 


| What's he whoſe arms lie ſcatter” d on the plain; 
Broad is his breaſt, his ſhoulders larger ſpread, 


33 


From rank to rank he moves, and orders all. 
The ſtately ram thus meaſures o'er the ground, 


And, maſter of the flock, ſurveys them round. 


260 
Then Helen thus: Whom your diſcerning en es 
Have ſingled out, is Ithacus the wiſe-: 
A barren ifland boaſt< his glorious birth: 
His iam for witdom fills the fpacious earth. 
Antenor took rhe word, and thus began: 
Myfelf, O king! have fe-n that ro man: 


V hen, truſting Jove and ho — 
To Troy he cane, to plead the Grecion „ * 


(Great Meneiaus urg'd the fame requeſt) 


My houſe was honoar'd With each royal gueſt : 


F 
; _ 
I knew their perſons, and add their ports, 


Botii brave in arms, and both approv'd in arts. 
Er ect, the Spartan moſt enzag'd our view; 
Ulyties ſeated greater revei ence drew. 


| When Atreus' ſon harangu'd the liſtening train, 
275 


Juſt was his ſenſe, and his expreſſion plain, 
His w ori ſuccinct, yet full, without a fault; 


Lut when Uly ties roſe, in thought profound, 


His modeſt eyes he fixt upon the ground, 280 
As one unfkill'd or dumb, he ſeem'd to ſtand, 
Nor rais'd his head, nor Rretch" d his net 


hand: 
But, when he ſpeaks, what elocution flows 


| Soft as the fleeces of deſcending ſnows, 7 


The copious accents fall with eaſy art; 285 
Melting they fall, and fink into the heart” 


| Wondering we hear, and fix'd in deep ſurprize; 


Our ears refute the centure of our eves. 
The king then alk d (as yet the c 


camp he 
View c) 


What chief is that, with giant ſtreng tn endued; | 
290 
Whoſe braw ny ſhoulders, and whoſe ſr, elling | 


cheſt, 1 


And lofty ſtature, far exceed the reſt ? 


1 
| 


2G 5» 


1 


* 


T 


| 


| 


= 


Ajax the great (the beauteous queen replied) 
Himſelf a hoſt : the Grecian ſtrength and pride. 
See bold Idomenevs ſuperior towers 

Amidft yon circle of his Cretan powers, 295 
Great as a God! I faw him once before, 

With M nelaus, on the Spartan ſhore. 


| The reit I know, and could in order name; 
All valiant chiefs, and men of michty tame. 300 


Yet two are wanting of the Hun erbus train, 
Whom long my eyes have fought, but ſought in 
Vain ; 

Caſtor :nd Pollux, firſt in martial force, 

One bold or. foot, and one renowu'd for horſe. 
My brothers theſe ; the ſame our native ſhore, 
ER 3 305 
One houſe contain'd ns, as one mother hore. 
Perhaps the.chiefs, from warlike toi's at eaſe, 
For diſtant Trey refus*d to fail the ſeas: 
Perhaps their ſwords fome nobler quarrel draws, 


Afhamꝰ' d to combat in their fitter's cauſe. 319 


So ſpoke the fair, nor knew her brothers” 
doom, 
Wrapt in the cold 3 of the tomb; 

Adorn'd with honours in their native more, 
Silent they flept, and heard of wars no more. | 
Meantime the heralds, through the crowded 

town, 315 
Bring the rich wine and deſtin'd victims down. 
Idzeuc* arms the golden goblets preſt, 

Who thus the venerable king addreſt: 


Ariſe, O father of the Trojan ſtate '! 


The nations ca!l, thy joyful peopie wait, wo 
To ſeal the truce, and end the dire debate. 3 
Paris thy ſen, and Sparta's king advance, 2 
In ͤmeaſur'd lifts to tofs the w eighty lance; 
nd who his rival ſhull in arms ſubdue 
Hie be the dame, and his the treaſure too. 325 
Thus with a laſting le gue our toils may ceaſc, 
And Troy poſſeſs her fertile fields in peace; 
So hall the Creeks review their native ſhore, | 
Much finm'd for generous teeds, for beauty . 
more. 


With grief he heard, and bade the chiefs pre- 
pare 


| To join his —_ courſers to = Mg car: 


He moupts the ſeat, Antenor at his ſide; 


| The gentle ſteeds through Scza's gates they 5 


guide: 
Next from the car deſcending on the plain, 
Amid the Grecian hoſt and Trojan train 3353 
Slow tliey proceed the ſage Ulyſſes then | 
Aroſe, and with him roſe the king of men. 
On either fade a ſacred herald ſtands, 


be wine they mix, znd on each monarch's 


hunds 


Pour the tull _ . than FER: the Grecian lord 


His cutlace theath'd beſide his ponderous ſword ; 
From the ſign'd victims crops the curling hair, 
'The heralds part it, and the princes ſhare; 
Then loudly thus before th' attentive bands 
He calls the Gods, and ſpreads his lifted hands : 
| | ED „ - 
O firſt and greateſt power ! whom all obe, 
Who high on Ida's holy mountain ſu ay, 
Eternal Jove ! and you bright orb that roll 
From caſt :0 Weit, and view from pole to pole] 


2 
3 
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Thon mother Earth ! and all ye living Floods ! 
350 

Infern:! Furies and Tartarian Gods, 

Who rule the dead, and horrid woes prepare 

Tor perjur'd kings, and all who falſely ſwear ! 

Hear, and be witneſs. If, by Paris lain, 

Great Menolaus preſs the fatal plain ; 

The dame aud treaſures let the Trojan keep, 
And Greece returning plow the watery deep. 
If by my brother's lance the Trojan bleed; 

ge his the wealth and beauteous dame decreed : 
Th' appointed fine let Ilion juſtly pay, 

Aud every age record the ſignal day. 

Thus if the Phr »gians ſhall refuſe to vield, 

Arms muſt revenge, and Mars decide the field. 

W1:h that the chief the tender victims flew, 

And in the duſt their bleeding bodies threw. 365 

The vital ſpirit iſſued at the wound, 

And left the members quivering on the ground. 

From the fame urn they drink the mingled wine, 

Ind add libations to the powers divine. 

WV hile the:s their pray ers united mount the ſky ; 

370 

Hear, m mighty Jore! and hear, ye Gods on high ! ' 

And may their blood, who fiſt the league con- 

found, 


| Shed like this wine, diſtain the thirſty ground; 


May all their conſorts ferve promiſcuous luſt, 
And all their rad be ſcatter'd as the duſt! 375 
Thus either hoſt their imprecations join'd, 

Which Jove refus'd, and mingled with the wind. 

The rites now finiſh* d, reverend Friam roſe, 


woes: 
Le Greeks and Trajans, let the chiefs engage, 

5 . 
| - But ſpare the w eaknekh of my feeble age: 
In yonder walls that object let me ſhun, 
| Nor view the danger of fo dear a fon. 


Whoſe arms thall conquer, and u hat prince Gall 


| _— oe 

Heaven only knows, for Heaven diſpoſes all. 38 5 

This faid, the hoary King no longer ſtay d, 
But on his car the ſlaughter d victims laid; 

Then ſeiz' d the reins his gentle ſteeds to guide, 

And drove to Troy, Antenor at his fide. 

Bold Hector and Ulyſſes now 1 

 Tw lifts of combat, and the ground incloſe: 
Next to decide by facred lots prepare, 

Who firſt thall launch his pointed ſpear in air. 

The people pray with elevated hands, 


350 


And words like theſe are heard —_ all tlie 


bands. 395 
Immortai fore, high heaven's ſuper our lord, 
On lofty Ida's holy mount ador'd! 1 

 Whoeeer involv'd ns in this dire debate, 
Oh give that author of the war to fate | 
And tt ades eternal! let diviſion ceale, 4c 


And igyful nations join in leagues of peace. 
With eyes gverted, Hecto: halle to turn 

The lots af fight, and ſnakes the brazen urn. 

Then, Paris, thine leap'd forth; dy fatal chance 


Orland Me firſt to wW hirl the u ent; ty lance, 405 | 


Rath armi 


Befie e ac 1 chief his azurèe armour las, | 
And rou. d the lifts the generou: con fers neigh. 


ſat the comb: at to jury ey, A 


360 


_ 


* — 


The purple cuithes claſp his thighs around, | 
With flowers adorn'd, and filver buckles bound: e 


— — 


The beauteous warriour now arrays for fight, 


In gilded arms magnificently bright: 410 


Lycaon's cor ſelet his fair body dreſt, 
Brac'd in, and fitted to his ſofter breaſt : 1 
A radiant baldric, o'er his ſhoulder ty'd, 415 
Suſtain'd the ſword that glitter'd at his fide: 


_ | His youthful face a poliſh'd helm o'erſpread ; 


The waving hoi ſe-hair nodded on his head; 


His fignr'd ſhield, a ſhining orb, he takes, 


And in his hand a pointed javelin ſhakes. 
With eqnal ſpeed, and fir'd by equal charms, 


: The Spartan hero ſheaths his limbs in arms. 


Now round the liſts th admiring armies ſtand, 
With javelins fix'd, the Greek and Trojan band. 


| Amidſt the dreadful vale, the chief advance 42; 
All pale with rage, and ſhake the — 


lance. 
The Trajan firſt his ſhining javelin threw ; 
Full on Atrides' ringing ſhield it flew ; | 
Nor pierc'd the brazen orb, but with a bound 


Leap'd from the buck ier, blunted on the ground. 


| 439 
Atrides then his maſſy lance prepares, 


In a& to throw, but firſt prefers his prayers : 


| Give me, great ove ! to puniſh lawleſs luſt, 
And lay the Trojan gaſping in the duſt : 
Deftroy th' aggreſſor, aid my righteous cauſe, 435 
Avenge the breach of hoſpitable laws, | 


Let this example future times reclaim, 


And guard from . fair friendſhip's | hay 
And thus expreſs'd a heart o'ercharg'd wo | | | 

| | He ſaid, and pois'd in air the javelin ſent, 
Through Fare” cls the forceful weapon wank, | 


Name. 


SY His .orfeter Pierces, cod his garment rends, fc 
_ And, glancing downward, near his flank de- 


ſcends. 


| The wary Trajan, bending from the blow, 


Eludes the death, and diſappoints his foe : 


But fierce Atrides wav'd his ſword, and ſtrook | 


445 
Full on his a the creſted he'met ſhook ; 


| | The brittie ſteel, unfaithful to his hand, 


Broke ſhort : the fragments glitter*d on the ſand. 
The raging warriour to the ſpacious ſkies 


Rais'd his upbraiding voice, and angry eyes: 8 45⁰ | 


Then is it vain in Jove himſelf to truſt ? 


And is it thus the Gods aſſiſt the juſt ? 


When crimes provoke us, Heaven ſucceſs denies; 
The dart falls harmieſs, and the faulchion flie:. 


Furious he ſaid, and tow'rd the Grecian crew 435 
(Seiz'd by the creſt) th' unhappy warriour drew; 
I Struggling he follow 'd, while ch! embroider d | 


thong, 


| That ty'd his helmet, dragg d the chief along. 


Then had his ruin crown'd Atrides' jov, 


But Venus trembled for the prince of Troy : . 1 
_ | Vnſeen ſhe came, and burſt the golden band; ; 


And left an «mpty helmet in his hand. 


The caſque, enrag'd, amidſt the Greeks he 


threw 
The Gr 4 with ſmiles the poliſh'd trophy view. 


Then, as once more he — the deadly dart, 465 5 


* thirſt of VENZCance, at his rival's heart, 


> ww mHn>zT> m9 
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Hence let me fail: and if thy Paris bear 
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At this, the faireſt of her ſex obey'd, 
And veil'd her bluthes in a filken ſhade ; 
| Unſeen, and filent, from the train ſhe moves, 
Led bv the Goddefs of the Smiles and Loves. 
Arriv'd, and enter'd at the palace-gate, 
The maids officious round their miſtreſs wait; 


Fhe queen 
For Gods can all things) in a veil of clouds. 
ais'd from the field te panting youth ſhe led, 

And gently laid him on the bridal bed, 470 

With pleaſing ſwects his fainting ſenſe renews, 

And all the dome yer fumcs with heavenly dews. 

_ Meantime the brighteſt of the female kind, 

The matchleſs elen, o'er the walls reclin'd ; 

To her, beſet with i rojan beauties, came 475 

In borrow*d form * the lai.giter-loving dame, 


(She ſeem' d an ancient maid, well-ſk ill'd to cull | 
The ſnowy fleece, and wind the twiſted wool.) 


The Goddeſs foft'y ſhnok her filken veſt, : 
That ſhed perfumes, and whiſpering thus addreſt: 
. . $50 
Haſte, happy nymph ! for thee thy Paris calls, 
Safe from che fight, in yonder loft) walls, 
| Faii as a God! with odours round him ſpread 


He hes, and waits thee on the well-known bed: | a | 
_ | With Sparta's king to meet in ſingle fray : 
Go now, once more thy rival's rage excite, 


Not like a warrior parted from the foe, 
But ſome gay dancer in the public ſhovy. | 
She ſpoke, and Helen's ſecret foul was mov'd ; 
She 1corn'd the champion, but the man ſhe lov'd. 
Fair Venus' neck, her eves that ſparkled fire, 
And breaſt, reveal'd the Queen of ſoft defire. 490 
Struck with her preſence, ſtraight the lively red 


Forſook her cheek ; and, trembling, thus ſhe 


faid : | 
Then is it ſtill thy pleaſure to deceive ? 
And woman's frailty always to believe ? 


Say, to new nations muſt 1 croſs the main, 49; 
c ** And kind embraces ſnatch the haſty joy. 


Or carry wars to ſome ſoft Aſian plain 
For whom muſt Helen break her ſecond vow ? 
What other Paris is thy darling now ? 
Left to Atrides (victor in the ſtrife) | | | 
An oedious conqueſt, and a captive wife, 500 
My abſence ill, let Venus eaſe his care. 
A hand-maid Goddeſs at his fide to wait, 
 Renounce the glories of thy heavenly ſtate, 
Be fix'd for ever to the Trojan ſhore, Fos 
His ſpouſe, or flave; 
| more. Ty 
For ine, to lawleſs love no longer led, 
I ſcorn the coward, and deteſt his bed; 
Elſe ſhould 1 merit everlaſting ſhame, 


And keen reproach, from every Phrygian dame + 


Ds i — 40 
Ill ſuits it now the joys of love to knõẽw, 
Too deep my anguith, and too wild my woe. 


Then, thus incens'd, the Paphian queen re- 


„„ | | : | 
Obey the power from whom thy glories riſe: 
: Should Venus leave thee, every charm muſt fly, 


Fade from thy cheek, and languiſh in thy eye. 

Ceaſe to provoke me, leſt I make thee more 
The world's averſion, than their love before; 

| Now the bright prize for which mankind engage, 
Then the ſad victim of the public rage. 520 


— 


* Venus. 


of love her favour'd champion ſhrouds | 


d mount the ſkies no | 
WO Tu CE NOM. y The ſtern Atrides rages round the field: 
| So ſome fel! lion, whom the woods obey, | 
Roars through the deſart, and demands his prey. 


515 „ yas TY 
Be thereſore now the Spartan wealth reſtor' d, 


| 


| 


, 


| The boaſter Paris oft defir'd the day 


37 


825 


Then all, diſperſing, various taſks attend; 

The queen and Goddeſs to the prince aſcend. 

Fu l in her Paris' ſight, the Queen of Love 

Had pl:c'd the beauteous progeny of Jove; +530 

Where as he view'd her charms, the turn'd 
awa | 

Her ms, NY eyes, and thus began to ſay: 

Is this the chief, who, loſt to ſenſe of ſhame, 
Late fled the field, nd yet ſurvives his fame 
Oh hadſt thou dy'd beneath the righteous ſword 


Of that brave man whom once I call'd 


Provoke 4 trides, and renew the fight: | 546 5 
Yet Helen bids thee ſtay, left thou unſkilld 
Should'ſt fall an eaſy conq":eſt on the field. 

The prince replies: Ah ceaſe, divinely fair, 


Nor add reproaches to the wound I bear; 


_ | Ruſdto the bed, impatient for the jov. : 
Him Helen fotlow'd flow with baſhful charms, 


But ſeeks in vain along the troops of Troy; 
Ev'n thoſe had yielded to a foe fo brave 


Our brother's arms 


= 


This day the foe prevaiPd dy Pallas's power; 545 . 


We vet may vanquiſh in a happier hour: 


| There want not Gods to favour us above; 
| But let the buſineſs of our life be love: 


Theſe ſofter moments let delight employ, | 
._ 
Not thus I lov'd thee, when from Sparta's ſhore, 


My forc'd, my willing, heavenly prize I bore, 
{ When firſt entranc'd in Cranae's iſle I lay, 
 Mix'd with thy ſoul, and all diffolv'd away !f 
| Thus having ſpoke, th' enamour*d Phrygian boy 


353 


and claſp'd the blooming hero in her arms. 
While theſe to love's delicious rapture yield, 


Paris he ſeeks. impatient to deſtroy, 


| 565 
The recreant warriour, hateful as the grave. 


n ſpeaking thus, the king of kings aroſe ! 


Ye Trojans, Dardans, all our generous foes ! 


| Hear, and atteſt! from heaven with conqueſt 


crown'd, | | | | 
the juſt ſucceſs have found . 


Let Arg ive Helen own her lawful lord; 


Th' appointed fine let 7lion juſtly pay, 


And age to age record this ſignal day. = 

He cers'd ; his army's loud applauſes rife, 37; 

And. the long ſhout runs echoing through the 
—_ 55 **V 
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38 


POPE'S HOMER. 


THE 


BOOK 


* 


HE 


IV. 


. eee 


The B reach of the Truce, and the firſt B attle. 


117 E Cali deliberate in cmcil concerning the Trojan war : they agree upon 


the continuation of it, and Fupiter ſends dun Minerva t break the truce. She 
per ſiuades Pandarus to aim an arrow at Menelaus, who is wounded, but cured 


by Machaon. 


In the mean time ſome of the Trojan troops attack the Greeks. 


Agamemnon is Gillinguiſhed in all the parts of a gend general; he reviews the 


troops, and exhorts the leaders, ſome by praiſes, and others by reproofs. 


Neſtor is 


particularly celebrated for his military 22 The . Joins, and yu 


numbers are Je on both Jv les. 


throug 


z wholly in the field before TOP. 


ND now Olympus” 8 gates unfold; 
The * with 0 e, allume their thrones 
gold: 
Immortal Rebe, freſh with bloom divine, | 
The golden goblet crowns with purple wine: 


While the full bowls fiow round, the pon ers em- : 


plo | 
Their > A eves on long-contended Trov. 
When Jove, viſpos'd to tempt Saturnia's 3 
This wak'd the fury of his par tial queen: 
Two powers divine the fon of Atreus aid, 
Imperial Juno, and the Martial Maid. 
But high in heaven they fir, and gaze from — 
The tarae ſpectators of his deecs of war. 

Not thus fair Venus helps her favour'd Knight. 
The Qucen of pleaſures thares the toils of fight, | 


Saves in the moment of the laſt deſpair. 
Her act has reſcued Paris” forfeit be, 
Though great Atrides guin'd the glorious ſtrife, 
Then ſav, ve Powers! whit ſignal iſſue waits 


To crown this decd, and finith all the Fates? 20 


Shall Heaven by peace the bleeding Kingdoms 
' tpare; 


or rouge the Pries and ay; ake the v af £ 


70 


And through his gates the crowding nations 


The fone day continues throws Th this, as through the laft book (a as it does 1 | 
the two following, and alma to the end of the INTE. book. e * 


Yet, would the Gods for man good provide, 
Atrides ſoon might gain his beauteous bride, 
Still Priam's walls in peaceful honours grow, 25 
flow. 


Thus while he ſpoke, the Queen of Menon 
enrag'd, 3 


And Queen of War in cloſe conſult engag'd : 
Apart they fit, their deep deſigns employ, 
And meditate the future woes of Troy. 


Though ſecret anger ſwell'd Minerva's breaſt, 
The prudent Goddeſs yet her wrath ſuppreſt; 


But Juno, impotent of paſſion, broke 


Her fallen ſilence, and with fury ſpoke: 
Shall then, O t: rant of th' zthereal reign! 


| My ſchemes, my labours, — my hopes, be | 
| Each danger wards, and, conſtant in her care, | Ms 


9 | 
| Aſſembled nations, ſet tuo worlds in arms * 


vain ? 
Have I, for this, ſhook lion with alarms, 


To spread the war, I flew from ſhore to ſhore ; 


[I immortal courters fcarce the labour bore. 40 


At length ripe vengeance o'er their heads 1 im- 
pends, 

But Jove himſe'f the f. ithleſs race defends : 

Loth as thou art to puniſh lawleſs luſt, 


Not all the Gods ore partial aud unjuſt. 
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The Sire whoſe thunder ſhakes the cloudy ſkies | 
45 


Sighs from his inmoſt ſoul, and thus replies: 

Oh laſting rancour ! oh inf: itiate hate 

To Plirygia's monarch, and the Phrygian ſtate! 

What high offence has fir d the wife of love, 
Can wretched mortals harm the powers above? 50 


That Troy and Troy's whole race thou woult'it | 


confound. 

And yon fair ſtructures level with the ground? 
Haſte, leave the ſkies, fulfil thy ſtern defire, 

- Burſt all her gates, and wrap her walls in fire! 
Let Priam bleed ! If yet thou thirſt for more, 55 
Bleed all is ſons, and Ilion float with gore, 


To boundleſs vengeance the wide realm be given, | 


Till vaſt deftruction glut the Queen of Heaven! 
So let it be, and Jove his peace enjoy, 
When Heaven no longer hears the name of Troy: 
| 6o 
But ſhould this arm prepare to w. tak our hate 
On thy lov'd realms, whoſc guilt demands their fate, 
Preſume not thou the lifted bolt to ſtay ; 
Remember Troy, and give the vengeance way. 
For know, of all the numerous towns that riſe 65 
Beneath the rolling ſun and ſtarry ſkies, 
Which Gods have rais'd, or earth- born men enjoy, 
None ſtands ſo dear to Jove as ſacred Troy. 
No mortals merit more diſtinguiſh' d grace 
Than God-like Priam, or than Priam's race, 
Still to our name their hecatombs expire, 
And altars blaze with unextinguith'd fire. 
At this the Goddeſs roll'd her radiant eyes 
Then on the Thunderer fix'd them, and replies: 
Three towns are Juno's on the Grecian plains, 75 
More dear than all th' extended earth contains, 
| Myczne, Argos, and the Spartan wall; 


70 


Oo Theſe thou may'ft raze, nor [ forbid their fall: 


'Tis not in me the vengeance to remove; 
The crime's ſufficient, that they ſhare my love. 80 
Of power ſuperiour why ſhould I complain? ? 
Reſent I may, but muſt reſent in vain. | 
Vet ſome diſtinction — might require, 
Sprung with thyſelf from one celeſtial fire, 
A Goddeſs born to ſhare the reilms above, 
And ſtyl'd the conſort of the thundering 3 
Nor thou a wife and ſiſter's riglit deny; 
Let both conſent, and both by turns comply; ; 
So ſhall the Gods our joint decrees obey, | 
And Heaven ſhall act as we direct the way. 90 
See ready Pallas waits ti y high commands, 
To raiſe in arms the Creek and Phrygian bands ; 
Their ſudden friendſhip by her arts may ceaſe, 
And the proud Trojans firſt infringe the peace. 
The Sire f men and Monarch of the tkv, 
Th' advice approv'd, and bade Minerva ily, 
Diſſolve the league, and all her arts employ 
To make the breach the faithleſs act of Troy. 


Fir'd with the charge, ſhe headlong urg'd her 


flight, 


As the red comet, from Saturnius ſent 
To fright the nations with a dire port-nt 
(A fatal ſign to armies on the plain, 

Or trembling ſailors on the wintery main) 
With ſweeping glories glides alung in air, 
And ſhakes the ſpacklts from its bling hair ; 


— 


9: 


— 


— 


| Apollo's altars in his native town. 


39 
Between both armie* thus, in open ſight, 
Slot the bright Goddeſs in a trail of light. 


With eves er rect the gazing hoſts admire 


The power deſcending, and the heavens on fire 


110 
The Gods (they cried) the Gods this fignal ſent, 
And fate now labours with ſome vaſt event: 
Jove ſeals the league, or bloodier ſcenes prepares; 


| * the great arbiter of peace and wars ! 


They faid, while Pallas through the Trojan 
thr ong 


(In ſhape a mortal) paſs'd difgnis'd along, 


Like bold Labdocus, her courſe the bent, 
Who from Antenor trac'd his high deſcent. 


Amidſt the ranks Ly caon's fon the found, | 
The uw arlike Pandarus, for ſtrength renown'd ; 120 
Whoſe ſquadrons, led from black /ZEſepus' flood, 
With flaming ſhields in martial circle ſtood. | 

To him the Coddefs: Phrygian! can'ſt theu hear | 
A well-tim'd counſel with a willing ear ? 


What praiſe were thine, could ſt thou * thy : 


dar*, 


| Amidſt his triumph, to the Spartan's heart! | 
What giſts from Troy, from Paris would" ſt thou 


gain, 


Thy country” 's foe, the enen glory ſlain! 
Then ſeize th' occaſion, dare the mighty deed, 


Aim at his breaſt, and may that aim ſucceed! 136 
But firſt, to ſpeed thy ſhaft, addreſs thy vo 
To Lycian Phceebus with the filver bow, 

And ſwear the firſtlings of thy flock to pay 


on Zelia's altars, to the God of D ay. 


He heard, and madly, at the motion pleas'd, 135 * 
His poliſh'd bow with haſty raſhneſs ſeiz'd. . 


1 *Twas form'd of ig and ſmocthꝰd with arftul 


_ toll, 


| A mountain goat refign'd the ſhining "=" 


Who pierc'd long ſince beneath his arrows bled - | 
The ſtately quarry on the cliffs lav dead, 140 
And fixteen palms his brow” s large honours | 

ſpread: | 


1 The workman join'd, and ſhap'd the bended horns, 


And beaten gold each taper point adorns. 
This, by the "Greeks unſeen, the warriour bende, 
Screen' d by the ſhields of his furrounding friends. 


5 


| There ene the mark; and couching low, 
Fits the tharp arrow to the well- ſtrung bow. 
One from a hundred feather'd deaths he chote, 


Fated to wound; an cauſe of future woes, | 
Then offers vows with hecatombs to crown. 1 50 

Now with full force the vielding horn he bend: 3 | 
Drawn to an arch, and joins the doubling ends; 


Cloſe to his deen he ſtrains the nerve below. 


105 


Tin the bar b'd point approach the cir cling bow: 


1 9 5 : 
Thi impatient * en pon whizzes on the wing: 


3 Sounds the tough horn, and twangs the que Cr. EI 5 
And ſhot like lightning from Olympus” Bech. 100 | = 


{tring. 
But thee, Atride-! in that dangerous hour 
The Gods forget not, nor thy gu rdian power: 


Pau las affiſts, and ( eaken'd in its force) 16 


Diverts the wenpon from its deſtin'd courſe: 


So from her babe, when flumber ſeals his eve, 


; The w ch ful motlier waſt, ta“ enrcuom's fly. 
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where his belt with golden buckles join'd, 
linen folds the double corflet lin d, 165 
She t.rn'd the ſhaft, which hiffing from above, 
Paſs'd the broad belt, and through the corſlet 
drove : | 
The folds it pierc'd, the plaited linen tore, 
And raz'd the ſkin, and drew the purple gore. 
As when ſome ftately trappings are decreed 170 
To grace a monarch on his bounding ſteed, 
A nymph, in Caria, or Mzonia bred, 
Stains the pure ivory with a lively red : 
With equal luſtre various colours vie, 
The ſhining whiteneſs, and the Tyrian die: 175 
So, great Atrides ! ſhow'd thy ſacred blood, 
As down thy ſnowy thigh diſt:l'l the ſtreaming 
flood 


with horror ſeiz d, the king of men defcried 8 
The ſhaft infix'd, and ſaw the guſhing tide: 


Nor leſs the Spartan fear'd, before he found 180 
The ſhining barb appear'd above the wound. 


Then, with a figh, that heav'd his manly breaſt, 
The royal brother thus his grief expreſt, 

And graſp'd his hands; while all the Greeks 
around : | _ | 
Withanſwering ſighs return'd the nts eng : 
| | 185 

Oh dear as life ! did I for this agree 


The ſolemn truce, a fatal truce to thee ! 


Wert thou expos d to all the hoſtile train, 

To fight for Greece, and conquer to be 1lain ? 
The race of Trojans in thy ruin join, I 
And faith is ſcorn'd by all the perjur'd line. 
Not thus our vows, confirm'd with wine and gore, 


Thoſe hands we pliglited, and thoſe oaths weſwore, | 


Shall all be vain: when Heaven's revenge is flow, 
Joe but prepares to ſtrike the fiercer blow. 195 
The day ſhall come, that great avenging day, 
Which Trov's proud glories in the duſt ſhall lay. 
When Priam's powers and Priam's ſelf ſhall fall, 
And one prodigiovs ruin ſwallow all | 


I fee the God, already, from the pole 200 


Bare his red arm, and bid the thunder roll; 
1 fee th' Eternal all his fury ſhed, | 
And ſhake his ÆEgis o'er their guilty head. 
Such mighty woes on perjur'd princes wait : 


But thou, alas! deſerv'ſt a happier fate. 205 


Still muſt I mourn the period of thy days, 

And only mourn, without my ſhare of praiſe? 
Depriv'd of thee, the heartleis Greeks no more 
Shall dream of conqueſts on the hoſtile thore ; 


Troy ſeiz'd of Helen, and our glory loſt, 210 
Thy bones ſhall moulder on a foreign coaſt: 


While ſome proud Trojan thus inſulting cries, 
(And ſpurns the duſt where Menelais lies) 


* And ſuch the conqueſts of hier King of Kings! 


Lo his proud veſſels fcatter'd o'er the main, 


« And nareveng'd his mighty brother flain.'” _ 


Oh! ere that dire diſgrace hall bla my fame, 
O'erwhelm me, earth! and hide a monarch's 
ſname. | 


Poſſeſs his ſoul, which thus the Spartan chears : 
Let not thy words the warn.th of Greece abate ; 
The feeble dart is guiltieſs of ray fate: 


25 
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| Stiff with the rich embroider'd work around, 
My varied belt repell'd the flying wound. 22g 
To whom the King: My brother and my friend, 
Thus, always thus, may Heaven thy life defend ' 
Now ſeek fome ſkilful hand, whoſe powerful art 
May ſtaunch th' effuſion, and extract the dart. 
Herald, be ſwift, and bid Machion bring 230 
His ſpeedy ſuccour to the Spartan king; 
Pierc'd with a winged ſhaft, (the deed of Troy) 
The Grecian's ſorrow, and the Dardan's joy. 
With haſty zeal the ſwif: Talthybins flies; 
Through the thick files he darts his ſearching eyes, 
And finds Machion, where fublime he ſtands 


| In arms encircled with his native bands. 


Then thus: Machaon, to the king repair, 
His wounded brother claims ihy timely care; 


; Pierc'd by ſome Lycian or Dardanian bow, 240 . 


A grief to us, a triumph to the foe. 
The heavy tidings griev'd the god-like man: 
Swift to his ſuccour through the ranks he ran; 
The dauntleſs king yet ſtanding firm he found, 
And all the chiefs in deep concern around. 2 
Where to the ſteely point the reed was join'd, 
The ſhaft he drew, but left the head behind. 
Straight the broad belt with gay embroidery grac'd, 
He loos d: the corſlet from his breaſt unbrac'd ; 
Then fuck'd the blood, and ſovereign balm infus d, 
Which Chiron gave, and Æſculapius us d. | 


| While round the prince the Greeks employ | 


their care, 


90 The Trojans ruſh tumultuous to the war; 


Once more they glitter in reſulgent arms, = 
Once more the fields are fill'd with dire alarms. 

| | | „ 258 
Nor had you ſeen the king of men appear n 5 
Confus d, unactive, or ſurpriz d with fear; 


| But fond of glory with ſevere delight, 


His beating boſom claim'd the riſing fight, : 
No longer with his warlike ſteeds he ſtay'd, 260 
Or preſs d the car with poliſh'd braſs inlaid ; ) 
But left Eurymedon the reins to guide ; 
The fiery courſers ſnorted at his fide. 
On foot through all the martial ranks he moves, 
And theſe encourages, and thoſe reproves. 266 
Brave men! he cries {to ſuch who boldly dare 
| Urge their ſwift ſteeds to face the coming war} 
Your ancient valour on the foes approve ; 5 
| Jove is with Greece, and let us truſt in ſo ve. 
"Tis not for us, but guilty Troy to dread, 270 
| Whoſe crimes fit heavy on her perjur'd head; 


Thus with new ardour he the brave inſpires ; _ 


| | Or thus the fearful with reproaches fires: 278 
Sach are the trophies Greece from, Ihon brings, 


Shame to your country, ſcandal of your kind! _ 
Born to the fate ye well deſerve to find | | 
Why ſtand ye gazing round the dreadful plain, [ 
Prepar'd for flight, but doom'd to fly in vaia? *' | 
Confus'd and paating thus, the hunted deer 280 
Falls as he flies, a victim to his fear. 1 el 
Still muſt ye wait the foes, and ſtill retire, 


| | I Till von tall veſſels blaze with Trojan fire? 
He ſaid : a leader's and a brother's fears 220 


Or truſt ve, Jove a valiant foe ſhall chace, 55 
To ſave a trembling, heartleſs, daſtard race? 28; 
This said, he ſtalk'd with ample ſtrides along, 


To Crete's brave monarch and his martial throng ; 


Her ſons and matrons Greece ſhall lead in chains, 
And lier dead warriours ftrow the mournful plains. 


| He dreads th' 1 


i With ſpears erect, a moving iron wood ; 
A ſhady light was ſhot from glimmering ſhields, 
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High at their head he ſaw the chief appear, 


And bold Meriones excite the rear. * 


At this the king his generous joy expreſt, 


And claip'd the warriour to his armed breaſt: 


Divine Idomeneus ! what thanks we owe | 
To worth like thine! what praiſe ſhall we beſtow ? | 
To thee the foremoſt honours are decreed, 


Firſt in the fight, and every graceful deed. 295 | 


For this, in banquets, when the generous bowls 
Reſtore our blood, and raiſe the warriours fouls, 
Though all the reſt with ſtated rules we bound, 
Unmix'd, unmeaſur'd, are thy goblets crown'd. 


Be ſtill thyſelf ; in arms a mighty name ; 300 
Maintain thy honours, and enlarge thy fe. 


To whom the Cretan thus his ſpeech addreſt : 


Secure of me, O king exhort the reſt: 

Fix d to thy fide, in every toil I ſhare, 

Thy firm afſociate in the day of war. yd 305 
Zut let the ſignal be this moment given; | 


To mix in fight is all I aſk of Heaven. 


The field ſhall prove how per juries ſucceed, 


And chains or death avenge their impious deed. 
Charm'd with this heat, the King his * 
purſues, 


And next the troops of either Ajax views: 


In one firm orb the bands were rang'd ar ound, 
A cloud of heroes blacken'd all the ground. 


Thus from the lofty promontory's brow 


A ſwain ſurveys the gathering ſtorm below; 315 
Slow from the main the heavy vapours riſe, 

Spread in dim ſtreams, and fail along the ſkies, 
Nil black at night the ſwelling tempeſt ſhows, 
The cloud condenfing as the Weſt-wind blows : 
impending ſtorm, and drives his 
flock 


| To the cloſe covert of an arching rock. 


Such, and fo — 255 embattled ſquadrons | 


And their brown arms obſcur'd the duſky fields. 
-- 
Pp 0 heroes ! worthy ſuch a dauntleſs train, 


| Whoſe God-like virtue we but urge in vain, | 
(Exclaimed the king) who raite vour eager hands 
With great examples, more than loud commands : 


Ah, would the Gods but breathe in all the reſt 3 30 
Such ſouls as burn in your exalted breaſt : 


Soon ſhould our arms with juſt ſucceſs be cr own's, 
And Troy's proud walls lie ſmoak ing on the grou nd. 


Then to the next the general bends his courſe ? 


(His heart exults, and glories in his force); 335 


There reverend Neſtor ranks his Pylian bands, 


And with inſpiring eloquence commands; 
With ſtricteſt order ſets his train in arms, 5 
The chiefs adviſes, and the ſoldiers warms, 

Es laſtor, Chromius, Hæmon round him wait, 340 


Bias the good, and Pelagon the great. 1 = 
The horſe and chariots to the front aſſign'd, 


The foot {the ſtrength of war) he rang'd behind; 
The middle ſpace ſuſpected troops ſupply, | 


Inclos'd by both, nor left the power to fly; 345 
He gives command to curb the fiery ſteed, 


Nor cauſe confuſion, nor the ranks exceed 


Before the reſt let none too raſhly ride; 


No ftrength nor (kill, bur juſt 1 in time, be try 4: 


Volt. VL 
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The charge once made, no warricur turn the rein, 
359 


S950 + But fight, or fall; a firm embody'd train. 
He whom the fortune of the field ſhall wy 
From forth his chariot, mount the next in haſte; 


Nor ſeek unpractis d to direct the car, 


Our great forefathers held this prudent courſe, 
Thus rul'd their ardour, thus preferv'd their force, 
By laws like theſe immortal con: jueſts mide, 
And earth's proud tyrants low in aſhes laid. 

So ſpoke the maſter of the martial at, 360 


Content with javelins to provoke the war. 353 


And touch'd with tranſport great Atrides' heart! 


Oh! had'ſt thou ſtrength to matcli thy brave deſires, 


And nerves to ſecond what thy toul iarpires ! 
But waſting years, that wither human Face, 


Exhauſt thy ſpirits, and thy arms unbrace. 365 


hat once thou wert, oh ever might' ſt thou be! 


And age the lot of any chief but thee. 
Thus to th' experienc'd prince Atrides cry'd ; 
He ſhook his hoary locks and thus reply'd : 


| Well might I wiſh, could murtal with renew, 370 
That ſtrength whichonce in boiling youth I rn. ; 


Such as I was, when Ereuthalion {lain | 
Beneath this arm fell proſtrate on the plain. 
But Heaven its gifts not all at once beſtows, 
Theſe years with wiſdomcrowns, with action thoſe; 
The field of combat fits the young and bold, 
The ſolemn council beſt becomes the old: 

To you the glorious conflict I reſign, 


| Let ſage advice, the palm of age, be mine. | 
He ſaid. With j Joy the monarch march d before, 


380 
And ſound Meneſtheus on the duſty ſhore, 8 | 
With whom the firm Athenian phalanx ſtands, 
And next Ulyiles with his ſubje& bands. | 
Remote their forces lay, nor knew ſo far 


| The peace infi ing'd, nor heard the tound of war; 
383 | 


The tumult late begun, they ſtood intent 
To watch the motion, dubious of th' event. 


The king, who ſaw their ſquadrons yet — 
With haſty ardour thus the chiefs reprov'd : 


And fears Ulyſſes, kkill'd in ev ery art ? 

Why ſtand you diſtant, and the reſt expect 

To mix in combat hich yourſelves neglect ? 

From you "twas hop'd among the firft to dare 

The ſhock of armies, and commence the war. 395 
For this your names are call'd before the reſt, 
To ſhare the pleaſures of the genial feaſt : 

| And can you, chiefs ! without a blaſh ſurvey 

| Wuole troops be::re you labouring in the fray ? 


The firſt in banquets, but the laſt in fight ? 
Ulyſſes heard: the hero's War · th o 'erſpread 
His cheek with bluſhes: and ſeverc, iis aid: 


Can Peteus' ſon forget a warriour's part, 390 


Say, is it thus thoſe honours you requite: 400 


ö * | 


Take back th' unjuſt reproach! Behold, we ad : 


Sheath'd in bright arms, and but expect command. 


If glorious deeds afford thy ſoul delight, 
; Behold me plunging in the thickeſt fight. 
Then give thy warriour-chief a warriour's due, 
Who Cares to act whate'er thou dar'ſt to view. 
Struck with his generous wrath the King re- 
plies ; 419 
On great in action, and in council wiſe! 
| | F AX 
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With curs, thr care and ardour are the fame, 
Nor nce:! I to command, nor o25ht to blame. 
gage as thou art, and Joarn'd in human Kind, 
ror vice the tranſport of a martial iind. 


Haſte to the fight, {-curo of juſt amer !'s : 


The God; that make, ul keepthe wo thy friends. 
He faid, and pais'd where great I) 'ides lay, 
Illis Ree wy and chariots wedg'd in firm: array: 
( 1 he warlike £thencls attend his e) 420 
To u hom with Ker a repreac! the mo c cry'd ; 
Oh fn of 'T yrlens! the, w whoſe ſtrenth could tame 
Titze buund.ng Revd, in arms a m ighty name) 
Can FT theu, ren tc, the mingling hoſts S UCICTY, 
ith hams ungecike, and a ct arch see; 45 
Nat times thy fire the fierce enchunter ent- : 


Still firft in front the matchlcts prince appear'd ; 


What glerions toils, whit wonders the! recite, 
ho view'd him labour ing t! * tlie ranks of 
of fight ! ! 


. I tau him once, when, gathering martial pow er, 


A peaceful gueſt, he fav; Mycena's S tower ; 
Armies he aſk d, and armies had been given, 
Not we deny'd, but Jove fotbade from heaven; 
While d 'rexdful comets Sharing from afar 
Yorew: 2 me horients of th: Theban war. 435 
Next, fent by Greece from where Aſopus flows, 
-\ fearleſs envoy, ne approaches the foes ; 
There, hoſtiie walls, unguarde:l and alas; 


33: untlefs he enters, and demands the throne, 


he tvrant feaſting with his chiefs he found, 440 
go dai'd to combat all thoſ: chiefs around: 

Far'd and ſubdued, before their hauglity lord ; 
Fo r Pallis ſtrung his arm, and cdg'd his (word. 


Sti 15 With the thame, weitlun the wü ding wan 5 
Fe bar li. 5 paſſage fifty Warriors lay uy 44; | 


Two ite, led the ſ-cret ſquad ron 0, 

*. en the 1 and hardy Ly e 41; 
hoe fifty} fia. glucr'd in the glo- „le, 
bs par'd hut one to bear ttie 1— tale. 


ch Fydcus wit, and ſuch his martlal fre, 450 


—_ | "how tte fon degenerates from h fire * 
Den words the god-like Diamed return'd, 
nut heard reſpectful, and | in ſecret burir'd : 


Not o fierce Capaneus) undaunted fon, 
_*rerr 25 his fire, the boatter thus 


V hat needs, O Noomorcli, ths invidious proite, 


are to be ju't, Atrides ! mid c-mfeis 


1 to Iiſen, while our ure vom rate : 


—<— 


r valuur eq: al. dug our fury le.. 


With fewer troops we eras the Thuban wo Il, 


IS 400 
end happier faw tie ſevenſold city f.. 
in ay acts the guilty f.: Nerd dy'd: 5 
ens fuhdd'd fr eαν was on their ſide. 
ee then Toms of al wir parents lame, 

vr art Aarken tlieir diminiſh'd name. 46 
„ ve! cle « t 16 3 N17 kr en ud, for 12% Zar, 
er. f. 1. 
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_—_— 


— 


4 Wit! treat ing), lon. the flippers 
begun: 485 


Roar throuty! 
| The d. dent thep "mere trembling hear: the found : 
: L | 720 


ö ' He ſpoke, and :rdent on the trembling ground 

Sprung from e his car; his ringing arms reſonnd. 
| 475 

Dire was the clang, and dreadful from afar, 

Of arm'd Tydides ruſhing to the war. 


| As when the winds, aſcending by degrees, 


Fir move the whitening ſurface of the ſeas, 

The hiil»ws float in order to the ſhore, 480 
The wave behind rolls on the wave before: 

Till, wiih the growing ſtorm, the deeps ariſe, 
Toam o'er the rocks, and thunder to the ſkies. 
So ti the fight the thick battalions throng, 

Shic his urg'd on ſhields, and men drove men along. 
Fedate and ſilent move the numerous bands; 

No found, no whiſper, but the chief's co: mmande, 
Thoſe only heard ; with awe the reſt obey, 

As if ſome God had fnatch'd their voice away. 
Not ſo the Trojans ; from their hoſt aſcends 490 
A gencral ſhout that all the region rends. 

As when the fleecy flocks unnumber'd ſtand 

In wealthy fokls, and wait the milker's hand; 
The hollow vales inceſſant bleating fills, 


— — 


Such clamours roſ: fr om various nations round, 


Fach hoſt now joins, and each a God infpires, 
Theſe Mars incites, and thoſe Minerva fires. 
Pale flight around,: 
And Diſcord raging bathes the purple plain ; ; 
Diſcord! dire fifter of the ſlaughtering power, 
Small at her birth, but rifing every hour: 
hile ſcarce the kies her horrid head can bound. 


She talks on earth, and ſhakes the world around; 


3 505 
The nations bleed, u chere'er how ſteps ſhe turns, 


Now ſhield with mield, with helmet helmet 

| _clos'.l, 

To armour armour . lance to 1 appos'd, 

Hoſtagainſt hoſt a Kl 10 

The ſounding carts in ion tempeſts flew, 

Victor and vartquith'd join promiſcuous cries, 
And faritling ſhouts and &ing groans ariſe; 


72 1. 4 tor d J heroes ſwell the dreads. I tice. 81; 
: toprennts ei U, incrcas'd by numerous ville, 
irn rage impetnaus down their echoing hills; 

unn tot Lakes. an, Fr along the plain, 

Ma theutand channels to the main: 


So mix eli he; ſts, and ſo their crics ee 

— The hold Anti! 3 s the flaugliter led, 
ne frit who ſtruck a valiant T roſan dead : 
At creat Eetiepolus the lance arrives ; | 
Pad hishishereſt, andrhrough his lie net uri i\ C5; 
Want rd 12 tne bean (he brazen weapon lics, 
I Pa. es cternal ſettle Ger his ves. 


11 Rune 4 tower; tha“ ON, afaults had ſtood 

nd ure: its walls ANIL with blood. 
Mi n. dor of th' Abuntian thrown 520 

=C!E- % d. lit.: amd drags 4 the corpſe along: 


— — 
AA — ²— 


x D. 


The lambs reply from all the neighbouring hills: 
495 


lix'd was the murmur, and conſus'd the found. | 


and dreadful Terrour reign ; ; £00 | 


The groan it. Il decpens, and the combat burns. 


fields are dy'd. 


„ü 
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But while he ſtrove to tus th” inferted dart, 
Agenor's javelin reach'd the hero's heart. - 

His flank unguarded by his ample ſhield, 
Admits the lance : he ralls, and ſpurns tie field: 


555 


The nerves, unbrac' d, ſupport is limbs no mae; 


The foul comes floating 1 in a tide of gore. 

Tr:jans and Greeks now gather round the flain ; 
he war renewes, the warr iours Liced again; 

As o'er their pre” Fapaciuu: wolves eng ige, 540 

Man dies on ran, and all is blog: aud rage. 
In blooming youth fair Simoifus fell, 

Sent by great Ajax to the ſhades of hell : 

Fair Simoifivs, whom his mother hore, 

Amid the flecks on ſilver Simo!'s” ſhore 

The nyn:ph deſcending from the lulls of Ide, 

To ſeek her parents on his flov-ery fide, 

Brought forth tlie — the:r c: m non care 

jov, 

And thence from 2 nam'd the lovely boy. 

Short was his date by dreadful Ajax ftain 

He falls, and renders all their cares in vain ! 

So falls a poplar, that in watery ground 

Rais'd high the head, with ſtatelv branche:« croven 'd, 

(Fell'd by ſome artiſt with his ſhining ſtecl, 

To ſh pe the circle of the bending u cnet) 55 

Cut down 1t lies, tall, ſmoothi. and lar rely ſpread, 

Wirh all its Fee honours on its head : ; 

There, lett a ſubj ict to the wind an rain, 

And worch'd by ſuns, it withers on the plain. 

Tims pierc'd by Ajax, Simoiſius I'es 

Stretch'd vn the ſhore, and thus neg'ected dics. 
At Ajax Antiphus his javelin threw ; 

The polated lance with erring f ury New, 

And Leucus, iov'd by wife Uittfies, few. 

He drops the corpſe of Sir. oifius Nain, 

And an a hreathlleſs carcaſe on the } 

This ſaw Ulyiles, and with grief ci ho "4d 

Strode where the foremoſt o: tie fors c ngag'd ; 

| Arm'd v with his ſpear, he meditates 2 * one 


*45 


N 
* 


565 
lain. 


- 


In ach to 3 : hut, cautious, loo d ar, ant, wo | 
us ſight the Trojans backward die, 


Struck at 
And * ling heard the javelin 2s it few. 
A chief itond nigh, win from abydos came, 

Old Pricin's fon, Democoon was his name : 
The w enpor entur'd clofe above his ear, 
Colt Crciigh hs temples glides the whizz ug heut; 
Wich pic: ang mrieks he youth reſigns sent! 
His cae-hulls darken with the ſha:iics of ceart; 
Pondero::« hs falls: his clanging 
And his broad buc cler rings agziaſt the ground. 
| 30 
Seis d with aff. ight the boldeſt foes appear; 
Ev'n godlike liector ſeems himſelf to car; 
Slo he gave way, the reſt tumultuois fled: 
The Grecks with ſhouts prom on, and f 
dend: 


-. 


$50 


am- reſoun : ; 5 


and 


560 


ſpoil ng 


— 


43 
*. 
anmates the fight. . 


| Treqans, be bald, and force with force oppor : 
Your form ng fteets urge hedlong vi the ſoes 


J 


co); + 


But Pliecbhu now from Ihon's ton gut 


Shines forth reveal'd, an“ 


crin he. 


Nor are their buddies rocks, nor rid u ith feel; 
Your wenpons enter, and yo F roles tliey feel. 
40 
Have ve for rot what ſeem'd your dread befor + 
The great, the tizrce Achilles fights no mol e. 
Apollo thus trom Thon's lofty towers 
Arrav'd in terror, rou2Z d the Trojan powers : 
While War's fizreu Coddeſs tires the Crecian for, 
5 | 595 
Ani ſhicuts and thuners in the fields below. 
Then great Dimes fell, by doom divine, 


b In vain his vilour, and illuſtrünis 3 


. broker rock the force of Piru thien 
(who tron cold Ika, Iced the Thraclan cre v); 
| 60⁰ 
Full on his ank le dropt the ponderos one, 
zur ſt tie ftromig nerve, an lcrahd tlic folid bone. 
Supinc he tum es on the crimſim ſands, 
Before uns helles friends and native bands, 
And fpreats Fn aid his unavailing hands. Eg; 
The fon ruft furious as he pants for breath, 
Ana thro: wy iris navel dr noch: the pointed deatli: 
is guſhing entrails ſmo'c'd upon the ground, 
And the warm life came iff ug from the wound. 


His lance bold Thoas at the cOnqieror _ 610 


Da y in his breaſt above the pap it went. 
Amid the lungs was fix'd the winged w ood, 
Ava quivering in his heaving boſom ſtood : 

Till from tlie dy ing chick, | approaching near, 
Th' At. lian warrior tg. wad his weigh ty pear: : 
| * 
7 The. ſu- den ward his flaming Bud :hion round, 
An gafn'd his betly with a b. {tly wound, 
i he corpſe now brett _ on the bloody plain, 


"ap. el 


l 


% fro He army tlie victor ftrove in vain; 
The i hracian hands Bat inſt tlie victor prett ; 620 


acian 
25 2 © of landes hire at his breaſt. - 
ern Thune, gl ring with rævengeſul execs, 
len Jury i! 'owly Quits the prize. 
has fell ro heroes ; one the pride of Thrace, . 
Ami one tie I-nier of ti Epeian race : 625 
Dc2th's f | e ſhade at once o'crcult their eres, 
Inet ve verumlyd, and the vidor lies. 
wag * copieus Vaighter all the fields are red, 
hes Pp 'd with growing mountains of the dead. 
La! f Ee brave chief this marti:!l ſecne behold, 
EV Palla: I through the dreawgtiil held; 
| sen Zarte! c bid to turn their pot me a , 
And tw: dl. around him inne Aug bla; 
Tus war's whote art with under had he ſeen, 
2 vl com ned heroes where he commted men. 638 
do fc:ght each hoſt om 1111 wy of for; fir'd, 


— — 
* 


* 
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BOOK V. 
THE ARGU MENT. 


| The Acts E Diomed. 
DIOME D, olſiftcd by Pallas, performs wonders in this day's battle. Pandarus 


wounds biz with an ar row, but the Goddeſs cures him, enables him to diſcern 


Gods from mortals, and probibits him from contending with any of the former, ex- 
cepting Venus. Muneas joins ahem fu 


Eneas in great danger, but for the a 


her for: from the gb, is Wau ab! in the 


oppeſe him : Pandarus is killed, and 
iftance of Venus; who, as ſhe is removing 
1 


his reſcue, and at length carries off Aneas to Troy, where he is healed in the tem- 


ple of Pergamus. Mars rallies the Trojans, and afſift 
In the mean time /Eneas is reſtored to the 


Alain by Sarpedon. 


_ Greeks; amon 


| ſeend to re. 


the reft Tlepolemus is 


The ff battle continues drag this book. The fert is the fame as as in «the PREY 


| B pallas now Tvdides' ſoul inſpires, 


Fills with her force, and warms with all ber | 


| fir cs, . 
Above the Greeks his deathleſs —_ to raiſe, 5 
And crown her hero with diſtinguiſh'd praiſe. 
tigh on his heim celeſtial lightnings play, 5 
[is heamy ſhield emits a living ray: | 


Fh' unw cary d blaze inceiſant ſtreams ſupplics, 


I. ue the red ſtar that fires th* autumnal ſkies, 
When freſh he rears his radiant orb to fight, 


And, bath'd in Ocean, ſhoots a keener Tight. 10 


Su 5 glories Pallas on the chief bet ow'd, 


Such, "Grid his arms, the fierce eſfulgence Bow'd: | | 
Or flain, or fled, the ſons of Dares view ; 


Onward ſhe drives him, furious to engage, 


Where the fight burns, and were the thickeſt rage. 
The tons of Dares ſirſt the combat ſought, 15 


A nealthy prieft, but rich without a fault ; 


Ina Vulcan's fane the f.ther's days were led, 


Tire ſons to toils of glorious battle bred ; 
Three fingled from their troops the fight maintain, 


Theſe from their ſteeds, Tydides on the plain. 20 


Fierce for renown the brother chief raw near, 
Ind Frſt bold Phegeus caſts his feuncing ſpear, 


Which o'er the warrionr's ſhoulder rok its Courſe, 


nd {oct in empty air its errin, force 


77 


| The God of arms and Martial Maid retreat; 


Nat fo, Tydides, 3 thy W inn 286 


But pierc'd his breaſt, and ſtretch d him on * 
plain. | 

Seiz'd with unuſual fear, Idzus fled, 5 

Left the rich chariot, and his brother dead. 

And, had not Vulcan lent celeſtial aid, 


He ton had ſink to death's eternal ſhade ; 30 | 


But in a ſmoky clond the God of fire. 


| Preſerv'd the ſon, in pity to the ſire. 


The ftee''s and chariot, to the navy led, 


Encreas'd the ſpoils of galant Diomed. ES 
| Struck with amaze and ſhame, the Trojan crew X 


35 


When by the blood-ſtain'd hand Minerva preſt 
The God of battles, and this ſprech addreſt: 
Stern power of war! hy whom the mighty fall, 
Who bathe in blood, and ſhake the lofty wall! 40 
Let the brave chiefs their glorio..s toils divide; 
And whoſe the conqueſt n. hy Jove decide: 
While we from interdicted fields retire, 
Nor tempt the wrath of heaven's avenging Sire. 
Her words allay'd th' impetuous warriour's 
heat, | 4 


Diomed. Apallo ſeconds her in 


Hector to make a fland. 
field, and they overthraw ſeveral of the 
Juno and Minerva de- 


ars; the latter incites Diomed to Le — that Gas; ; he wa 
bim, and — him groaning to heaven. 


CE dn ae 


EE one, 


But vainly here Diana's arts he tries, | 
The fatal lance arreſts him as he flies; 70 


Full in his nape infix d the fatal ſpear ! | 
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Remov'd from fight, on Xanthus' flowery bounds 

They fat, and liſtened to the dying ſounds. 
Meantime the Greeks the Trojan race purſue, 

And ſome bold chieftain every leader flew: 50 


Firſt Odius falls, and bites the bloody fand, 
His death ennobled by Atrides' hand ; 


As he to flight his wheeling car addreſt, 
The ſpeedy javelin drove from back to breaſt. 
In duſt the mighty Halizowan lay, 3 
His arms reſound, the ſpirit wings its way. 

Thy fate was next, O Phæſtus doom'd to feel 
The great Idomeneus' portended fteel ; 
Whom Borus ſent (his fon, and only joy) 
From fruitful Tarne to the fields of Troy. 60 
The Cretan javelin reach'd him from afar, 


And pierc'd his ſhoulder as he mounts his car; 


Back from the car he tumbles ty the ground, 
And everlaſting Hades his eyes ſurround. | 

Then dy'd ca andrius, expert in the chace, 6 
In woods and wilds to wound the fa". age race: 


Diana taught him all her ſylvan arts, 


To bend the bow, and aim unerring darts : 


From Menelaũs arm the weapon ſent, 
Through his broad back and heaving hoſom went: 
Down ſinks the warriour with a thunderiag ſound, 


His brazen armour rings againſt the ground. 


Next artful Pherecius untimely fell ; 76 


Bold Merion ſent him to the realms of hell. 
Thy father's ſkill, O Phereclus, was thine, 
The graceful fabrick and the fair defign ; 
For, lov'd by Pallas, Pallas did impart 

To him the ſhipwright's and the builder's art. 30 | 
Beneath his hand the fleec of Paris roſe, | 
The fatal cauſe of all his country's woes ; 


| But he, the myſtick will of Heaven unknown, | 
Nor ſaw his country's peril, nor his own. - 


The hapleſs artiſt, while confus'd he fled, : be 


The ſpear of Merion mingled with the dead, 


Through his right hip with forceful fury caſt, 
| Between the bladder and the bone it paſt: 
Prone on his knees he falls with fruitleſs cries, 
And death in laſting ſlumber ſeals his eyes. 90 


I The wounded chief, behind his car retir' d, 


From Meges' force the ſwift Pedæus fled, \ 


Antenor's offspring from a foreign bed, 

Whoſe generous ſpouſe, Theano, heavenly fair, 
Nurs'd the young ranger with a mother's care. 
How vain hath cares! when Meges in the. rear 


* 


Swift through his crackling jaws the weapon glides, 


And the cold tongue the grinning teeth divides. 


Then dy'd Hypſenor, generous and divine, 


Sprung from the brave Dolopian's mighty line, 100 
Who near ador'd Scamander made abode, 
Prieſt of the ſtream, and honour'd as a God. 
On him, amidſt the fly ing numbers found, 
Eurvypylus inflicts a deadly wound; | 
On his broad ſhoulders fell the for ceful brand, 


105 


1 Then ien downward lopp'd his holy hand, 


wp ſtain'd with ſacred blood the bluſhing | 
and. 


Down ſank the prieſt : the purple hand of death | 


Clos'd his dim eye, and fate ſuppreſs d his n 


| 


45 


Thus toil'd the chiefs, in different parts engag'd, 
In every quarter fierce Tydides 2 
| Amid the Gree , amid the Trojan train, 
Pſy throngh the ranks, he thunders o'er the 
plain ; 
No here, now there, he darts from 2 
Pours on the rear, or lightens in their face. 
| Thus fro.r high hills the torrents ſwift and "Rec. 
Deluge whole fields, and ſweep the trees along, 
Through ruin'd moles the ruſhing wave reſounds, 
O'erwhelr:s the bridge, and burſts the lofty bounds. 
The vellow harveſts of the ripen'd year, 120 
| And flatted vineyar ds, one fad waſte appear! 
While Jove deicends in fluicy ſheets of rain, 
|} And all the labours of mankind are vain. 
So rag'd Tydides, boundleſs in his ire, 
| Drove armies back, and made all Troy retire. 12 5 
With grief the * leader of the Lycian band | 
Saw the wide waſte of his deſtructive hand: 
is hended bow againft the chief he drew; 
Swift to the mark the thirſty arrow flew, 


| Whoſe forky point the hollow breaſt-plate 2 


Deep in his ſhoulder pierc'd, and drank his Ra. : 


| The ruthing ſtream his brazen armour dy'd, 


While the proud archer thus exulting cry'd: 
Either, ye Trojans, hither drive your ſteeds ! 

Lo! by our hand the braveſt Grecian bleeds. 135 

Not long the dreadful dart he can ſuſtain ; 

Or Phœbus urg'd me to theſe fields in vain. 

So ſpoke he, boaſtful ; but the winged dart 

Stopt ſhort of life, and mock d the thooter's _ 


| _> | 
The helping hand of Sthenelns requir'd; 
Swift from his ſeat he leap*d upon the ground, 


I And tugg'd the weapon from the guſhing — BY 


When thus the king his guardian Power addreſt, 
The purple current wandering o'er his veſt: 145 
O progeny of Jove ! unconquer'd maid ! 

Tf e'er my god-like Sire deſerv'd thy aid, 
If e'er I felt thee in the fighting field, | 
No:v, Goddeſs, now thy facred ſuccour yield. 


on give my lance to re ch the Trojan knight, 1 50 


Whoſe arrow wounds the chief thou =! ſt i in 
figlit; | 


And lay he hoaſter groveling on the ſhore, 


, That vaunts theſe eyes ſhall view the light no more. 


Thus pray'd Tydides, and Minerva heard ; | 
His nerves confirm'd, his languid ſpirits chear d, 


| 158 
He feels each limb with wonted vigour light; _ 
His beating boſom claims the promis'd fight, 
Be bud (ſhe cry'd), in every combat ſhine, 
War be thy province, thy protection mine; 
Ruſh to the fight, aud every foe controul ; 160 


| Wake each paternal virtue in thy ſoul: 


Strength ſwells thy boiling breaſt, infus'd by Ws 
And all thy god-like father breathes in thee! 
Yet more, from mortal miſts I purge thy ** 


| And ſet to view the warring Deities. 


Theſe fee thuu ſhun, through all th embed 
plain, 
Nor raſhiy ſtrive where human force is vain. 


* 


— | 
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Tf venue mingle in the martial band, 

Fler falt thou wound: ſo Pallas giv es command. 
With th :t, the blue-ey'd virgin wing'd her flight; 

The hero rufh's impetuous to the tight ; 

With tenfold ardour now invades the pl un, 

Wild with delay, and more enrag' 4 by pain. 

As on the fleecy fdcks, when hunger calls, 

Amidſt the field a hr rated lion falls; 175 

If chance fome Mepinere with a diſtant dart 

The ſavage wound, he rouzes at the imart, 

He foanis, ke roars: the mepherd dares not ſtay, 

Put trembling leaves the ſcattering flocks 2 prey: 

Heaps fall on heaps; Lhe bath with blood the 

ground, | 

The: leaps viaorious oer the lofty mound. 

Not with leſs fury ſtern Ty dides feu: 

And :wo brave leaders at an inſtant levy : 

Aſt; -ncus breathleſs fell, and by his fide. 

Bis peopie's palter, good Hypenor, dy'd; 18; 

Ry ou. breast the deadly lance receives, | 

Propenor's ſhoulder his broad faul:hion cleaves. 

Theſe flain he left; and ſprung with noble rage 

Abe s and Paly iqus to engage; 1 

Sons of Eurydamas, wh, wiſe and old, 190 

Could ſates forefer 5 and myſtic dreams unte d; 

The youths return'd not from the doutttul plain, 

And the ſad father try'd his ar's in vain : 

No myſtie dream c.uid make tlieir fates appear, 
Though now determin'd by Tydides' ſpear. 195 
Young Nanthus next, and Theor felt his rage ; 

The jh and hope of Ph enops fechle nge; 

Vat was his wealth. and theſe the only heirs | 

Of all his Jabours, and a life of care. 

Cold death o'ertares chem in their blooming years, 


2800 1 


And leaves the facher unava ig tears: | 
To ftravgers now deicends his wealth © ore, 
The race iergotten, and the name no more. 
7 vo ors ul Prizam in one chariot ride 
Glitter img in arms, ant comb. fide hy ſide. 205 
fs hen the Joruly 1:02 te ines 1175 fo 1 Ty 
Where grazing heifers” ri: e the knel: won, 
lle laps anidit them vi; 1 2 furious hoid. 


Bends their gtrong Necks, at: 4 tears tiem t tue 


| gr. und: | 

So ſcem their ſeats the lad c ef: are torn, 210 
der Poeds and chariot to the nay Horne. 

Vin deep concern e Fg nc, view'd 

The for p. cvailing, and 1.1 UT ends p:irived, 


N h Four! R the tick * dig ii ing! 53 15 Ea s. he Aies, 


Ev cplorin ; Pangarus With Ct oft! ee 8, + :-. IK 
£ L lengthy he tcund Lycin's inighry long . 7 
iv whom the chief of Venus? race begun: 
V here, Pandarus, are all thy hunouts now, 
Ah winged arrows and unerring bob, 
Thy matchleis 1ki1l, 
And hoaſted glory of th: Lycinane? 
on picrce that mortal: if e wor tal call 


s 


hat wondrous force by which whole armies fall; 


Or Gad incens'd, who quits the Ciflant ikies 

10 punith Troy for lighted ſacrifice; | 225 
(Whic 5 .ofh avert from our unhapyy fate ! 

For what fo dreadful as celeſtia «ate F 

Whoc'er an be, propate Jove with pi arc; 

U man deſtray; it Cod, intreat to parc. 


thy unrivall d tame, 220 


| Take thou the ſora, 
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| To him the Lycian : Whom your eyes behold, 
230 


It right I judge, i is Diomed the bold 

Such couriers Whirl him o'er the duſty field, 
$9 towers his helmet, and ſo flames his ſhield. 
If 'tis a God, he wears that ch.ct's diſguiſe ; 
Or if that chice, ſome guardian of the ſkies 235 
Involv'd in ciouds, protect him in the fray, 

And turns vnfeen the fruſtrate dart away. 

I wins'd an arrow, which not idly fell, 

The ſtroke had fix'd him to the gates of hell : 
And, but fume Cod, ſome angry God withſtamis, 


| His fate was due to theſe unerring hands. 


1SkilPa in the how, on t2ot I fought the war, 

Nor join'd ſwift horfes to the rapid car. 

Ten poliſh'd chariots I poſtefs'd at home, 

And ſtill they grace Lycaon's princely dome: 245 
| There veibd in ſpacious coverlets they ſtand ; 

And twice ten courſers wait their lord's command, 
The good old warriour bid me truſt to theſe, 

| When firſt for Troy I faiPd the ſacred ſeas ; 

In fields aloft the whirling car to guide, 250 
And through the ranks or death triumphant ride: 
But vain with youth, and yet to thrift inclin'd, 

I heard his council; with unheedful mind, | 


known 
Might fail of forage in the ſtraiten'd town: 25 ; 
So took my bow and pointed darts in hand, 
And left the chariots in my native land. | 
Too late, O friend! niy rathneſs I deplore; 5 
"Theſe ſhafts, once fatal, carry death no more. 
Tydeus' and Atreus' ions ther points fave found, 


And undiffcmbles 5 Son t purſuce the wound. 


In vain they bled: thi, unavailing bow 


Serves, not to ſlaualiter, but pi -ovoke tie foe. 
In evil hour theſe bended horns I ti ung, 
nd ſeiz'd tie guiver where it idle hung. 263 
Dur. 'd be the fate _ fon me to the field 
| Withour a warrior „the ſ hear aud ſhield ; 
| If Cer unh life I gu t the Trojan plain, 
It e' er I fee my phuſe and ſire again, | 
his bow, unſaithtu! to my giorious aims, 270 


1 To whom the leader of the Dardan race: 
Fe calm, nor Ph bis honour d gift diſgrace. 


The ruſhin* chariot, and the bourd: ng ſtecd. 275 
Again pow nero let u bend yur Couric, 
Aud hand te hand, encounter force with force. 


j Chicrrce my father's itceds, renown'd i in tight, 


10 dare the ſhock, or urge tlic rapid race: 
bl 
Or tate to Troy, if ſove aſſiſt the foe. 
Hatte, ſeize the whip, and Match the guiding 
| rein; | | 
The warriour's ſury let this arm ſuſtain : 205 
Or, if to combat ily Lot: i avant inch ne, | 
ne chariot's care be mine, 

5 valiant fon reply'd) 
be thine tlie talk tr end 


O prince! (Ecco 
As tiune the Revd, 


| And thought the feeds (your large ſupplies un- 


260 


Broke by my hand, hal! lecd the blazing flames. : 
The diſtant dart he prai>'c, thouzh here we need : 
Now mount my fect, and from the chariot's height 


Praztis'd alike to turn, to top, to han, 5 


Secure with theſe, through lighting fields we To; 
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The horſes, praftis'd to their lord's command, 


290 | 


Shall bear the rein, and anſwer to thy hand, 
But if, unhappy, we deſert the fight, 
Thy voice alone can animate their flight: 
Eliſe ſhall our fates be number'd with the « RN 
And theſe, the victor's prize, in triumph led. 
295 
Thine be the guidance then: with ſpear and 
ſhield . 
Myſelf will charge this terrour of the field. 
And now both heroes mount tlie — 
car; 
The bounding courſers ruſh an. d if the war. 
Their fierce approach bold Sthenelus eſpy'd, 
Who thus, alarm'd, to great Tydides cri'd: | 
O friend ! two chiefs of force immenſe I fee, 


300 


- Dreadful they come, and bend their rage on | 


thee : 
Lo the brave heir of bold Lycaom- 5 line 
And great Eneas, ſprung from race divine g 
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Enough is given to fame. Aſcend thy car; 
And fave a life, the bulwark of our war. 
At this the hero caſt a gloomy lock, 
Fix'd on the chief with ſcorn ; 
ſpoke : 
Me doit thou bid to ſhun the coming fight ? 
310 

Me would'ſt thou move to baſe, inzlorieus flight? 

Know, tis not honeſt in my foul tu fear, 

Nor was Tydides born to tremble here. 

I hate the cumbrous chariot's flow _ Ince, -. 
And the long diſtance of the flying lance; 31; 
But while my nerves are ſtrong „ my for ce en- 

tire, - - 

Thus front the foe, and emulate m fire. 

Nor ſhall von ſteeds that tierce te fight convey 
Thoſe threatening heroes, bear tlum both away 
One chief at leatt beneath this arm tall die; 320 

Fo Pallas tells me, and forbids to fle. | 
hut if ſhe doomes. and if no God withftand, 

That both ſhall fa l by one vietorio:s hunt : 
Tlien heed my words: my hore tote deten. 

| on to the chariot by the ftraiten's reing : 

Swift to Fineus) empty ſeat proceec, 

And ſeize the cunriers of xatlierial ! 
The race of thoutc, which cave 

| God _ | 
For raviſh'd Gonymedec on „ Tres ſtony d 
The beſt that cer on c. th broad tur rface run, 


iv! "ee 2 


5 2 


beneath the aha the ſetting ſun. | 
Hence great Anchiſcs ſtole a breed, unk nen 
By mortal mares, from nerce Laomede 
Fur of this rice his ample Halls contain, 

And wo tranſport Ancas o'er the plum. 335 
Theſe, were the rich immortal prize ol Ow, 


Through the wide world ſhould mate dur glory 


Known. | 
Thug while they frouke the foe C:rc furious 
— = 


And ſtern L ycaon's Muli race begun: 
Prince, thou art met. TA z Lit 
lul'd, 

rar Mar enter is acre 


e ini vain al- 


* 
1 


1 de 14 


148 0 . 8 


| Headlong he falls. h 


ain thus he | 


* 


the tinuindering 
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He faid, then ſhook the ponderoms lance, and 
flung: 

On his broad ſhieid the ſormmding v 'eapon rung, 

Pierc'd the tough orb, and in his cuiraſ; hung 

He bleeds ! the price of Creece ! (the boatler 
crics) 

Our triumph now the mighty warriour lies! 

Miſtaken vaunt ter Diomed reply'd; 

Thy dart has err'd, and now my ſpear be try'd: 

Ye ſcape not both; one, heatlong from his car, 

With hoſtile blood fall glvt he God of war. 350 

He ſpoke, and riſing hurt d his forceful dart, 

Which, driven by Pallas, pierc'd © vital part; 

Full in his face it enter'd, and het ixt 

The noſe and eve-hall the proud Lycian fit: 

 Crath'd all his) Jaws, and cleft the tongue within, 


—— 


Till the bright 3 look 'd out heneath the chin. 
v'S helmet k nocks the ground; 
Earth grouns bencati him, ard his arms refound ; 
The ſtarting courſers tremble with atFright ; 
The ſoul indignant ſeeks the realms of night. 360 

To guard his iiaughter*'d friend, nens flies, 
His ſpear extending where the carcaie lies; 
 Watchiul he w heels, protects 1t every wav, 
As the grim lion ſtalks around his prey. . 
Ob ei the fall n trunk his ampie thieid diſplay- a. 
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He hides the hero with the mighty hade, 


Behold at difrance, bit iorbear the prize. 
Then fierce Tydides ſtoops: and from the fields, 
Heav'd with vaſt for 


AO 
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ratic, | 
men as live in theſe lerenerate dove 
ſwung it runs I; Mul father if. ik: engt! to 
thong 5 . N 
Diſchar gbd the eee *,, rain ky tire "Rp 
Where to the hip ty rniorted Tigh unites, 
Fill on the: bongthe pointed mare fights ; 
Thr! both the tende broke the ruverey ſtone. 
Amit jd the fein. amd ary 4d dt! 
„Sunk erh: KEE * 80 | 10. ny 114 M. \ tlie po +> 
Ii alli: 28 alte 1 Try enn db ct zen; alba; 122.3 
Loſt in u Nilt the 1 orion lic: 

A tudden chu come} ü en. yt. 13 * er 

| here tie brave clot wh am. 
e ha tans ty, ow 
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a rocky frag ent wields, | 
Not two Rt 4 men tl enornwus W C. 81 iz could 


te lid hone. X 


Vu nie! tu ay , 


5- 


And threats aloud : the Greek with longing eyes 


2 Bit hene ene Ny nus, 521 FI 287 d we 3 
q She "Ig Am Hil coin Ms a grove, | 
1 This dan 17et vie th an vain 4104 ide fry: ur N 
9 Aw winds her 5 8 i „ lte: mother's care 
Abbott her nach- tied tinter arhis ſhe thro: 
Fler mms 0 Viiitensis ITE ! cine Falling | 
Puri = "> 
Sercerr:! fromthe: fig Neliind her nuning veil, 
* The fun Mee arm”, ant the ſavelins 4 
| caie 2 1 ¹¹ Lic ruthing "hack, aud teatherd.. 
| igen | 
Of func; 12 n- tos 5 Me 2 A! *%% lem irs Nt ne Baht. 
| Now Sthel: che, Wit“ ing! din R 
+ Remain” Soak: Tul „ ft bs l' Cine: 
His panting wreens, rsmov'd free will hs 
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Next ruſhing to the Dardan ſpoil, detains 


| venl rſers with the flowing manes: | 
This Leaventy con | 0 400 | Driven by the Goddeſs of the painted bow. 
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' Theſe, in proud triumph to the fleet convey d, 
No longer now a Trojan lord obey'd, 
That charge to bold DeipyIns he gave, 
(Whom moſt he lov'd, as brave men love the 
brave) | f 
Then mounting on his car, reſum'd the rein, 415 
And follow'd where Tydides ſwept the plain. 
Meanwhile (his conqueſt raviſh'd from his eyes) 
The raging chief in chace of Venus flies: : 
No Goddeſs ſr e commitlion'd to the field, 
Like Pallas dreadful with her ſable thield, 
Or fierce Bellona thunder ing at the wall, 
While flames aſcend, and mighty ruins fall; 
He knew ſoft combats ſuit the tender dame, 
New to the field, and ſtill a foe to fame. 
Through break ing ranks his furious courſe he 
dends, | | 
And at the Goddeſs his broad lance extends; 


Through her bright veil the daring weapon drove, 


Th' ambroſial veil, which all the Graces wove ; 
Her ſnowy hand the razing ſteel profan d, 
And the tranſparent ſkin with crimſon ſtain'd, 


420 
From the clear vein a ſtream immortal flow'd, 
Such ftream as iſſues from a wounded God: 
Pure emanation ! uncorru —_— 
Unlike our groſs, diſeas'd, terreſtrial blood: 


| (Fornctthe bread of man their life ſuſtains, 425 


Nor wine's inflaming juice ſupplies their veins.) 
With tender ſhrieks the Goddeſs fill'd the place, 
And dropp'd her offspring from her weak em- 


DS. -- Op | | 5 
Him Phœbus took : he caſt a cloud around 


| 3 BO. 

Then with a voice that ſhook the vaulted ſkies, 

The King inſults the Goddeſs as ſhe flies. 
Ill with ſove's daughter bloody fights agree, 


The field of combat is no ſcene for thee : 


Go, let thy own ſoft ſex employ thy care, 435 
Go, lull the coward, or delude the fair. | 
Ta. glit by this ſtroke, renounce the war's alarms, 
And learn to tremble atthe name of arms, 
TIxdides thus: The Goddeſs ſeiz'd with dread, 


Confus'd, diſtracted, from the conflict fled, 440 


Tuo aid her, ſwift the winged Iris flew, 
Mi'rapt in a miſt above the warring crew, | 


Pale was her cheek, and livid look'd the wound. 
To Mars, who fat remote, they bent their way, 

Far on the left, with clouds involv'd he lav; . 

HBeſide him ſtood his lance, diſtain'd with gore, 

- — re:n'd with gold, his foaming ſteeds be- 
: SE 2 

Low at his Knez, ſhe begg'd, 


with ftreaming 
eyes, oe 


Her br.yher's car, to mount the diſtant ſkies, 480 


And ſhew d the wound by fierce Tydides given, 
A mortal man who dares encounter Heaven. 
Stern Mars attentive hears the queen complain, 
And to her hand commits the golden rein; 


40 


| 


—— Oh a * 


__ The fainting chief, and wards the mortal wound. | WY RO 


Thy diſtant wife, giale the fair, 


How this miſchance the Cyprian Queen befell 


HOMER. 
She mounts the ſeat, oppreſs'd with filent woe, 
455 


The laſh reſounds, the rapid chariot flies, 


And in a moment ſcales the lofty ſkies : 
There ſtopp'd the car, and there the courſers. 


Fed by fair Iris with ambroſial food. 460 


Before her mother, Love's bright Queen appears, 
O'erwhelm'd with ang'.uth, and diffolv'd in tears, 


She rais'd her in her arms, beheld her bleed, 


And aſk'd, what God had wrought this guilty 
deed ? | | | 
Then ſhe: This inſult from no God 7 _ 
An impious mortal gave the daring wound ! 


| Behold the deed of haughty Diomed ! 
 *Twas in the ſon's defence the mother bled. 


The war with Troy no more the Grecians wage, 
But with the Gods (th' immortal Gods) engage. 
| 5 

Dione then: Thy wrongs with patience bear, 
And ſhare thoſe gifts inferior powers muſt ſhare : 


| Unnumber'd woes mankind from us ſnſtain, 
And men with woes afflict the Gods again. 
The mighty Mars in mortal fetters bound, 


475 
And lodg'd in brazen dungeons under ground, 
Full thirteen moons impriſon'd roar'd in vain; 


Otus and Ephialtes held the chain: 


Perhaps had periſh'd ; had not Hermes? care 
Reſtor'd the groaning God to upper air. 


Th' imperial partner of the heavenly reign ; 


 Amphitryon's fon infix'd the deadly dart, 


And fil'd with anguiſh her immortal heart. 


3 | 45 
The ſhaft found entrance in his iron breaſt; 


To Jove's high palace for a cure he fled, 


Pierc'd in his own dominions of the dead; 
Where Pzon, ſprinkling heavenly balm around, 


 Afſuag'd the glowing pangs, and clos'd the wound. 


Raſh, impious man! to ſtain the bleſt abodes, 


And drench his arrows in the blood of Gods 


But tliou (though Pallas urg'd thy frantic deed) 
Whoſe ſpear ill-fated makes a Goddeſs bleed, 
Know thou, whoe'er with heavenly power con- 

tends, Rr | | 8 


Short is his date, and ſoon his glory ends; 
The Queen of Love with faded charms ſhe found, 


From fields of death when late he ſhall retire, 


No infant on his knees ſhall call him Sire. 


Strong as thou art, ſume God may yet be found, 
To ſtreteh thee pale and gaſping on the ground; 


Starting from ſleep with a diſtracted air, 


Shall rouze thy ſlaves, and her loſt lord deplore, 


The brave, tlie great, the glorious, now no more! 

This faid, the wip'd from Venus wounded 
= | COM 505 

The ſacred ichor, and infus'd the balm. Hog 


| Juno and Pallas with a ſmile ſurvey'd, | 
And thus to Jove began the blue-ey'd Maid; 


Permit thy daughter, gracious Jove ! to tell 


510 


Great Juno's ſelf has borne her weight of pain, 
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As late ſhe try'd with paſſion to inflame 

The tender boſom of a Grecian dame, 
Allur'd the fair with moving thonglits of joy, 
To quit her country for ſome youth of Trov ; 2 
The claſping zone, with golden buckles bound, 


5151 


Raz'd her ſoft hand with this lamented 3 

The Sire of Gods and men ſuperior imil'd 
And, calling Venus, thus addreſt his c bild: 
Not theſe, O daughter, are thy proper cares! 

Thee milder arts befit, and ſofter wars; £20 
Sweet ſmiles are thine, and kind endearing 
charms, © 
To Mars and Pallas leave the deeds of arms. 

Thus they in heaven: v. hile on the plot Lelowy 
The fierce Tydides charg'd his Daritan fox, 
Fluſh'd with celeftial blond purſu'd Þis ab, 
And fearleſs dar'd the threatening GG of v7 
Already in his hopes he faw him Kiba , 
Through ſcreen'd behind Apollo s might: gel 
Thrice ruſning furious, at the clier he rut 
His blazing buckler thrice Apollo thouk : £20 
He tri'd the fourth : when, breazing from the 

cloud, 
A more than mortal voice was heard aloud: 

O ſon of Tydens, ceaſe be wife and ſee 

How vaſt the difference of the Gods and thee ; 
Diſtance immenſe ! between the powers that 

ſhine 535 
Above, eternal, deathleſs, and divine, . 
And mortal man ! a wretch of humble birth, 
A ſhort-liv'd reptile in the duſt of earth. | 
Soo ſpoke the God who darts celeſtiol fires ; 

He dreads his fury, and ſome fieps retires. 

Then Phœbus bot e the chief of Venus' race 
To Troy's high fane, and to his holy place; 
Latona there and Phabe heal'd the wound, 
With vigour arm'd him, and ith glory crown 4. 
This done, the patron of the filver bow 545 
A phantom rais'd, the fame in ſhape and ſhow 
With great Eneas : : ſuch the form he tore, 

And ſuch in fight the radian' arms he wore. 
Around the ſpectre bloody wars are Wag', 


— 
I 
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And Greece and Trop with claſhing ticks en- 


| gag'd. 

Meantime on Ilion's tower Apollo ſod, 

And, calling Mars, thus urg'd the raging God. 
Stern power of arms, by whom the mighty fall; 

Who bath'ſt in blood, and thak' & th embatt led 

Wall, 

Riſe in thy wrath! to hell's abborr'd abods. 

Diſpact. yon Greek, and vindicate the Gods. 


Firſt roſy Venus felt his brutal rage: 


| Me next he charg'd, and dares all heav” n en- 


gage: 


ne wretch would brave high heaven's immort tal 


Sire, 
Ilis triple thunder, and his bolts of fire 
The God of battle iſſues on the plain, 
—_ all the ranks, and fires the Troian train; 
In form like Acamae, the Thracian guide, 
Enrag'd to Troy's retiring cluefs he cry d: 
How lo: ig, ve fons of Priam! will ve fx, 
And unreveng'd ice Prinnms peop'e die? 
Vor. VI. 
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be 


| 


540 
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| 


| 
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b 


—— 
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And ttretch the flaughter it, 


That Ppropt alone by P 


An. the pron yvaunt in nit derifion ends. 
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Still unreſiſted fho!l the 


49 


foe deſtroy. 

e cates of Troy? 
Lo brave HEneas finks benenth Its ound, 

Not god-like Hector more in arms renoven'd > 9 
Haſte all, and take the generous wart is Hart, 
He fan ; new courage ſwell'd each hero's heart, 
Crpedon firit his ardent foul exny: ef.'c, 


drefs'd : 
Sav, Chief, is all thy ancient vont last! rt 

Whcre are thy threats, and whicrc t! v lor Nas 

hoait, 
cams race fond and 
Trovy's ſacred walls, nor nced a foreig” hand? 
Now, now thy country cats her vamerd [rienes, 
520 
Remote the ſtatid, while alien troops eo, 


Like trembling hounds before tie lion's lane. 


Far diſtant hence i held my wide c mmand. 
Where fo:ming Xanthus laves tnt Lycian Lind, 
itn aniple wealth {the with of mortu.) iet, 
| 28 
. 


A beauteos wiſe, and in ſun at her bre 


Wit thoſe ! loft whatever dea could be: 


* 
arts 


Greece, if the conguers, nothing wins from me: 
Yet f © in fight mv Lyciann bangs I chevy, 
And ek ice this mighty Nan VO ea 5 | £99 
Witle nector idle ſtands, nor dials the brave 


Their wives, their infants, and their altars five. 

tiaſte, warriour, haſte ! ” eſer ve thy threatcn'd 
ſi2te ; 

Or one vait burſt of all- inv 1 fate 


Full o'er your towers ih II fall, and ſwecp awry 


| 595 
Cons. Gras: and wives, an undiftinguiſh'd prey. 


Roufe: all thy Trojzns, urge thy aids to fight ; 
Theſe claim thy thoughts by day, thy watch by 
night: 
th force inceſſant the brave Grecks oppoſe: 


| Such cares thy friends deferve, and ſuch thy foes. 


| | | | 609 
eng to the heart the generaus Hector hears, 

But 11 uſt re proof with decent ſilence bears, 

Frum has pro ud car the princz impe* 1008 ſprings, 

On corth ic leaps; his brazen armonr rin: TS 

Two thining ipcars are brandith'd in his hands; 

Thus arm's I, he e animates his drooping bands, 


J 


And, turn'd to Hector, theſe bo words ad- 


* 


Revives their ardonr, teirns their ſteps from flig't, 


And wakes anew the ay ing flames of pglit. 


As M yg on C eres facred 8 the ſweaig 
Spreads the wide fan to clear the golden grain, 
Anu the light chaff, before the breezes borne, 
pag in clouds from off the heapy corn; 
The grey dutt, riſing with collected winds, 673 
Dion © v'er the barn, and whitens all the hinds: 
do white with duſt the Grecian heſt ap cars, 
From trampling fteeds, and thundtring chario- 

recr>; 


The Cutky clonds from 8 1 car?t'y ariſe 


And roll in in- oking volume ty, the . 628 


Cr 


% 
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They turn, they ſtand, the Greeks their fury d are 
Condenſe their powers, and w cit the gr0% ing 
W. 612 | 


? 
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Mars hovers o'er them with his ſable ſhield, 


And adds new horrours to the darken'd field: 


Pleas'd with his charge, and ardent to fulfil, 
In Troy's defence, Apo!lo's heavenly will: 


Ruſh fearleſs to the plains, and uncontroul'd 

Depopulate the ſtalls, and waſte the fold ; 

Till pierc'd at diſtance from their nativeden, 685 
'erpower'd they fall beneath the force of men. 


Soon as from fight the blue-ey d Maid retires, 625 | Proſtratt on earth their beauteous bodies lay, 
Each Trojan boſom with new warmth he fires. 
And now the God, from forth his ſacred fane, 


Produc'd Æneas to the ſhouting train; 
Alive, unharm'd, with al his peers around, 


Like mountain firs, as tall and ſtraight as they. 
Great Menelaus views with pitying eyes, 

Lifts his bright lance, and at the victor flies; 690 
Mars urg'd him on; yet, ruthleſs in his hate, 


Erect he ftood, and vigorons from his wound: 630 | The God but urg'd him toprovoke his fate. 


Enquiries none they made; the dreadful day 
No p:uſe of words admits, no dull delay; 
Fierce diſcord Horms, Apollo loud exclaims, 


He thus advancing, Neſtor's valiant fon 
Shakes for his danger, and neglects his own ; 


Fame calls, Mars thunders, and the field's in ſlain, 


flames, | 
Stern Diomed with either Ajax ſtood, 
And great Ulyſſes, bath'd in hoitile blood. 


Embodied cloſe, the labouring Grecian train 
The fierceſt ſhock of charging hoſts ſuſtain. 
Unmov'd and filent, the whole war they wait, 


- Serenely dreadful, and as fix'd as fate. 


So when th' embattled clouds in dark array, 


Along the ſkies their gloomy lines diſplay; 
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And all his country's glorious labours vain. 
Already met the threatening heroes ſtand ; 
The ſpears already tremble in their hand : 
In raſh'd Antilochus, his aid to bring, 
And fall or conquer by the Spartan king, #700 
| Theſe ſeen, the Dardan backward turn'd his 


640 | courſe, 


Brave as he was, and ſhan'd enequal force, 
The breathleſs bodies to the Greeks they drew 


When now thenorth his boiſtervus rage has ſpent, | Then mix in combat, and their toils renew. 


And peaceful ſleeps the liquid element : 
The low-hung vapours motionleſs and ſtill, 
Reſt on the ſummits of the ſhaded hill; 

Till the maſs ſcatters as the winds ariſe, 


645 


Diſpers'd and broken through the ruffled ſkies. 


Nor was the general wanting to his train, 


From troop to troop he tolls through all the plain. 


| | 5 
Ye Greeks, be men! the charge of battle bear; 


_ Your brave affocrates and yourſelves revere | 
_ Let glorious acts more glorious acts inſpire, 


On valour's fide the odds of combat lie, 
The brave live glorious, or lamented die: 
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The wretch who trembles in the field of fame, 
Meets death, and, worſe than death, eternal ſhame. 
Theſe words he ſeconds with his flying lance, 


| To meet whoſe point was ſtrong Deicoon's chance, 


Aneas' friend, and in his native place 
Honour'd and lov'd like Priam's royal race: 


Long had he fought the foremoſt in the fell, 


_ But now the monarch's lance tranſpiere'd his 


ſhield; | 


660 


is ſhield tov weak the furious dart to ſtay, 66 5 


__Throngh his broad belt the weapon forc'd its Way: 


The grizly wound diſmiſs'd his fon! to hell, 
His arms around him rattled as he fell, | 
The fierce Eneas, brandifhing his blade, 


” Tn duſt Orſilocheis and Chrethon Id, 


670 


Whoſe fire Dioclens, wealthy, brave, and great, 


In weil hailt Pherz held his lofty ſeat: 


pr eng trom Alpheus plenteons ſtream ! that yields 


Inc eatc of harveſt to the Pw lian fields. 

He get Grſtlochus, Dioctens he, | 

And theſe defcended in the thi d degree, 
Too early expert in tio martial toil, 
In fable ſhi the left their native ſoil, 

T' avenge des: now untimely ſlain, 
They fell wir glory on the Pluygian plain. 
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So two young monntain lions, nurs'd with blood, 
ly deep receiſas of the gloamy wood, | 


| 


| [ Now ſtorm'd before him, and now rag'd behind. 


Who ſheath'd in braſs the Paphlagonians led. 
Atrides mark*d him where ſublime he ſtood ; 
Fix'd in his throat, the javelin drank his blood. 
The faithful Mydon, as he turn'd from fight 


A broken rock by Neftor's fon was thrown ; 


650 His hended arm receiv'd the falling ſtone. 
From his numb'd hands the ivory-ſtudded reins, 


Dropt in the duſt, are trail'd along the plains : 


_ | Meanwhile his temples feel a deadly wound: 7x5 
And cuch from breaſt to breaſt the noble fire ! 


He groans in death, and ponderous ſinks to ground; 
Deep drove his helmet in the ſands, and there 
The head ſtood fix'd, the quivering legs in air, 


| The youthful victor mounts his empty ſeat, 
Aud hears the prize in triumph to the fleet. 

Great Hector ſaw, then raging at the view, 
Pours on the Greeks ; the Trojan troops purſue; 
He fires his hoſt with animating cries, 


Mars, ſtern deſtroyer ! and Bellona dread, 

Flame in the front, and thunder at their head: 
This wells the tumult and the rage 3. Sight; 
That ſhakes a ſpear that caſts a dreadful light, 


730 
| T-dides paus'd amidſt his full career; 

Then firſt the hero's manly breaſt knew fear. 

| As when ſome ſimple ſwain his cot forſakes, 


If chance a ſwelling brook his pa ge ſtay, 


Conſus'd he ſtops, a kngth of country paſt, 
Amaz'd no lets the great Tx did?s ſtands : 7 


No wonder, Greeks ! that all to Hector yield, 
| Secure of fayuuring Gods, he takes the ficld : 


| And brings along the furies of the ſkies. 7235 


Struck with the thought, ſhould Helen's lord be 


Firſt Pylæmenes, great in battle, bled, 705 


His flying courſers, ſunk to endleſs night: 716 


Till trampled flat beneath the courſer's feet: 220) 


\ 


Where Hector march d, the God of battles min'd, 


And wide through fens an unknown journey 


And foam impervious croſs the w.. Jerer's way, 
Eye the rough waves, and, tir'd, returns at laſt, 


He ſtay'd, and, turning, thns addreſs'd his bands: 
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His ſtrokes they ſecond, and avert our ſpears : 
Behold where Mars in mortal arms appears! 745 
Retire then, warriours, but ſedate and flow ; 
Retire, but with your faces to the foe. 
Truſt not too much your unavailing might: 
Tis not with Troy, but with the Gods ye fight. 
Now near the Greeks the black battali 
drew ; 
And firſt two leaders valiant Hector ſlew: 
His force Anchialus and Mneſthes found, 
In every art of glorious war renown'd, 
In the ſame car the chiefs to combat ride, 
And fought united, and united died. 755 
Struck at the ſight, the mighty Ajax glows 
With thirſt of vengeance, and affaults the foes, 
His maſſy ſpear with matchleſs fury ſent, % 
Through Amphius' belt and heavy belly went: 
Amphius Apæſus' happy ſoil poſſeſs'd, 760 
With herds abounding, and with treaſure bleſs'd; 
But fate reſiſtleſs from his country led 
The chief, to periſh at his people's head. 
Shook with his fall, his brazen armour rung, 
And fierce, to ſeize it, conquering Ajax ſprung ; 
5 | | | : 
Around his head an iron tempeſt rain'd; * 
A wood of ſpears his ample ſhield ſuſtainꝰd; 
Beneath one foot the yet-warm corpſe he preſt, 
And drew his javelin from the hleeding breaſt : 
He could no more ; the ſhowering darts deny'd 
To ſpoil his glittering arms and plumy pride. 
Now foes on foes came pouring on the field, 
With briſtling lances, and compacted ſhields ; 


ITill, in the ſteely circle ſtraiten'd round, 


Forc'd he gives way, and ſternly quits the ground. 
While thus they ſtrive, Tlepolemus the great, 
Urg'd by the force of unreſiſted fate, © 
Burns with defire Sarpedon's ftrength to prove ; 
Alcides* offspring meets the fon of Jove. 
Sheath'd in bright arms each adverſe chief came 
1 on, | h 50 
| — great deſcendant, and his greater ſin. ? 
_ Prepar'd for combat ere the lance he toſs'd, 
The daring Rhodian vents his haughty boaſt : 
What brings this Lycian counſellor fo far, 
Io tremble at our arms, not mix in war? 
Know thy vain ſelf; nor let their flattery move, 
Who ſtyle thee ſon of cloud-compelling Jove. 
How far unlike thoſe chiefs of race divine, 


Hou vaſt the difference of their deeds and thine !_ 


. E. got ſuch heroes as my ſire, whoſe ſoul 790 
o fear could daunt, nor earth nor hell controul. 
Troy felt his arm, and yon proud ramparts ſtand 


Rais d on the ruins of his vengeful hand : 


With fix ſmall ſhips, and but a lender train, 
He left the town a wide-deſerted plain. 795 
But what art thou? who deedleſs look ſt around, 
While unreveng'd thy Lycians bite the ground: 
Small aid to Troy thy feeble force can be; 
But, wert thou greater, thou muſt yield to me. 
Pierc'd by my ſpear, to endleſs darkneſs 
I make this preſent to the ſhades below, 
The ſon of Hercules, the Rhodian guide, 


Thus haughty ſpoke. The Lycian king reply d: 5 


- of 

| Thy fire, O prince! o'erturn'd the Trojan 
ſtate 

| Whoſe perjur'd monarch well deſerv'd his 1 

5 


| Thoſe heavenly ſteeds the h-ro ſouglit ſo far, 
Falſe he detain'd, the juſt reward of war. 
Nor ſo content, the generous chief defy'd, 
With baſe reproaches and unma+ly pride. 
But you, unwortky the high race you boaſt, $10 
Shall raiſe my glory when thy own is loſt: 
Now meet thy fate, and, by Sarpedon flain, 
Add one more ghoſt to Pluto's gloomy reigu. 
He faid : both javelins at an inſtant flew ; 
Both ftruck, both wounded ; but ae > 
| flew : 5 15 
Full in the boaſter's neck the weapon ſtood. 
Transfix'd his throat, and drank the vital blood; 
The ſoul diſdainful ſeeks the caves of nigiit, 
And his ſeal'd eyes for ever loſe the light. 
Yet not in vain, Tlepolemus, was thrown 820 
Thy angry lance; which, piercing to the bone 
Sarpedon's thigh, had robb'd the chief of breath; 
But Jove was preſent, and forbade the d ath. | 


Born from the conflict by the Lycian throng, 
The wounded hero dragg'd the lance along. 325 

(His friends, each buſied in his ſeveral part, 
Through haſte, or danger, had not drawn the 
dart.) | 


The Greeks with flain Tlepolemus retir'd Y 
770 | Whoſe fall Ulyſſes view'd, with fury fir d;: 


- 


Doubtful if Jove's great ſon he ſhould purſue, 830 


reWw. 


785 


{| vet let me die in Ilion's ſacred wall; 


{| Who wrench'd the javelin from his finewy th 


- 
go! 800 


Or pour his vengeance on the Lycian c 


| But Heaven and Fate the firſt deſign withſtand, 


Nor this great death muſt grace Ulyſſes hand. 
Minerva drives him on the Lycian train ; 
Alaſtor, Cromius, Helius, ftrow'd the pla 
Alcander, Prytanis, Noemon fell: 32 
And numbers more his ſword had ſent to hell, 
But Hector ſaw : and, furious at the fight, 
Rulſh'd terrible amidſt the ranks of fight. 5 
With joy Sarp=doa view'd the wifh'd relief, $40 


in, 833 


| And, faint, lamenting, thus implor'd the chief : 


Oh ſuffer not the foe to bear away x 7. | 
My helplefs corpſe, an unaffiſte-l prey ; 
If I, unbleſt, muſt ſee my fon no more, 
My much-lov'd conſort, and my native ſhore, 


| | Troy, in whoſe cauſe I fell, ſhall mourn my fall. 


He ſaid, nor Hector to the chief replies, 
But ſhakes his plume, and fierce to combat flies; 


| Swift as a whirlwind, drives the ſcattering foes; _ 


| | 1 850 
And dyes the ground with purple ae he goes. 
Beneath a beech, Jove's contecrated hade, 
His muurnful friends divine Sarpedon laid: 
Brave Pelagon, his favourite chief, was nigh, 
igh. 

| : | | | 1 „ 
The fainting ſoul ſtood ready wing'd for flight, 
And o'er his eye-balls ſwam the ſhades of night; 
But Boreas rifing freſh, with gentle breath 
Recall d his ſpirit from the gates of death. 


P 


+» 


And, touc!rd with brief, belpuac the blue-ey 4 


— 
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The norurous Creek: recede Willi tardy pace, 
$£0 
Thougli Mars and leetor twinder in their face; 
Nome urn their hacks to mean i919ble Ai! 5 
S., they rotten, and on retreating figiit. 
Who firtt, who last, hy Mars and Lector's hand 
Stretch 4 in their blood, lay gaſping on the and? 
865 
Teuthras the gre:t, Oreſtes the renown'd 
For manag'd ecds, and Trechus prefs'd the 
gion: : 

Next Ocm minus, and Qenop- off-pring dy'd; 
Orethtus litt tell groaming at their fide ; 


Oretbius, in Mis painted nutre gay, 870 


1 fat B.cotia held lus weaithy tway, 

Where lakes ſurround low Hylz's watery plain; 

A prince aud people ſtudious of their gain. 
Thecarnage Juno from the iktes turvez'd, 


Maid. 
Oh feht accurs'd ! ſhall faithieſs Troy prevail, 
And hall our brommie to dur people tail? 
How vain the word to Men-lius given 


q 
By Jove's gi cat daugiuer aud the en of Hea- 


ven, 


Benc.. tl: iis arms that prianr 5 towers (hall fall; 


$29 


If warring Gods f ſer ever uard EY Wall! 


IAars, red with liauglitar, aide aur hated foes: 


Halte, let us arm, aud force with force 9 
She ſpoke; Minerva burns to ment the dan: 
Aud now heaven's empreis calls! ner blazing __ 


At her command ruſh forth the 9 divine; 


Rich with immortal goid their trappings ſhine. 
by Hebe, ever young, 
The winrhag wacels are to the chariot hung. 

On the bright axle turns the hidden wizect 890 


Or trunding brats ; the polith'd axle ſteel. 
£40 braze.. fpoxes in rudivint order flame; 


225 


| 9 1 6% 2 A a 
F 44 . {1 731. 


ATiie Cheers 30111 5 


Fon! | 
Nor. ew ens dens arms her miglity lars in- 


The darcles guid, of uncorrupted irame, 

Such as the hee: 1» produce: and found the 
Tod | | = 

Tac brazen rings of work divine were roll'd. 
5 : 595 

ha buſy naves ot ſolid filver ſnone: 

Brace of gold fHſpend the moving thine : 

thing, an arching figure bor e; 

Weta ng COACAYE worm 4 an arch deture | 

rte eam, tit extended voke was void e 

: 1 KI R¹νj,ꝗt rein. Ty in:niottal couriers bold. | 


tio» en. I WHY nen It, tothe: e 200 Car 


e e 
* 
5 


8 
— Hübe ien wa her rad! zan“ * ell untv« 
. Ii feuer? 
N. Ce 1. . r Fer rhea en Y AN To 5 wave) 


unde PRAYER ee cou rt at! Toyo. 


blazes on ner ample breaſt 5 
Atrihunp'u tor then cura! neld, aro 
id thield 7 


tue margin 


3 Pb hs . * * 
eee 152 


er ler hroad Monuicers haze is g. 
re, hiack, tremen, ese Rene 


6524 > 


1 e Weiches rev enge nd 


731 d, \, ith 1 Art divecfit. J. oo 


V hat raſh deſtruction ! 


| Venus, and Phoazbus with the dreadful bow, 


| And 0 drive from fight the impetuous homicide ? 


Troy Bow tliey reaci J. 


On Sino? LMS 


A frinve of ſcrpents liſting guards the gold: 
Here ail the terrours of grim War appear, 
Here rages Force, here tremble Flight and Fear, 
9915 
Here ſtorm'd Contention, and here Fury frown'd, 
And the dire orb portemous Gorgon crown'd. 
"The maitv golden helm the next aſſumes, 
That dreadful nods, with four o'erihading plumes ; 
© vaſt, the broad circumference contains 920 
A hundred armies on a hundred plains. 3 
The GodGeis thus th' imperial car aſcends ; 


Shook by her arm the mighty javelin bends, 


Ponderous and huge; that, when her fury burns, 
Proud tants humblæs, and whole hufts o'erturns. 
925 


Swift at the ſcourge th ethereal courſers fly, 


While the fmootn chariot cuts the liquid ſky. 

| Heaven's gates ſpontaneous open to the powers; 
| Heaven's golden gates, kept by the winged hours 'Þ 
on d in alternate watch they ſtand, 9 30 


Comm 


The ſuff bright portals and the ſkies command, 


Involve in clouds th' eternal gates of day, 


Or the dark barrier roil w ith eaſe away. 
The founding hinges ring; on either fide 


The gluomy volumes, pierc d with light, divide. 


935 
The chariot mounts, where Join i in ambient ſkies 


Confi:s'd, Olympus' hundred heads arite : 
Where far apart the Thunderer fills his throne ; 


| O'er all the Gods ſuperior and alone. 
| There vv iT her ſnowy hand the Queen reſtrains 


940 
The fiery ſteeds, and thus to Jove complains: "oj 


O Sire! can no reſentment touch thy foul? 


Can Mars rebel, and does no thunder roll? 


What lawleſs rage on yon forbidden plain, 
and what heroes lain ! 


945 


Smile on the flaughter, and enjoy my woe. 


| Mad, furious power! whoſe unre'enting mind, 


Ne God can govern, aud no juſtice bind. 
mighty fatizer' fil we ſcourge his pride, 
950 


jo whem affe!:t ng, thus the Thunderer ſaid: 


co! and che great Miner va be thy aid. 
To teme the monſter-god Minerva knows, 


And of: afflicts his brutal breaſt v th woes. 955 
Ic aid; Saturnia, ardent to obey, | 
LM'd her white ſee:'s along th' acr.ul Way. 
Su ift dien the fecp of hea enthie chariot rolls, 
Betwoin th expanded earth and ſtarry poles. 

Far 3 a he pherc, im fore point ii high, 9% 


| Orte wide mane! cteruis his Pounder: cvVC: 
wii thunder ing 


Throwug's lucu 2 14 . 
{- und, 
At every lea p th 


46S Os air 


1 couriers a; 5 
2nd douc. i d tlioſe banks 
"divine. 


M here fler Simon and ecamand +: join. 962 
There ſuno ſtopp'd. (and he! fair feeds _— 


Of air condens'd a vapour ci cumfus d: 
For thetty 2 with celeſtiai dew, 
ambrut:..1 herbage dcn. 


* 


3 


r 


2 
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| Lange promiſe makes, and breaks the promiſe 


Thence to relieve the fainting Arrive throng, 
G79 
Smooth as the failing doxes, they glide along. 
The beſt and braveit of the Grecian band 
(A warlke eicle) round vdides ſt nd: 
Such was their look as lions bath'd in blood, 
Or foaming boar. the teiruur of the v. od. 975 
Heaven's empreis miugles with their mortal 
. crowd, 
And thee, in Stentor's founding voices aloud : 
Stentor the ſtrong, 7, endued with hraz: n lungs, 
Whote throat ſurvats'd the force of fift- tongues. 
Inglorious A: gives! to your race a mame, 950 
And only men in 5gure and in name 
Once from the w Its your timorous foes engag'd, 
While fierce in war vine Achilles rag'd; 
Now iſſuing icarle:» they polkets the pl: iin. 


| Now v in che — and ſcarce tlie teas remain, 


98 

Her ſpeech new fury to their hearts convey 4; : 

While near Tydides flood th' Athenian mi 1d; 
The king befide his panting ſteeds ſhe found, 
| Oferſpent with toil, repoſing on the ground: 
Io cool tus glowing wound he fat apart 
(The wound inflited by the Lycian dart): 
Large drops of fwe: from all his limbs deſcend ; 
Beneath his ponderous ſhield his finews bend, 
Whoſe ample belt, that o'er his ſnoulders lay, 
He cas d, and uaſh'd the c'otted gore away. 995 
The Goddeſs leaning v'er the bending yoke, 
Beſide his courters, "thus her filence broke : 
Degenerate prince! and not of Tydeus' Kind, 
* Whoſe little hody lodg'd a mighty mind; 

Foremoſt he prets din vlorious un s to mare, loco 
And ſcarce refrain'd when I forbade the war, 
Alone, unguarded, once he dar'dto go 

And feait, encircled by the Theban foe ; 


There brav; d, and v anquilh.” d, n. a hardy. 


Knight; 


Such nerves I gave him, and fuch force in fight. 
1005 | 


Thou too no leſs haſt been my conſtant care; 
Thy hands I ar:n'd, and tent thee forth to ar: 
But thee or tear deters, or lloth detains ; 
No drop of all thy father warms thy veins. | 
The chief thus anſwer'd mild: Immortal maid 1 
Town thy prefence, and confeis tho aid. 
Not fear, thou Know it, withholds me from the 


plains, 


Nor floth hath ſeiz d me, but thy w vord reſtrains: 5 


Frum warring Gods thou bad'ſt me turn | wy 
ſpear, 5 | 

And Venus only found reſiſtance here. = <--— 

Heuce, Goddeſs! heedful of thy high commands, 


Loth I gave w:: Ys and u arn'd our Argive bands: 


For Mars, the ho. . the ie eyes beheld, 
With flaughter red, and raging round the field. 
Then thus Minerva. Brave : Tydides, hear ! 


1020 


Not Mars himfclf, nor TU" immortal, fear. 
Full on the God impe! thy toaming horſe: 
Pall:s commands, and Pallas lends thee force. 
Rath, furious, blind, ſrom theſ:: to thoſe he flies, 
Aud every fide of waverinsg combat tries; 1025 


990 


| 


— —— 


2 P. th armics ſtart, ad trembling 


| And brook the "IE; 'S of this daring day ? 


| 


There ſullen {tc beneath the Sire of Gods, 
Show id the ccleſtial blond, and with a groan 15 
Thus pour'd his Plairts before tl” immortal | 


53 


wade : 

Now 

She ſaid, and te the ſteeds approaching near, 
Dre fro his feat the martial charioteer, 


The vigorou, power the ti embling car aſcends, 


1020 


Fierce for revenge, and Diomed attends. 
The groanti:s axle bent beneath the load; 
| do great a Ei-co, and fo great a God. 


Che fnatcl.'4 the reins, the laſh'd with all her 
tor Ce, 
And tull on Mars impell'd the foaraing horſe: 10g; 
But firlt to hide her heaven viſage ſpread 


| glack Orcus' helmet o'er her radiant head. 


Jatt then gigantic Periphas lay ſlain, 
The frrongeſt warrior of th' Etolian train; 
The G: ul, 
pre 5 | 
Stretch'd where he fell, and at Tydides flies. 


Now ruſhing ficrce, in equal arms appear, 
| The Caring Greek; 


the dreadful Cod of war! 
Full at the chief, above his courſer's head, 
Fr n Mars's arm th' enormous weapon fed : 1045 


Pallas ©ppos'd her hand, and caus'd to glance, 


Far from the car, the ſtrong i immortal lance. 


Then threw the force of Tydeus warlike ton; 
Tune ja.clin hifs'd : 


the Goddeſs urg'd it on: 

Where the broad cincture girt his armour round, 
[050 

Ir pierc'4 the God: his groin receiv'd the wound, 

From the rent fein the warriour tugs again 

The fmoakiny ſteel. Mars bellows w ith the pain: 

Loud as the roar encountering armies yield, 


ves the Grectans, now the Trojans aid. | 


i 


who ſlew him, leaves his proſtrate 


V. len ſhouding millions ſnake the thundering _ 


field. * 

gaze around; 
ud earth and 2 — to the ſound. -» 
As vanours blen by Auſter's ſultry breath, 


Pregnant with plagnes and ſhedding feeds of 


"death, 
Beneath the rave of burning Sirius riſe, 


Kies; 


In ſuchi a cloud the God from combat driven, 
High oer the duſty u hirlwind ſcales the heaven. 


106 
Choke the parch'd carth, and Llacken all tlie 


Wild with his pain, he ſought the bright abodes, 


thrune : 
Can Jove, ſupine, flagirious facts ſur rey, 
For mortal meu ccleſtial powers eng ce, 
And Gods on Gods exert eternal rag 
From thee, O father ' all theſe ills w eden 
And thy fell daughter with the ſhield and ſpear: 
Thou gav ſt that fury to tiie realms of light, | 
Pernictous, wild, regardleſs cf the right. 

al heaven behde revercs thy ſovereign ſway, 
Thy voice we hear, and thy heheſts obey : 

'Tis hers t' ctFend, and ev'n offending ſhare 
Thy breaſt, thy counſels, thy diſtinguiſh'd care: 
So boundleſs ſhe, and thou ſo partial grown, 109 


Well may we deem the wonderous birth thy own. : 


1065 


10% 
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Now frantic Diomed, at her command, 

Againſt th' Immortals lifts his raging hand: 

The heavenly Venus firſt his fury found, 

Me next encountering, me he dar'd to wound; 


108 5 
Vanquiſh'd I fled: ev'n l, the God of fight, 
From mortal madneſs ſcarce was fav'd by flight. 
Elſe hadſt thou feen me fink on yonder plain, 
Heap'd round, and heaving under loads of flain! 
Or, pierc'd with Grecian darts, for ages lie, rogo 
Condemn'd to pain, though fated not to die. 
Him thus upbraiding, with a wrathful look 
The Lord of Thunders view'd, and ſtern beſpoke: 
To me, perfidious ! this lamenting ſtrain ? 
Of lawleſs force ſhall lawleſs Mars complain? 1095 
Of all the Gods who tread the ſpangled ſkies, 
Thou moſt unjuſt, moſt odious in our eyes 
 Inhuman diſcord is thy dire delight, 5 
The waſte of ſlaughter, and the rage of fight. 
No bound, no law, thy fiery temper quells, 1 100 
And all thy mother in thy ſoul rebels. 


In vain our threats, in vain our power we uſe; 


| She gives th' example, and her ſon purſues. 


.P 
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Yet long th' inflifted pangs thou ſhalt not mourn, 
Sprung ſince thou art from Jove, and heavenly 

| born. 

Elſe, fing'd with lightning had'R thou hence been 


| thrown, 


Where chain'd on burning rocks the Titans groan. 


Thus he who ſhakes Olympus with his nod; 
Then gave to Pæon's care the bleeding God. | 
With gentle hand the balm he pour'd around, 


| ; 1110 
| And heaPd th' immortal fleſh, and clos'd the 


wound. | | 
As whenthe fig's preſt juice, infus'd in cream, 
To curds coagulates the liquid ſtream, | 
Sudden the fluids fix, the parts combin'd ; 
Such, and fo ſoon, th* ætherial texture join'd. 
1115 


His mighty limbs in an immortal veſt. 
Glorious he ſate, in majeſty reſtor'd, 1 
Faſt by the throne of Heaven's ſuperiour Lord. 
Jane and Pallas mount the bleſt abodes, 1120 
Their taſk perform'd, and mix among the Gods. 
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GUMEN T, 


The Epil of Glaucus and Diomed, and of Hau and andromache 


THE Gods having left the felt the Grecians prevail.  Helenus, the chief A 
ector to return to the city, in order to appoint a 
ſelemn proceſſion. off the queen and the Trajan matrons to the temple of Mi- 
nerva, to entreat her to remove Diomed from the fight. The battle relaxing 
during the abſence of Hector, Glaucus and Diomed have an interview be- 
tween the two armies; where coming to the 


augur of Troy, commands 


beſpitality paſt between their anceſtors, they make exchange of their arms, 


Cleans'd from the duſt and gore, fair Hebè dreſt 


knowledge of the friendſhip and 


: 
1 


The Thracian Acamas his faulchion found, 


2 hoſpitable, rich, and 


Breathleſ. the good man fell, and by his ſide 
His faithful ſervant, old Caleſius, dy =. 
By great Euryalus was Dreſus lain, 3 
And next he laid Opheltius on the plain. 
Two twins were near, bold, beautiful, and young, 
From a fair Naiad and Bucolion ſprung : 


_ Ulyſſes ſpear Pydites ſent to hell: 
By Teucer's ſhaft brave Areta6n bled, 
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performed the orders of Helenus, prevails u 


Hector, having 


to the battle ; and, taking tender leave 77 his 


to the field. 


The ſcene is firſt in the field of battle, between the river Simwis and Scamander, 


and then changes to "ag 


OW Heaven forfakes the ad: 


the im- 
mortals yield, | 


To human force and human ſkill, the field: 
Dark ſhowers of javelins fly from foes to foes ; 


Now here, now there, the tide of combat flows: 
While Troy's fam'd * ſtreams, that bound the 
ddeathful plain, i 5 
On either ſide ran purple to the main. | 
Great Ajax firſt to conqueſt led the way, 


Broke the thick ranks, and turn'd the doubtful 


day. 


And hew'd th' enormous giant to the ground; 10 
His thundering arm a deadly ſtroke impreſt 
Where the black horſe- hair nodded o'er his creſt: 
Fix'd in his front the brazen weapon lies, 
And ſeals in endleſs ſhades his ſwimming eyes 
Next Teuthras' ſon diſtain'd the ſands with blood, 


13 
air Ariſbe's walls (his native — 


Hie held his ſeat ; a friend to human race. 
Faſt by the road, his ever-open door | 7 
Oblig' d the wealthy, and reliev'd the poor. 20 
To ſtern Tydides now he falls a prey, 


No friend to guard him in the dreadful day! = | 


(Laomedon's white flocks Bucolion fed, 
That monarch's fir ſt- born by a foreign bel; 30 


In ſecret woods he won the Naiad's grace, 

And twofair infants crown'd his ftrong embrace.) 
| Here dead they lay in all their youthful charms ; 
Ihe ruthleſs victor ſtripp'd their —_— arms. 


Aſtyalus by Poly pœtes fell; : ;. 


And Neſtor's fon laid tern Ablerus dead; 


Great Agamemnon, leader of the brave, | 
The mortal wound of rich Elatus gave, 40 
Wo held in Pedaſus his proud abode, | 
And till'd the banks where ſilver Satnio flow d. 
Melanthius by Eurypylus was flain; 
And Phylacus from Leitus flies in vain. - 
Vuubleſt Adraſtus next at mercy lies 45 
Beneath the Spartan ſpear, a living prize. 
Scar d with the din and tumult of the fight, 
His headlong ſteeds precipitate in flight, 
_ Ruſh'd on a tamariſk's ſtrong trunk, and broke 
The ſhatter'd chariot from the crooked yoke; 50 


. —— 


* Scamander and. Simois. 


| 


55 


pon Paris to return 
wife Andromache, haſtens again 


- 


Wide o'er the geld, refiſtleſs as the win, 

For Troy they fir, and leave their lord behind, 
Prone on his face he finks beſide the wheel: 

Atrides o'er him ſhakes his vengeful ſteel ; 

The fallen chief in ſuppliant poſture preſs'd 55 
The victor's knees, and thus his prayer addreſs'd Fd 
Oh, ſpare my youth! and for the life I owe 

| Large gifts of price my father ſhall beſtow. 

When fame ſhall tell, that not in battle _ | 
Thy hollow ſhips his captive fon detain ; 6a 


| 


Rich heaps of braſs ſhall in thy tent be told, 


He faid : compathon touch'd the hero's heart; 


E And ſteel well temper'd, and perſuaſive gold. 


He ſtood, ſuſpended, with the lifted dart: 
As pity pleaded for his vanquiſh'd prize, 65 | 
Stern Agamemnon ſwift to vengeance flies, 

And furious thus: Oh impotent © of mind! 

Shall theſe, ſhall theſe Atrides' mercy find? 
Well haſt thou known proud Troy's per fidious 
| land, 

And well her natives merit at thy hand ! 
Not one of all the race, nor ſex, nor age, 
Shall ſavea Trojan from our boundleſs rage : 
Ilion ſhall periſh whole, and bury all; 


70 


Her babes, her infants at the breaſt, ſhall fall. | 
| A dreadful leſſon of exampled fate, 


To warn the natiovs, and to curb the l 


The monarch ſpoke; the words with warmth 


addreſt, 


| 


To rigid juſtice ſteel'd his brother's breaſt. 
Fierce from his knees the hapleſs chief he thruſt; 
The monarch's javelin ſfteach'd him in the duſt, 5 
80 
Then preſſing with his foot his panting heart, 
Forth from the ſlain he tugg'd the reeking dart. 
Old Neſtor ſaw, and rouz'd the warriours' rage | * 
Thus, heroes ! thus the vigorous combat wage! 


No fon of Mars deſcend, for ſervile gains, "bg 


87 
To touch the booty, white a foe remains. 
Behold yon glittering hoſt, your future ſpoil ! 
Firſt gain the conqueſt, then reward the toil. 
And now had Greece eternal fame acquir'd, 
And frighten'd Troy within her walls retir d; 9 
Had not ſage Helenus her ſtate 1edreſt, og 
Taught by the Gods that mov d his facred no o 
Where Hector ſtood, with great Eneas join'd, 
The ſeer reveal'd the counſels of his mind : 

Ye generuus chiefs! on whom th' immortal | 


lay 97 
The cares and Bie ol this doubtful day: 


on whom your aids, your country's hopes de- 


pend ; 
Wiſe to conſult, and active to defend ! 
Here, at our gates, your brave efforts unite, 
Turn back the routed, and forbid the flight: 100 


Er e yet their wives” eos arms the cou- arde Sun, 
The ſport and iomit of tlic hoſtile tram. 
ö \ 


When vour commands have hearten'd every band, 
Ourſelves, here tix'd, will make the dangerous 
ſtand ; 

preſt as we are, and ſore of former fight, 105 
| Thefe ftraits demand our laſt remains of might. 
Meanwhile, thou, Hector, to the town retire, 
And teach our mother what the Gods require: 
Direct the queen to lead th atiem ble train 
Of Troy's chief matrons to Minerva's fane; 110 
Unbar the,ſacred gates, and ſcek the power 

With offer d vows, in lion's topmott tower. 
The argeit mantie her rich wardiones hold, 
Moſt priz'd for art, aid labour'd oer with gold, 
Before the Goddeſs' honcur d knees be ſpread; 115 
And twelve young heiſers to her altar led: 

It fo the power, aton'd by fervent prayer, 

Our wives, our infants, and our city ſparc, 
And far avert Tydides' waſteful we, 
That mows wh-le troops, and makes all Troy re- 

tire. ES | 

Not thus Achilles taught our hoſts to dread, 
Sprung though he was from more than mortal bed; 
Not thus reſiſtleſs ral'd the ſtream of fight, 

In rage unbounded, and unmatch'd iu might. 
HFector obedient heard; and with a bound, 125 
Leap'd from his trembling chariot to the ground; 
Through all his hoſt, in{piring force, he flies, 
And bids the thunder of the !-attie rice. 

With rage recruited the bold Trojans glow, 


| 


_—_— 


Now green in youth, 


So flouriſh theſe, when thoſe are paſt away. 
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Their conſecrated ſpears lay ſcitter'd round, 165 
With curling vines and twiſted ivy bound ; 

While Bacchus headlong fought the briny flood, 
And Thet's* arm receiv'd the trembling God. 

Nor fai.'d the crime th' immortals wrath to move, 
(Th' immortals bleſt with endleſs eaſe above) 170 
Depriv'd of fight by their avenging doom, 
Chearleſs he breath'd, and wander'd in the gloom : 


| Then junk unpity'd to the dire abodes, 


A wretch accurit, and hated by the Gods 
I brave not heaven: but f the fruits of earth 175 


| Suſtain thy liſe, and human be thy birth; 


Bold as thou art, too pro''igal of breath, 
Approach, and enter the dark gates of death. 
What, or from whence I am, or wh mv fire, 
(Reply'd the chief) can Tydeus* fon enquire ? 180 
Like leaves on trees the race of man is found, 
now withering on the 
ground; | Eire” 
Another race the following ſpring ſupplies ; 
They fail ſucceſſive, and ſucceſſive riſe; 
So generations in their courſe decay; 185 
But if thou ſtill perſiſt to ſearch my birth, 
Then hear a tale that fills the ſpaciovs earth. 
A cit; ſtands on Argos utmoſt bound, 
(Argos the fair, for warlike Reeds renown'd) 190 
Eoliau Siſyphue, with wiſdom bleſt, | 


In anciem time the happy walls poſſeſt. 


And turn the tide of confl:& on the foe : 130 
Fierce in the front he thake> two dazzling ſpears: 
All Greece recedes, and *midtt her triumphs fears; 
Some God, they thought, who rul'd the fate of 
5 wars, | 3 

Shat down avenging, from the vonlts of ſtars. 
Then thus, aloud : Ye dauntleſs Da: dans, ear! 


| 
! 
! 


„ 3 MS 
And you whom diſtant nations ſend to war 

Ne mindful of the ſtrength your father bore; 
Be ſtill yourſelves, and Hector aſks no more. 
One hour demands me i lie Frojan wall, 
To bid our altar, flame, and viftims fail: 
Nor thall, I truſt, the matrons holy train 
And reverend e:ders, ſeek the Gods in v4;n. 
This ſaid, with ample ſtrides tic hero pait ; 
Je Giield's large orb behind his ſhoulder cat, 
His weck G'ermhading, to his ancle hung; 14; 
And as he march'd, the brazen buckler rung. 
No pany'd the battle (gud-iike Hector gone) 
When daring Glaucus and great Tydeus' fon 
Between bctiz armies met: the chiefs from far 
Obicrs +4 each other, and had mark'd for war. 159 | 
Near as they dre v, Tydides thus began 

What art thou, boldeſt of the race of man? 

Our eyes, ti nuw. that aipect neer beheld, 
Where tame is reap'd amid th” embattled field; 
Yet far before the troops thou dar'ſt appear, 155 
Aud met a Ilznc? the fierce it heroes fear. 
Unhapp they, and horn of lucileſs fires, 

Who tempt our fury when Minerva fires ! 

But if trum heaven, ccleſt:a!l, than deicend ; 
Know, wit! Immortals we no more contend. 160 
Nat lung Lycurgu> view'd the golden light, 

That Caring man uh mix'd with Gods in fight. 
Bacchus, and Bacchus? votarice, he drove, 


140 


0 


Who oer the ſons of men in beauty ſhin'd, 


With dircfu! jealouſy the monarch rag'd, 


In vin ſhe tempted the relentleſs youth, = 
Enducd with wifdom, ſacred fear, and truth. 


[Behind a dragon's fiery tail was ſpread ; 
e F 7 


Then ca'l' o Ephyre: Glancus was his ſon; 


Great Glaucus, fether of Bellerophon, 

4 Ty, 295 
Lov'd for that valhur which preſerves mankind. 
Then mighty Pratus Argos” ſceptres ſway'd, 
Whoſe hard command Bellerophon obey d. 


toils engag'd. = 


And the brave prince in numerous 


For him Amrea burn'd with |::wlef: flame, 
And itrove to tempt him from the paths of fame 


Fi d at his ſcorn the queen to Pratus fled, 
And hegz'd revenge for her inſalted bed: 
Inteny'd he heard, refolving on his Cate ; 


205 


But hoſpitable laws reſtrain'd hi: hate: 


To Lycia the devoted youth he ſent, | | 
With tablets ſeaPd, that told his dire intent. 210 
Now, hleſt by every power who guards the good, 
The chief arriv'd at Xanthus' ſilver flood: | 
There Lycia's monarch paid him honours due, 
Nine days he feafted, and nine bulk he flew. | 
But when the tenth bright morning orient glow'd, 

| 2T5 
| 


The faithſul youth his monarch's mandate ſhew 
The fatal tabiets, till that inſtant ſeal'd, 

The deathful ſecret to the king reveal'd, 
Firit, dire Chimzra's conqueſt was enjoin'd; 
A mingled monſter, of no mortal kind ; 


220 


A 304t's rough body bore a lion's head; 
Her pitchy noſtrils; flaky flames expire; 
Her gaping throat emits infernal fire. | 
This peſt he ſlaughter'd (for he read the ſkies, 
225 


With brandith'd Rec from Ny ſſa's ſacred grove: | 


And truſted Heaven's inſorming prodigies) 


es #5 a 


N 


| There long the chief his happy lot poſſeſs d. 


Fair even in heavenly eyes ; her fruitful lose 
_ Crown'd with Sarpedon's bir th th' embrace of 


: His beauteous daughter fell by Phœbe's dart; 250 
His eldeſt-born by raging Mars was lain, 


_ Hippolochus furviv'd ; from him I came, 
The honour'd author of my birth and name ; 


To add new honour to my native land, 
| Before my eyes my mighty fires to place, 
And emulate the glories of our race. 20860 


Then friendly, thus, the Lycian prince addreſt: 


Welcome, my brave hereditary gueſt ' 


Oeneus the ſtrong, Bellerophon the bold. 
Where twenty days in genial rites he pais'd. 270 
That rich with Tyrian dye refulgent glow d. 

Among my treaſures, ti: hen my board: 
(For Ty deus left me young, 


Mindful of this, in friendſhip let us join; 3 aw} 


_ Enough of Trojans to this lance ſhall yield, 
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Then met in arms the Solymæan crew, 
(Fierceſt of men) and thoſe the warriour ſlew. 
Next the bold Amazon's whole force defy'd ; 
And conquer'd ſtill, for Heaven was on his ide. j 
250 


Nor ended here his toils ; his Lycian foes 
At his return, a treacherous ambuth 3 
With levell'd ſpears along tlie winding ſhore ; 
There fell they breathleſs, and return'd no more. 

At length the monarch with repentant gr ief | 

235 
Confeſs'd the Gods, aud God-deſcended chief; | 
His daughter gave, the ſt: anger to detain, | 
With half the honours of his ample reign : 
The Lycians grant a choſen ſpace of ground, 
With woods, with vineyards, and with harveſts 
crown'd, 


With two brave ſons and one fair daughter bleſs'd; 


ove) 2 
But when at laſt, diſtracted in his mind, 245 | 
Forſook by heaven, forſaking human Kind, 
Wide o'er th' Alcian field he choſe to tray, 

A long, forlorn, uncomfortable u ay | 
Woes heap'd on woes conſum'd his waſted heart; 


In combat on the Soly mæan plain. 


By his decree I ſought the Trojan town, 255 
By his inſtructions learn to win renown, 
To ſtand the firſt in worth as in command, 


He ſpoke, and tranſport fill'd Tydides heart; 
In earth the generous warriour fix'd his dart, 1 


Thus ever let us meet, with kind embrace, 26 5 
Nor ſtain the ſacred friendſhip of our race. 
Know, chief, our grandfires have been gueſts of 


old; 


Our ancient feat I. is honour'd preſence giac 'd; 


The parting heroes mutual preſents left; 
A golden g goblet was thy grandſire's gift; 
Oeneus a belt of matclilefs work beſtow d, 


This from his pledge learn'd, which ſafely 
tor d 75 

when Thehe's wall 

Beheld the ſons of Greece untime!y fall., | 


If Heaven our ſteps to foreign land incline, 2 280 
My gueſt in Argos thou, and I in Lycia thine. 


1 Long i in a ſtrict 8 the held her ſon, CE 
And prefs'd his laid, and tender thus begun : 


Now change we arms, and prove to either hoſt, 

We guard the friendſhip of the line we boaſt. 
Thus having faid, the gallaat chiefs alight, 

Their hands they join, their mutual faith they 

plight ; 
Brave Glaucus then each narrow thought reſign'd, 
2c '» 

= warm'd his boſom and enlarg'd his mind 13 
w Diomed's braſs arms, of mean ri ice, 

For u hich nine oxen paid, (a vulgar price ; ) 

He gave his own, of gold divinely wrought, 

A hundred beeves the ſhining purctk ate bought, Pg 

Meantime the guardian of the Ir jan ſtate, "0. 

Great Hector, entered at the Scx:n gate. 

Beneath the beech-tree's conſecrated ſhades, 

The Trojan matrons and the Trojan maids 


1 Around him flock'd, ali preis'd with pious care 


zco 
For nuſbands, brothers, ſons, engag'd in war. 


He bids the train in long proceſſiou go, 

And ſeek the Gods t avert th' impending woe. 
And now ro Priam's ftatelv courts he came, 
Rais'd on arch'd columns of ſtupendous fame; 305 


Oer theſe a range of marble ſtr uctures runs, 150 


The rich pavilions of his ficty ſons, | 
In fifty chambers lodg'd : and rooms of tate 


| Oppos'd to thoſe, where Priam's daughters fate | 


Twelve dumes for them and their lov'd yum.” 
ſhone, 


Of equal beauty, and of poliſh'd ſtone. 
Hither great Hector pas“ d, nor paſs'd unſeen 


Of royal Hecuba, his mother queen + 
(With her Laodice, whoſe beauteous face | 
Surpais'd the nymphs of Troy" s illuſtrious race :) 


375 


O Hector! ſay, what gre:.t occaſion calis 
My fon from fight, wh-n Greece ſurrounds our 
walls? | 
Com'fttluu to ſupplicate th' Almiglity power, 320 | 
With lifted hands from Ihon's lofty tower * 


In Jove's high name, tv ſprinkle on the ground, 


Stay, till I bring the cup with B:ic:hus crown'd, 5 h 


And pay due vows to all the Gods around. 


Then with a pientcous draught refreſh thy ioul, 


- 4325 - 
And 4 new ſpirits from the gener, ous bowl; 3 


Spent as thou art with long Jaburious „ght, 
The brave defender of thy cuuntry's 5g lit. 


Far hence be Bacchus” gifts (tlie chief re-) | 
| join '4:) 


Inflaming wine, pernicious to mankind, $30 4 
 Unnerres the limbs, aud dulls the noble wind. 

| Let chusts abf+: n, and ipare the ſacred juice 

| To ſprink le, to the Gods, its better uſe. 


By me that Holy ot7:ce ere profan” 4; 


Ill fits it me, with human gore e iſtain'd, — as 
To the pure ſkics thete horrid hands to raiſe, : 
| Or © ker Heaven's great Sire polluted praiſe. 


In the fu!l harveſt of yon ample field, 

Enough of Greeks ſhall dye thy ipear with gore; 

But thou aud Diomed de foes uo mord. 285 5 * 
Vor. VI. . | | 


You, with vour matrens, ge! a fpotiets train, 


And bmi i; oddurs in Minerva's faite. 


The large ;nantle your full wardrobes hold, 340 


Moſt oh iz'd tor a. t, * labnur d o'er with gold, 


* 


Win Helen touching on the T. 


The various textures and the various dy £5: 


58 POPE'S 


Before the Goddeſo honour'd knees be ſpread, 

And twelve young hcfers to her abar jed. 

So w. ay the Po er, ton d by ervont prayer, 

Gur wives, our nat, and our city tpare, 

And far a ert Todides' waſteful ire, 

Who mous w hole troops, and makes all Troy re- 

tire. 

Be this, O mother, year religious care; 

go to raus e oft Faris to the war: 

If yet, not loit to a the ſenſe of ſhame, 350 

The recreant wilriour hear the voice of fame. 
Oh would K ind carth the hateful wietch embrace, 


345 


That peſt &f Troy, that ruin of our race! 


Peep to the dark abifs might he defcend, 

Tro yet mould four ifh, and my ſorrows end. 355 
This heard 4, the gave command; | and ſum- 
| mod came 5 

Eac! u noble matron and! guftrious FIR 

The Phry gian qucen to her rich wardrobe went, 


Where treaſur'd odours breath'd a coftly ſcent. 


There lay the veſtures of no vulgar art, 
Sidonian maids en.broider'd every part, 
Whom from ſoft Sidon yeathiul Paris tore, 
rian hoe. 
Here as the Queen reroh d with careful ces 


360 


365 


She chute a ve] that ikune fuper ionr iar, 


FVierſelf with this the Ini 


And $Jlovw'd retwgent 25 the morning Rar. 
proc ton leu ds; 
The train wajeſticaily flow procceds. 


Soon a, to Ilion's top oſt tower they come, 370 


And au ful re:ch the high Palladian dowe, 


 Amenor's contort, fair Jheano, watts 


_.Guriclves, our infants, and cer city ſpare | 
Se pray d the priettet 
So vow'd the matrons, 


As Pallas* prieſteis, and unbars the gates, 


With hands uplitted and imploring eyes, 


"ney fill the dome with ſupplicating cries. 375 


The prieſteſ then the ſhining veil diſplays, 


Plac's 6 Minerva's knecs, and thus ſhe prays : 


h awful Geddeſs! ever-dreadtul mot J. 334 
.Troy's 
Break thou 1 yd:gdes fpe: ar, md let him tall 


s ſtrens defence, vnconguer'd Pelias, aid 1 
330 f 
Prone on the duft hefore the Ian wall, TT 
So twelve young heifers, cuiltiefs of the yoke, 
Shall fl th ve mp with a grateful ſmoke. 
Fit thou, aton'd by penitence and prayer, | 
385 
in her holy tane : ; | 
but they you'd in vain. 
White theſe appear before tlie Power with 
avers, 8 
Hee cior w Paris! lofty dome repa re, 


untelt the manſion rais'd, f om ev ery part t 3507] 


> ear Pria 
The pore pous ftructure, and the fown commands. 


Ailembling architects of matehileis art. 


. 
83 © E 
* 


court and Hector 's palace fands 
A trear ther hero bore cf Mondrou: trergth, 
Gi 10} ten cubits was. the jance“ length, 295 
7T he ttely point w ith evlten ringiets zoin'd, 
Before hem br. ndith . at euch motion ſtin'd. 
in Sents! ns in the ghttering roons he found. 
Hi> brather-chier, vo hoe niet um lay found, 
fi's © delighting vith the ij iend:d fnun, 400 
Friehte: ng tte eic, 1d Poli litbinzt he buws 
Beft..c lim Helen will her virgzins Bands, | 


Pres their nick jubuurs. and i: tructo their 


Bands. 
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Him thus unactive, with an ardent look 
The prince beheld, and high refenting ſpoke. 405 
Thy hate to Troy, is this the time to ſhow ? 
(Oh wretch ill-fated, 2nd thy country 's foe ') 
Paris and Greece againſt us, both conſpire ; 
Thy cloſe \eſentmeat, and their vengetul ire. 
Fer thee great Ilion's guardian heroes fall, 410 
Til} heaps of dead alone defend her wall: 

For thee tlie ſoldier bleeds, the matron mourn:, 
And waiteful v ar in all its fury burns. 
Ungrateiul man! deferves not this thy care, 

Our troops to hearten, and our tcils to thre? 415 5 

Rue, or behold the con.:uering flames aſcend, 
And all the Phrygian x glorics at an end. 

Brother, *tis juſt (reply d the generous youth) 
Thy free remonttrance proves "thy worth and 

truth: 

Yet charge my abſence leſs, oh generous chief“ 

20 
On hate to Troy, than confeious ſhame and erin 
Here, hid from human eves, thy brother ſate, 

And mourn'd in ſecret, his and llion's fate. 

Tis now enough: now glory ſpreads her charms, 
And beauteous Helen calls her chief to arms. 42 5 
Conqueſt to-day my happicr ſword may bleſs, 
Tis man's to fight, but Heaven's to give ſucceſs. 
But while 1 arm, contain thy ardent mind; 5 
Or go, and Paris ſhall not lag behind. 

He ſaid, nor anſwer'd Priamn's wartike fon 3 
430 
When Helen thus w ith lowly grace begun: 
Oh generous brother ! if the guilty dame, 
That caus'd thete woes, deſerves a fiſter's name 
Would Heaven, ere all theſe dreadful deeds were 

done, 

The day that "ns d me to the 8 tn” 435 

Had feen my death! Why did not 0 hirkvinds 
bear | | 8 

The fatal infant to the fowls of a5 

Why tunk I not beneath the u helming tide, 

And *'midft the roarings of the waters died? 
Heaven fil!'d up all my ills, and I accurft 
\ Bore all, and Paris of thoſe ills the worft, 
Helen at leaſt a braver ſpouſe might claim, 
Warm'd with ſome virtue, | ſome regard of fame? 
Now, tir'd with toils, thy faiming jimbs recline, 
| With tvils, ſuſtain'd for Paris' fake and mine: 443 

The Gods have link'd our nterable doom, 
Our preſent woe and infamy io come: _ 
Wide mall it fprearl, and laſt through ages long. 
Example fad! and theme of future ſong. 

The chief reply'd: this time furbids to reft : 


C3 
| The Trojan bands, by hoſtile 1.5 preſt, wa 
Demand their Hector, and his arm require; 
The combat urges, and my ſoul's on nre. 

Urge thou thy Knight to march where glory call, 
And timely join me, ere | cave ine walls, 445 
Ere vet I mingle. in the direful fray, 

My wife, my infant, claim a moment's ſtay ; 
This day (per haps the laſt that ſces me here) 
. mands a par ting ward, a tender tear: 
Inis day, ſome God v ho hates cur Troian land 46S 
| Muy vanquiſh Hector by a Crecian nad. 

lle tad, and Piſs vi ith ſad pret aging heart 
To iz 12 (K Iis 1 110 dute, Ui fl. 1 r de vcr 1 alt, 


440 
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At home he ſought her, but he ſought in vain: 
She, with one maid of a!l her menial tr ain, 4-5 
Had thence retir'd ; and with her fecon:l joy, 
The young Aſtyanax, the hope of Trov, 
Penſive ſhe ſtood on Ilion's toweryv heiglit, 
Beheld the war, and ficken'd at the ſight : 
"There her ſad eyes in vain her lord exptore, 470 
Or weep the w ounes lier lecding country bo. e.g 
But he who found not whom his foul defir'd, 
Whoſe virtue charm'd tin as her beauty fir'd, 
Stood in the gates, and aix'd what way the bent 
Her parting ſtep * If to tie fane ſhe w ent, 475 
Where late the mour ning matrons r:ade refort ; 
Or ſought her ſiſters in the Trojan cout? 
Not to the cour t, (reply d th' attendant train) 
Nor mix'd with matrons to Minerva's jane: 
To lion's ſteepy tower ſhe bent her wav, 480 
To mark the tortunes of the doubtful day. 
Trov flcd, ſhe heard, before the Grecian he ord ; 
She heard, and trembled for her abtent lord: 
Diſtracted with ſurprize, the ſeem' to fly, 
Fear on her cheek, and forrow in her eye. 
The nurſe attended with her infant bov, 
The young Aſtyanax, the hope of Troy. 
Hector, this heard, return'd without delay: 
Swift through the town he trod his former way, 
Through Kr: eets of palaces, and walks of ſtr: 


485 


And met the mourner at the Scæan gate. 
With haſte to meet him ſprung the j yu fair, 
His blameleſs wife, Action's wealthy heir; 
(Cilician Thebe great Attion ſway ; W 
And Ilippoplacus' wide-exterd d made) 
The nurie ſtood near, in whote embraces preit 
His only hope hung ſmiling at fer breatt, 
Whom each ſoft ch arm and early grace: worm, 
Fair as the new- horn ſtar that glas the morn. 
To this lov'd infant Hector gave the name 500 


Scamandrius, trum Scamander's honour'd ſtream; | 


 Aſtyanax the Trojans calt'd the boy, = 
From his great father, the defence of Troy. 


Silent the varriour fmil'd, and, pleas'd, reſign'd 


To tender paſſions all his mighty nuad : 

His beautcous princeſs caſt a mournful lo: K, 
Hung on bis hand. and then dels eted tpoke ; 
ler bofom labo.ir'd with a boding gh, 

And the big tear ſtood trembling in her eve. 


505 


Too dar ug prince! ali, u hither duſt thou run? : 


510 
Ah. too forget! "ul | of thy wife and FRY 


Ad think” ft thou not how wretc hed we ſhall be, | 


A widow 1, an helplets orphan be ! 

For fure ſuch courage length of lite denies ; 
And thou muſt fall, thy virtuc's ſacrifice. 
Greece in her fingle heroes ſtrove in vain ; 
Now Hoſts oppoſe thee, and thou mutt he lain * 
Oh grant me, Gods! ere Hector meets his doom, 
ll can aſk of Reaven, an early tomb! 
So ſhall mv days in one fl] tengur run, 
And end with forrows as they firit begun. 
No parent now remains my griets to ſhare, 
No father's aid, no mother's tender Caro, 
The fierce Aciiilles wrapt our wall! in tire 
Laid Thebe witte, and flew my warlike firs! 525 
His fate compaſſiou in the vidtor bred ; | 
deer tu dS bag A. he yet ieys's the dec ; 


520 


29; 


4 


— 


490 | 


3 


* * 


Redeum'd too late, ſhe ſc uc heheld again 
Her 1 empire and her native plain, 


Thrice our bold foes the frees attack have 


59 


2 radiant arms preſerv'd from hoſtile ipo'l, 
nd laid him decent on the funeral pile; 
1 hei rais'd a mountain where his bumes Were 
imrn'd: 
The mountain nymphs the rural tenib adorn'd, 
Jove's iylvan daugiiters bade thetr zehn bettow |, 
A harren made, and in his hanovr grow, Pu 
By the tame arm my ieren brave brothers fell; 
In one fad dar beheld the egresot hell; 33 5 
Wivie the tit herds and fies Y orks they fel ; 


Amid their ficids the hapicis herocs bled ! 
My niotier lis to bear the viftur's bands, 


The «queen of Hippoplaciy's tyl- an lands: | 
540. 
When, ah! oppreſt by life-confuming woe, 
She fell a victim to Drana's how. 

Yet, while my Hector ſtiil ſurviy ee, I fee 
My father, mother, brethren, all, in thee 


Alas! mv parents, brothers, kindred, ” 
Once more will perith, if my Hector fall. 


543 


Thy wife, thy infant, in thy danger ae: 
1 Oh prove a hnſband's and a father”: 


;Ccire! | 

hat quarter molt the tkilfu! Greeks annoy, 550 
— yon wild fig-trees join the wall of Fron: 

Thou from this tower defend th' important poſt; 

here Agamemnon points his dreadtu! hoſt, 

That pats Tydides, Ajax, ſtrive te gain, 

And there the vengefu] Spartan fires his train. 

555 


e g1V en, 


Or led b- hope, or dictated from Heaven, 


II. 
| Let me be foremoſt to defend the throne, | 


2 YT. 


Net that alone, but al! the works of war. 
How would the fons of Troy, in arms renowtr d, 
And Froy's proud Games, whote 


To bear the victor”s 
The w eight ot waters from IVEY 13 5 fir: n 3. 
There, While: you groan heneath the Nil lt ot 11 de. 


Let others in the field their a1 ms employ, g 
But ſtay my Hector here, and guard his Tror. * 
The chief re: oye: That poſt be all my care, 

| 36 


garments ſweep 
tlie zroun. ER 


| Attaint the Juitre of my former name. 
Should Hector baſely uit the field of fame : 565 


M, curly vouth was bred to martial pain, 
nil impel me to th' embattled ptains : 


And guard my father's g'ories, ani my oun. 
Vet come it will, tue ay d ere hy fates: 570 
( ow my heart tremble. u hie my tor sue re- 
| Lites '} 


| The dus when thou, imperial T Tro! mus bend, 


n teeth, warriours fall, thy glories end. 
An yet 11 „dire preſuge fo wounds me mind, 


* 


Mu MES oy L. CES: th, tu ruin Ot ry Kind, 575 
Not ria us henry Iris defil'd with dare, 5 
Not all my brothers gaſping on the more 

As thine, Andromache ! thy grizfe ! Sea : 

i :ee the trembling, vecpiug , Caniive led! 

In Argive lwans cur bottles to deu, 225 | 


4 A in 12 
hard cor mand. 5 90 Urin 


And woc, of vanch to large aq hs Was 


T hev cry, Bebvid the migtity Hectur's Wie! 


85 
Som: . mehty © cek. Fe lives the; teur fo it 


Brut to alt thy Woes, hy Nainibs me. 


Jl 2 


*s 
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The thoughts of glory paſt, and preſent ſhame, 
A thouſand griefs ſhall waken at the name 
May I lie cold «for © that dreadful day, 550 
Prefs'd with a load of monumental clay | 
Thy Hector, wrapt in everlaſting ſleep, 
Shall neither hear thee ſigh, nor ſee thee weep. 
Thus having ſpoke, th' illuſtrious chief of Troy 
Stre:ch'd his fond arms to claſp the lovely boy. 
| 595 
The babe clung crying to his nurſe's breaſt, 


Scar d at the dazzling helm, and nodding creſt. 
With ecret pleaſure each fond parent ſmil'd, 
And Hector haſted to relieve his child, 


The glittering terrours from his brows unbound, 
| BE: 6c 
And plac'd the beaming helmet on the ground. 


Then kifs'd the cluic, and litting high in air, 
Thus to the Gods preferr'd a father's prayer: 


O thou! whoſe glory fills th' zthereal throne, 
And all ye deathleſs powers! protect my ſon 


To guard the Trojans, to defend the crown, 


_ Againſt his country's foes the war to wage, 


And riſe the Hector of the future age 


So when, triumphant from ſucceſsful toils 610 


Fix'd 13 rhe term to all the race of earth: 
And incl, the hard condition of cur birth, 

No force can then reſiſt, no tight can fave; $30 | 
All fink alike, the tearful and the brave. 


There guide the ſpindle, and direct the loon: ; | 


Of heroes ſlain, he bears the reeking ſpoils, 
Whole hotts may hail him with deſerv'd acclaim, 


Aud ſay, this chief tranſcends his father's fame: 


While, pleas'd, amidſt the general ſhouts of T: oy, 


His mother's confcicus heart o'erflows wit joy. 
He ſpoke, and fondly gazing on her charms, a 
Reſtor'd the pleaſing urthen to ber arms; 
Soſt on her fragrant breaſt the bade ſhe laid, 
Huſn'd to repote, and with a ſmile furvey'd. 
The troubled pleaſure ſoon chaſt i'd by fear, 620 
She mingled with a ſmile a tender tear. | 


The ſoften'd chief with kind compaſſion view'd, 


And &r.'d the falling drops. and thus purſued : 


An.romache ! iy ſoul's far better part, 


Wh, with untimely ſorrous heaves thy heart; 


9 h | - | 625 
No hoftile hand can antedate my door, | 
Til! fn condemns me to the ſilent tomb. 


No more—but haſten to th, taſks at home, 


5 605 
SGrant him, like me, to pu-chaſe juſt renown, 
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Me glory ſummons to the martial ſcene, 

The field of combat is the ſphere for men. 635 
Where heroes war, the foremoſt place I claim, 
The firſt in danger, as the firſt in fame. 

Thus having ſaid, the glorious chief reſumes 
His towery helmet, black with ſhading plumes. 
His princeſs parts with a prophetic figh, 640 
Unwilling parts, and oft reverts her eye, 

That ſtream'd at every look: then, moving 
flow, 


| Sorght her own palace, and induig'd her wee. 
| There, while her tears deplor'd the god-like man, 
| Through all her train the ſoft infection ran, 645 


| The pious maids their mingled ſorrows ſhed, 

And mourn the living Hector, as the dend. 
But now, no longer deaf to honour's call, 

Forth iſſues Paris from the palace wall. 


In brazen ar ms that caſt a gleamy ray, 650 
Swift through the town the warriour bends his 
way. 


The wanton courſer thus, with reins unhound, 

Breaks from his ſtall, and beats the trembling _ 

| ground ; 5 . By 

Pamper'd and proud, he ſeeks the wonted tides, 

And laves, in height of blood, his ſhining fides ; 
. 65 

His head now freed, he toſſes to the ſkies; e 

His mane diſhevell'd o'er his ſhoulders flies; 

He ſnuffs the females in the diſtant plain, 

And ſprings, exulting, to his fields again. 

With equal triumph, ſprightly, hold, and gay, 


Þ| I arms refulgent as the God of day, 


The fon of Priam, glorving in his might, 
Ruſh'd forth with Hector to the fields of fight., 
And now, the warriours paſſing on the way, 
The graceful Paris firſt excus'd his ſtay. 66; 
To whom the noble Hector thus reply'd : 
O chief! in blood, and now in arms, ally'd ! 
Thy power in war with juſtice none conteſt ; 
Known is thy co::rage, and thy ſtrength confeſt. 
What pitv ſlath ſhould ſeize a toul ſo brave, 679. 
Or o:l-like Paris live a woman's flave ! N 
My heart u cep blood at what the Trojans ſay, 


| And hopes, th deeds thall wipe the ſtain away. 
_ | Haſte then, in all their glorious labours ſhare ; 


| For much they iutfer, for thy ſake, in war, 67; 
Theſe ills hall ceaſe, whene'r by Jove's decree 
We crown the bowl to Heaven and Liberty: 


| White the proud foc his fruſtrate triumphs mourns, = 


And Greece indignant through her ſeas returns, 
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THE A Gu ME N T. 
The ſingle combat of Hector and Ajax. 
THE battle renewing with double ardour upon the return of Hector, Minerva ig, 


under apprebenſions for the Greeks. Apollo, ſeeing her deſeend from Olympus, 


| joins her near the Scæan gate, they agree to put off the general engagement for 


that day, and incite Heftor to challenge the Greeks to a ſingle combat. - Nine of 


| the princes accepting the challenge, the lot is caſt, and falls upon Ajax. Theſe 


| heroes, after ſeveral attacks, are parted by the night. The Trojans calling a 


council, Antenor propoſes the delivery of Helen to the Greeks, to which Paris will 


not conſent, but offers to reſtore them her riches. Priam 
this offer, and to demand a truce for burning the dead; the laſt of which only is 
agreed to by Agamemnon. 


lends a herald to make 


Il hen the funerals are performed, the Greeks, pur- 


ſuant to the advice of Neſtor, ereft a fortification to protect their fleet and camp, 


flanked with towers, and defended by a ditch and paliſades. Neptune teſtifies his 


jealouſy at this work, but is pacified by a promiſe from Jupiter. Both armies paſs 


the might in feaſting, but Fupiter diſheartens the Trojans with thunder and other 


fegns of his wrath. 


The three and twentieth day ends with the duel of Hector and Ajax : the next 


day the truce is agreed: another is taken up in the funeral rites of the Hain; ana 


ene more in building the fortification before the ſhips. So that ſomewhat 


three days is employed in this book. The ſcene lies whelly in the field. 5 


d ſpoke the guardian of the Trojan ſtate, 
AJ Then ruſh'd impetuous through tie Scæan 
ate. | | | 5 
Him Paris ſollou d to the dire alarms ; DE 
Both breathing ſlaughter, both reſolv'd in arms. 
As when to ſailors labouring thro:.gh the main, 5 
That long had heav'd the weary oar in vain, | 
ſove bids at length th' expected gales ariſe, 
he gales blow grateful, and the vetſel flies; | 
So welcome theſe to Troy's deſiring train; 
Bold Paris firſt the work of death begun 
dn great Meneſtheus, Areithous' ſon : 
Sprung from the fair Philomeda's embrace, 
The pleaſing Arne was hi: ative place. 
Then ſunk Eioneus to the ſhudes belle, 15 
Beneath his ſtecly caſque he fe't the blouw, 
Full on his neck, from Hector's weighty hand; 


: . - . ; 
Thus wings thy pregreis from the calms above ? 


once more: {mpetuous doſt th bent! thy way, 


[his div the bufingts ct the feld tippen; 


And rulPd, with limbs relax'd, along ils bud, 


q By C1? ſpear the bold Iphinous ieee, 


above 


Fix*, 4 the thuulder as he mounts his fteeus; 20 


I Headlong he tumbles: his flack nerves unbo-nd, 


Drop hie cold ::felefs members on the grmand, 
When now Minerva faw her Argives flain, 
From vaſt Olympus to the gleaming plain. 


Fierce the deſcends: Apollo maik'd her flight, 2; 


I Nor ſhot iefs ſwiſt f om Ilion's towery height; 
Rad ait they wet, heneath the beechen ſhade; 

| When thus polio to the blue-cy'd Maid: 

The hands are chear'd, the war av.akes again. 10 


What cauſe, O D:ughter of almighty ove! 


32 
To give ty Greece the long-d: vided dux? 

Toy much has Troy alrendy felt they hate, 

Nev breathe thy rage, and lum the tern debate: 


War ſoon mall Kiudle, and great Illion bent : 


9 © 
1 


Thus told the dictates of his ſacred breaſt : 
DO ſon of Priain ! let thy faithful ear | 
| thy friend and brother hear ! 
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Since vengeful Goddeſſes confederate join 

To raze her walls, though built by hands divine. 
To whom the Progeny of Jove replies: 

T left, for this, the council of the ſkies: 

But who ſhall bid confiifting hoſts forbear, 

What art ſhall calm the furious fons of war? 

To her ibs Got : Grat Heetor's foul incite 

To dare the buid-'t Greek to ſingle fight, 

Till Greece, provox'd, from all her numbers 

130vWwv 45 

A warriour worthy to be Hector's foe, 

At this ag:*ed, the heavenly powers withdrew ; 

Sage Helenus their ſecret counſels knew: 

- Hector, in ſpir'd, he fought: to him addreſt, 


Receive my words ; 
Oo forth perſuaſive, and a while engage 
The warring nations to ſuſpend their rage ; 
Then dare the boldeſt of the hoſtile train 
To mortal combat on the liſted plain. | 
For not this day ſnall end thy glorious date, 
The Gods have ſpoke it, and their voice is fate. 
He faid : the warriour heard the word with joy; 
T hen with his ſpear reſtrain'd the youth of Troy, 
60 


55 


Hel. by the midſt acrart. On either hand, 
The ſquadrons pa-t; th' expecting Trojans ſtand: 
Great \gamemnon bids the Greeks forbear; 
They breathe, and huth the tumult of the war. 


Th' Athenian Maid and glorious God of day 61 5 | 


With ſilent joy the ſettling hoſts ſurvey : 
In form of vultures, on the beech's height 


They fic conceal'd, and vit the future fight. 


The thronging troops obicure the duſky fields, 
Ford with briftling ſpears, and gleaming ſhields. 


As when a general darkneG veils the main, 
(Soft Zephyr curling the wide watery plain) 
Ile waves ſcarce heave, the face of Ocean _— 
And 2 thi] horrour ſaddens all the deeps : 
Thus in thick orders ſettling wide around, TL 
At length compos'd they fit. and ſhake the ground. 
Ga Ilector nrſt amicit hoth armies broke 
Ihe ſolemn filence, and their powers beſpoke : 
bicnt, ali ve Trajan, all je Grecian bands, 
Whit my tor: | prompts, aud whit ſome God com- 
RO mange: | 5 30 
Great Jore, averſe our warfare to e 
O'eru helnis the nations with new toils and woes; 
War witli 4 fiercer tive Once more retu:ns, 
Ti] Then falls, or tih you nas y burns, 
You then, O prices of the Gieeks appear; 
Is Hector treaks, audi calls the Gods to * ir: 
Freun all your troops ſelect the buldeft Kniglit, 
Aud b;m, the boldeft, Hector dares to fight. 
Here jt 1Lf:Þ, by chance of battle flain, 
Fe his my ſpoil, and his theſe arms remain ; 
But le. mi body, to my friends return'd, 
By Pre: mn hands and 'Frojan flames be burn'd. 
And if Apollo, in whoſe aid l trutt, 
Shall titetch your daring champion in the duſt : 
It mine the glory to defpoil the foe; - 95 
Ou Phoct.us* temple F:] his arms beltov; | 
The breathlcfs carcaſe to your navy lent, 
C: ce wii the Myre thali raiſe 4 monument ; 
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Participate their tame, and ples 


| How great the ſhame, when every age e ſhall know 


; | Thus to the kings he ſpoke : 


low would he hit his aged arms on high, 
| Lament inglorious Greece, and beg to die 
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Which when ſome future mariner ſurveys, 


Wiaſh d by broad Helleſpont's reſounding ſeas, 100 


Tus ſhall he fay, © A valiant Greek lies there, 

« By Hector ſlain, the mighty man of war.” 

The ſtone ſhall tell yuur vanquiſh'd hero's name, 

And diſtant ages learn the victor's fame. 

- This fierce defiance Greece aſtonith'd heard, 105 

Much d to refuſe, and to accept it fear d. 

Stern Menelaus firſt the ſilence broke, | 

And, inlv groaning, thus opprobrious ſpoke : 
Women of Greece Oh ſcandal of your race, 

Whoſe coward fouls your manly form diſgrace 

110 


That not a Grecian met this noble foe ! | 
Go then, reſolve to earth, from whence ye grew, 
A heartlefs, ſpiritleſs, inglortous crew! 
Be what ye ſeem, unanim ated clay 
Myſelf will dare the danger of the day. 
'Tis man's bold tatk the generous ſtrife to at ad 
But in the hands of God is victory. 

Theſe words ſcarce ſpoke, with generous ar- 

dour preſt, 

His manly limbs in azure arms he dreſt: 
That day, Atrides! a ſuperiour hand 
Had ftretch'd thee breathleſs on the hoſtile rand, 
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120 


Eut all at once. thy fury to compoſe, 


The kings of Greece, an awful band, aroſe : | 
Ev'n he their chief, great Agamemnon, preſo'd 
12 
Thy daring hand, and this advice addrefs'd: 
Whither, O Menelaus ! wouldſt thou run, . 
And tempt a fate, which prudence bids thee ſnuun? 
Griev'd ihough thou art, forbear the raſh defign ; 


Great He&or's arm is mightier far than thine. 130 
 Ev'n fierce Achilles learn'd its force to fear, 
And trembling me: this dreadful ſon of war. 

Sit thou ſecure ami-iſt thy ſocial band : 


Greece in our cauſe ſhall arm tome pow er ful had, | 
The mightieſt warriour of th' Achatan name, 135 
Though bool, and burning with defire of fame, 
Content, the douhtful honour might forego, P 

So great the danger, and ſo brave the foe. ,- 

He ſaid, and turn'd his brother's vengeful! mind; 
He ſtoop d to reaſon, and his rage refign'd, 140 
No longer bent to ruſh on certain harms; _ 
His joytul friends unbrace his azure arms. 

He, from whoſe lips divine periuation flows, 
Grave Nettor, then, in gracetul act aroſe. 

What grief, witat 
ſhame, | | 

Attend on Greece, and all the Grecian name 1! 

How fh:ll, alas! her hoary heroes mourn 

Their tons degenerate, and their race a fcorn ! > 

W hat tears thall down thy filver beard be roll'd, 

On Pe'eus, old in arms, in wiſdom old! 150 


Once with what joy the generous prince would 


hear 
Of every chief who fought this glorious war; 
d enquire 
Each name, each action, and each hero's fire! 
God> | ſhould he ſee our warricurs trembling 
ttand, 
And trembling all before one hoſtile hand ; 


— 
% 


135 
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on! would to all th' immortal powers above, 
Minerva, Phazbus, and almiphty Jove ' 
Years might again roll b: ck, my youth renew, 
And give this arm the ipring v nich once it knew : 
When, fierce in war. where Jordan's waters fall 
I led my troops to Phea's trembling wall, 
And with th? Arcad:au ſpears my pꝛowets try 4 
105 
Where Celadon rolls down his rapid tide. 
There Erewhalion bray'd us in the field, 
Proud, Arcithous' dreadful arms to wie! 14; ; 
Great 'Areithous, known from ſhore to thore 
By the huge, knotted, iron mace he bore z 
No lance lie ſhook, nor b-at the twanging bow, 
But broke, with this, the battle of the foe. 
Him not by manly force | ycurgus flew, 
Whoſe guileful j:yclin from the thicket flew, 
Deep in a winding way his hreaſt atfaiPd, 175 
Nor au-{t the warriour's thundering mace a- 
vuail'd. 
Supine he fell: 


But when old age had dimm'd Lycurgus' eyes, 
_ ToEreuthalioa he conſign'd the prize. 180 
Furious with this, he cruſh'd our level'd bands, 
And dar'd the trial of the ſtrongeſt hands; 
Nor could the ſtrongeſt hands his fury ſtay; 
All faw, and fear'd, h's huge tempeſtuous ſway. 


Till I, the youngeſt of th: hoſt appear d, 18 5 


And, 'voungeſt, met whom all our army fear'd. 
fought the chief : my arms Minerva ciown'd: 
| Prone feil the giant o'er a length of ground. 

What then he was, Oh were you Neſtor now 
Not Hector's ſelf ſhould want an equal foe. 
But, warriours, you, that youthful vigour boalt, 
The flower of Greece, th' examples of our hoſt, 


Sprung from ſuch fathers, who fuch number 5 | 


ſwav, 


can vou ſtand trembling, and deſert the day; 'S 


And nine, the nobleſt of the Grecian name, 
U p-ſtarted fierce : but far before the reſt 
The king of men advanc'd his dauatlets breaſt : 
Then bold Tydides, great in arms zppear'd ; 
And next his bulk gigantic Ajax rear'd; 
Oileus followed ; Idomen was there, 
And Merion dreadful as the Gud of War: : 
With theſe Eurypylus and Tho.s ſtand, 
And wiſe Ulyſſes clos'd the daring band. 
All theſe, alike inſpir'd with noble rage, 205 
Demand the fight. To whom the Pylian fage : 
Leſt thirſit of glory your brave ſouls divide; 55 
What chief thall combat, let the lots decide. 
Bom heaven ſhall chuſe, be his the cl. ance to 
WER a 
His country's ſame, his own immortal praiſe. 2 210 
Ihe lots produc'd, each hero figns his own ; 


Then in the general's helm the fates are 8 3 


The people pray, with lifted eyes and hands, 
And vous like theſe aſcend ſrom all the bands: 
Graat, thou Almighty! in whoſe hand. 1 15 * 
215 
A worthy champion for the Grecia:y ſtate. : 
This taſk ler Ajax or Tydides prove, 

Or le, tlie King of Kings, betoy' d by Jove! 


160 


170 


| Ajax in all the toils of battle bred ? 
thoſe ams which Mars before | 
Had given the vanquith'd, now the victor bore: 


190 


| This Ajax bore befo e his manly breaft, 


63 


Old Neſtor ſhook the caſque. By heaven in- 
ſpir'd, 
Leap'd forth the lot, of every Greek defir'd. 220 
This from the right to left the herald bears, | 
Held out in order to the Grecian peers; 
Each to his rival yields the mark unknown, 
Tiil god-like Ajax finds the ot his own ; 
Surveys th' inſcription with rejoicing eyes, 225 
Then caſts before lim, and with tranſport cries : 
Warriouis! I claim the lot, and arm with joy; 
Be mine the conqueſt of this chief of Troy. 
Now while my brighteſt arms my limbs inveſt, 
To Saturn's ton be all your vows addreſt: 230 
But pray in ſecret, leſt the foes ſhould hear, 
Ani deem your prayers the mean effects of fear. 
| Said I in ſecret ? No, vour votes declare, 
In fuch a voice as fills the earth and air. 
Lives the e a chief hm Ajax ought to dread, 


From warlixe Salamis I drew my birth, 
And, born to combats, fear no force on earth. 
He ſaid. The troops, with elevated eyes, 


Implore the Gud, w hole thunder rends the ſkies: 1 


o Father or mankind, ſuperior Lord! 
4 On lofty Idas holy cull ador d; 
Who in the higlieſt heaven naſt fix d 


TY throne, 
Supreme of Gods ! ! unbounded and alone: 

Grau thou, that Telamon ma, bear away 245 
The praiſe and conqueſt of this doubrful day; 


Or it illuttrious Hector be thy care, 
That both may claim it, and that hoth may ſhare. 


Now Ajax brac'd his dazzling armour on ; 


Sheath'd in bright ſteel the giant-warriour thone: 


5 250 Va 
He moves to combat with majeſtic pace ; Op 8 
So ſtalks in arms the grizly God of Thrace, 


When Jove to punith laithleſs men prepares 
His warm reproofs the liſtening Kings inflame; 


295 | Thus march'd the cluet, tremendous as a God: 


And gives whole nations to che waſte of wars. 


| | . 288 

_ | Grimly he ſmil'd ; earth trembled as he rode: | 
His matly j. avelin, quivering in his hand, . 
He ſtood, the bulwark of the Grecian band. 

9 hrou2h every Argive heart new tr — ran; 


All Tron ſtood trembling at the mighty man: 260 5 


 Ev'n Hector paus'd; and, with new doubt op- 


prett, 


Felt his great heart ended in his breaſt: 


"Twas vain to ſeek. retreat, and vain to fear; 


Himlelf had chalieng'd, and the foe drew near. 


Stern Telamon behind his ample ſhicld, 26 5 


As from a br.azen tower, o'erlook'd the field. | 
| Huge Mus its orb, with ſeven thick * 0 er- 


caſt 


Of tough bull-hides : af fold braſs the 1, 


(The v. cork of 1 ychius, who in Hyle dvcell” d, | 

And all in arts of armoury excell'd :) 270 

And, threatening, thus his ady erſe chief addreſt: 
Hector! approach my arm ! and fingly know _ 


| What ftrenyth thou halt, and what the Crecian 


toe. 


| Achilles ſhuns the fight; yet ſome there are, 275 
Not void If ſoul, and not untkill' d in war: | 


235 ET 


64 
Let him, unactive on the ſea-heat ſhore, 
Indulge his wrath, and aid our arms no more : 
Whole troops of heroes Greece has yet to boaſt, 
And ſends thee one, a ſample of her hoſt, 280 
Such as I am, I come to prove thy might; 
No more—: e ſudden, and begin the fight. 
O ſon of Telamon, thy country's pride ! 
(To Ajax thus the T1 0jan prince rephy d) 
Me as a boy or woman ould'ſt thou fright, 


285 
New to the field, avid trembling at the firit : # 


Thou meet'it a chief Jeſerving of thy arms, 


To combat born, and bred amidit alarms : 


1 know to ſhift my ground, remount tlie car, 

Turn, charge, and 2: er every call of Mar; 

250 | 
4 


| © O Sage! to Hector be theſe words addreſs'd ; 
1 


To right, to left, the dexterous lance I wield, 
And bear thick battle on my ſounding ſhield. 


But open be our fight, and bold each blow ; 

I ſteal no conqueſt from a noble foe. 

Fe ſaid ; and, riſing high above the field, 295 

Whirl'd the long lance againſt the ſev enfold 
ſhield. 


| Full on the braſs deſcending from above 
Through fix bull-hides the furious weapon drove, 


Till in the ſeventh it fix'd. Then Ajax threw ; 
Through Hector's ſhield the forceful 8 flew, 


His corſlet enters, and his garment rends, 
And glancing dou nwa ds near his flank deſcends. 


The wary Trojan ſhrinks, and, bending low 


Beneath his buckler, difappoin's the blow. 


Black, craggy, vaſt: 
Full on the brazen boſs tie ſtone deſcends ; 


} 


— dans circles round their heads they flew ; 


From their bor'd ſhields the chiefs theirs Javelins 


drew, 


Then cloſe impetuous, and the char ge renew : 

_ Fierce as the mountain-lions bath'd in blood, 
Dr foaming boars, the terrour of the wood. 

At Ajax, Hector his long lance extends; 


The blunted point againſt the buckler bends: 310 
But Ajax, watchful as his foe drew near, 


| DProvethrough the Trojan targe the knotty ſpear ; 
It reach d his neck, w vith matchleſs ſtrength im- 


pell d; 
ſhield. 


| * ceas d not Hector thus; ; but, ſtooping down, 


315 
IA radiant belt that rich with purple glow'd. 
| Then with mazeſtick grace they quit the plain; 


In his tr ong hand up-he: d a Ainty tone, 
to this his force he bends ; 


The hollow brats reſounded with the ſhock. 
Then Ajax feiz'd the fragment of a rock, 


221 
22 


With force tempeſtuci 8 let the ruin fly: 


broke: 


| ; His facken'd knees receiv'd the numbing ſtroke; 
Great Hector ſalls extended on the field, 
His bulk ſupporting on the ſhatter”: 


2 
! thield : * 


Nor wanted heaveuly aid: Apolio's might 
Confirm'd his ſineus. and reſtor'd to fghit. 
And now 
: 


buth heroes tl cir broad taulcliions 


330 


| 


»,ä— 


And joy the nations whom t 
— 


Spouts the black gore, and dims his ſhining | 


And let the Gods decide of death or life 
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' But then by keralds' voice the word was given, 
The ſacred miniſters of earth and heaven: 


Divine Taithybius whom the Greeks employ, 
And fage Idæus on the part of Troy. 
Between the ſwords their peaceful ſceptresrear'd; 


33S - |} 
And firſt Idæusꝰ awful voice was heard: | 
Forbear, my ſons! your farther force to prove, 
"Both dear tu men, and both belov'd of Jove. 
To either hoſt your matchleſs worth is known, 
Each ſounds your praiſe, and war is all your OWN. 


But now the night extends her awful ſhade ; 
The Goddeſs parts you: be the night obey'd. 
To whom great Ajax his high ſoul expreſs'd : 


* Let him who firſt provok'd our chiefs to fight, 


| 345 
Let him demand the ſanction of the night; 


If firſt he aſk it, I content obey, 
And ceaſe the ſtrife when Hector ſhows the way. 2 


Oh firſt of Greeks ! (his noble foe rejoin'd) 
Whom heaven adorns, ſuperior to thy kind, 350 
With ftrength of body, and with worth of 

mind! | 
Now martial law commands us to irons; 


Hereaſter we ſhali meet in glorious war, 


Some future day ſhall lengthen out our ſtrife, 
:- WS 
Since then the night extends her gloomy ſhade, 


And Heaven enjoins it, be the night obey'd. 


Return, brave Ajax, to thy Grecian friends, 
arm defends; 
As I ſhall glad each chief, Trojan wife, 360 
Who wearies Heaven w ith vows for Hector's life. 


But let us, on this memorable day, 


Exchange ſome gift; that Greece and Troy may 


ſay, 


| © Not but glory, made theſe chiefs con- 


tend: | 
© And each brave foe was in his ſoul a friend. * 
| | | 363 
With that, a ſword with ſtars of filver PE 4, 


The baldrick ſtudded, and the ſheath enchas' d. 


He gave the Greek. The generous Greek be- 
ftow'd | 


370 


e N This ſeeks the Grecian, that the Phrygian train. 
320 
Apply d cach nerve, and rigging round. on 


The Trojan bands returning Hector wait, 
And hail with joy the champion of their ſtate : 


| Eicap'd grent Ajax, they furvey'd him round, 
| i Al:ve, unharm'd, and Vigorous from his wound. | 
The huge ſtonc NIE through his buckler | 


375 
To T roy's high gates the g0d-like man the bear, 


Their preſent triumph, as their late deſpair. 
But Ajax, glorying in his hardy deed, 


The well-arm'd Greeks to Agamemnon Sun - 
A ſteer for ſacrifice the king deſign'd, 


1 Of full five vears, and of the nobler Nied 


The victim falls; they ſtrip the ſmoking hide, 
The heaſt they quarter, and tue joints divide; 
Then ſpread the tables, and repaſt prepare, 
Each takes his ſeat, and each receives his ſhare. 


353 


wh 


When now the rage of hunger was remov'd, 


Then hear me, chief! ! nor let the morrow's Jigh: 
Awake thy ſquadrons to new toils of fight: 


From the red field their ſcatter d bodies bear; 400 


Next, to ſecure our camp, and naval power „ 
Raiſe an embattled wall, with lofty towers; | 
From ſpace to ſpace be ample gates around, 

For paſſing chariots ; and a trench — 
o Greece to combat ſhall in ſafety go, 40 


Meanwhile, conven'd at Priam's pa ace gate, 
The Trojan peers in nightly council fate; 415 
A ſenate void of order, as of choice; | 

Their hearts were fearful, and confus'd their | 


E Antenor riſing, thus demands thei. ear: 
Le Trojans, Dardans, and auxiliars, hear 


The graceful huſband ol the Spartan bride ; 3 
Cold counſels, Trojan, may become thy years, 


But ſound ungrateful i in a warriour's ears: 
Old man, if, void of failacy or art, | 
Thy words expreſs the purpoſe of t! ty heart, 
Thou, in thy time, more ſound advice haſt given, 
But wiſdom has its date, ailizn'd by Heaven. 435 
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The king himſelf (an honorary fign) 
Before great Ajax plac'd the mighty chine. 


Neſtor, in each perſuaſive art approv'd, 
The ſage whoſe counſels long had ſway'd the reſt, 
390 
In words like theſe his prudent thought expend: 
How dear, O kings! this fatal day has coſt ! 
What Greeks are periſh'd ! what a people loſt! 
What tides of blood have drench'd Scamander's | 
ſhore ! 
What crowds of heroes ſunk, to riſe no more! 


395 


Some ſpace at leaſt permit the war to breathe, 
While we to flames our flaughter'd friends be- 
queath. 


And nigh the fleet a funeral ſtructure rear ; 
So decent urns their ſnowy bones may keep, 
And pious children o'er their aſhes weep. _ 
Here, where on one promiſcuous pile they blaz'd,- 
High o'er them all a general tomb be rais d; ©; 


Nor fear the fierce incurſions of the foe. 
Twas thus the ſage his wholeſome counſel mov'd; 
The ſceptred kings of Greece his words approv'd. 


voice. 


Tis Heaven the counſel of my breaſt inſpires, 
* 
And I but move what eve ry God requires: | 
Let Sparta's treaſure be this hour reſtor d, 
And Argive Helen own her ancient lord. 
The ties of faith, the ſworn alliance — 


ply d 


430 


Then hear me, princes of the Trojan name ! 


*Twas then, the groaning diſcord to compoſe, 


| Slow from his ſeat the reverend Priam roſe : 


Vor. VI. 


| With general ſhouts return'd him "ur acclaim. 
| Then thus the King of Kings rejeRs the peace: 


| He laid, an 
Their treaſures I'll reſtore, but not the dame 


My treaſures too, for peace, I will reſign ; 
But be this bright poſſeiſion ever mine. 


His god-like aſpect deep attention drew: - 
He paus d, and theſe pacific words enſue : ,” 


Ye Tro ans, Dardans, and auxiiiar bands 


Now take refreſhment as the hour demands: 445 
Guard we!l the walls, relieve the watch of night, 
Till the new ſun reſtore the chearful light: 

Then ſhail our herald to th' Atrides ſent, 

I Before their ſhips proclaim my ſon's inten 

| Next let — te aſk'd, that Troy may burn 


450 


Her ſlaughter d heroes, and their bones inurn ; 


That done, once more the fate of war he try'd, = 
And whoſe the canquete, mighty Jove decide ! | 
The monarch ſpoke ! 
with haſte 
(Each at his poſt in a} a ſhort repaſt. 455 
Soon as the roſy morn had wak'd the day, 
To the black ſhips Idzus bent his way ; 


the warriours ſnatch'd 


There, to the ſons of Mars, in council found, 


He rais'd his voice ; 
round : 
Ye ſons of Atreus, and ye Greeks, give ear! 460 


the hoſt ſtood liſtening _ 


The words of Troy and Troy's great monarch 


hear | 2 
Pleas'd may ye hear (io. Heaven fucceed my 
prayers) 


| What Paris, author of the war, declares. 
The ſpoils and treaſures he to Ilion bore, , | 
(Oh, had he periſh” 0 ere they touch d bur re 9 


He proffers injur'd Greece ; with large — 
Of added Trojan wealth, to buy the peace. 

But to reſtore the beauteous bride again, ET 
This Greece demands, and Troy requeſts in vain. 


Next, O ye chiefs! we aſk a truce, to burn 470 


Our flaughter d heroes, and their bones inurn. 
That done, once more the fate of war be try d. 


And whoſe the conqueſt, mighty Jove decide! 


The Greeks gave ear, but none the fence 
broke : 5 


At length Tydides roſe, and riſing ſpoke : 478 


Oh, take not, friends! defrauded of your fame, 


Their proffer'd wealth, nor ev'n the Spartan 
: dame. 


Let cunteſt make them ours: fate ſhakes their 
Our impious battles the juſt Gods provoke. > 51] | 


As this advice ye practice, or reject, | 
So hope ſucceſs, or dread the dire effect. -Þþ 
The ſenior ſpoke, and late, To whom re- | 


WW 


And Tv, alrea”'y it: ers to her fall. 


T8 admiring cuiefs, and all the Grecian name, | 
450 


Herald! in him thou hear'it the voice of Greece, 


For wha: remains; let funeral flames be fed 


* ith heroes 5 corpſe 3 I war not with the dead: 
485 


| Go ſearch voc fi aughter'd chiefs on yonder — 8 
And gratify the manes of the ſlain: 


Be witneis, 1 whole thunder rolls on high ! 
rear'd his iceptre to the ſky. 
To 'acred Troy, where all her pri ices lay 490 


To wait tu' event, the herald bent his way. 
| He came, aud landing in the m dit, explain'd 


The peace retected, hit the truce obtain d. 
Straight their ſeveral cares the Trojans move; 


Some ſcarch_ the plains, tome fell the joanding 
grave: 
I 
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Nor leſs the Greeks, deſcending on the ſhore, 
Heu d the green foreſts, and the bodies bore. 
And now from forth the chambers of the main, 
To ſhed his ſacred light on earth again, | 
Aroſe the golden chariot of the day, 500 
And tipt the mountains with a purple ray. 

In mingled throngs the Greek and Trojan train 
Through heaps of carnage ſearch the mourntul 
plain. 3 

Scarce could the friend his flaughter'd friend ex- 

3 | 

With Juſt aiſhonour'd, and deform'd with gore. 
9 | 505 

The wounds they waſh' d, their pious tears they 
And, laid along their cars, deplor'd the dead; 


Sage Priam check d their grief: with ſilent haſte 
The bodies decent on their piles were plac'd: 


 /Witlimelting hearts the cold remains they burn'd; 


And ſadly flow to facred Troy return d. 
Nor leſs the Greeks their pious ſorrows ſned, 
And decent on the pile diſpoſe the dead; | 
The cold remains conſume with equal care; 
And, flowly, ſadly, to their fleet repair. 515 
Now, ere the morn had ſtreak'd with reddening 
r | o 
The doubtful confines of the day and night ; 
About the dving flames the Greeks appear d, 
And round the pile a general tomb they rear'd, 
Then, to ſecure the camp and naval powers, 520 
They rais'd embattled walls with lofty towers: 
From ipace to ſpace were ample gates around, 
For pailing chariots; and a trench profound, 
Ol large extent; and deep in earth, below, 525 
Strong piles infix'd ſtood adverſe to the foe. 
So toiF'd the Greeks: meanwhile the Gods 
above ” 8 
In ſhining circle round their father Jove, 
Amaz'd beheld the wonderous works of man: 


Then he, Whoſe trident ſhakes the earth, began: 


wr 530 
What mortals henceforth ſhall our power a- 
| dore, 1 F 

Our fanes frequent, our oracles implore, 

If the proud Grecians thus ſucceſsful boaſt = 

Their riſing bulwarks on the ſea- beat coaſt ? 

See the long walls extending to the main, 535 


No God conſulted, and no victim lain ! 

f Their fame ſha'l fill the world's remoteſt ends; 
Wide as the morn her golden beam extends, 
While old Labmedon's divine abodes, . 

Thoſe radiant ſtrustures rais d dy kbouring Gods, 


* 


HOMER. 


Shall, raz'd and loſt, in long oblivion fleep. 
Thus ſpoke the hoary monarch of the deep. 
” Th' Almighty Thunderer with a frown replies; 
That clouds the world, and blackens half the ſkies : 
Strong God of Ocean! thou, whoſe rage can 
| make | 545 
The folid Earth's eternal baſis ſhake r 


move | . 
The meaneſt ſubject of our realms above 
Where'er the ſun's refulgent rays are caſt, 


at cauſe of fear from mortal works could 


| Thy power is honour'd, and thy fame ſhall laſt. : 


| 53> 
Bus yon proud work no future age ſhall view, 


No trace remain where once the glory grew, 
The ſapp'd foundations by thy force ſhall fall, 


Tue ruin vaniſh · d, and the name no more. 


| | While the deep thunder ſhook th' atrial hall. 


| Then late, refreſh'd 


And, whelm'd beneath thy waves, drop the huge 

| wall: | | | | 
Vaſt drifts of ſand ſhall change the former ſhore ;, 
+ 3 


Thus they in heaven: while o'er the Grecian 

train . 1 : 
The rolling fun deſcending to the main TOES 
Beheld the finiſh'd work. Their bulls they flew; 
Black from the tents the ſavoury. vapours flew. 


| | 1 
And now the fleet, arriv'd from Lemnos' ſtands, 
With Bacchus” blefſings cheer'd the generuus 
bands. | * 
Of fragrant wine the rich Eunæus ſent 
A thouſand meaſures to the royal tent. Sa, 
(Eunzus, whom Hypſipyle of yore 569 
To Jaſon, ſhepherd of his people, bore) 
The reſt they purchas'd at their proper coſt, 
And well the plenteous freight ſupply'd the hoſt : 
Each, in exchange, proportion'd treasures gave: 
Some braſs, or iron; ſome an ox, or ſlave. 570 
All night they feaſt, the Greek and Trojan 


powers; 
Thoſe on the fields, 
| towers. | | 
| But Jove averſe the ſigns of wrath difplay'd, _ 
And = red lightnings through the gloomy 

hade :* 195 


| Humbled they ſtood z pale horrour ſeis d on all, 


575 
Each pour'd to Jove, before the bowl was crown'd: 
And large libations drench'd the thirſty ground: 


with fleep from toils of 
fight, 3 


Enjoy d the balmy bleſſings of the night. ze 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


The frond Battle, and the Difre of the Greeks. 
7 U PI TE R affembles a council of the Deities, and threatens them with the 
pains of Tartarus if they aſſiſt either fide: Minerva only obtains of him that 
ſhe may direct the Greeks by her counſels. The armies join battle: Jupiter on 
"iount Ida weighs in his balances the fates of both, and affrights the Greeks 
with his thunders and !:ghtnings. Nejior alone continues in the field, in great 
danger; Diomed relieves him; wich expleits, and thoſe of Hettor, are excel- 


* 
* 


 lently deſcribed. 
Greeks, but in vain. The acts 
and carried off. Juno and . 


reſtrained by Iris, ſent from 7 


Hector continues in the feeld (the 
the ſhips) and gives orders to keep 
vent the enemy 


| The time 
to the end 
N 185 the field toward the  fea-ſpore. 


URORA now, fair dauchter of the Fr 
Sprinkled with rofy light the dew v lawn; 


2 When Jove conver d the ſenate of the ſkies, 


Where high Olympus' cloud tops arife. 
The Sire of Gods his au ful filence broke, 
The heavens attemtive rembled as he ſpoke: 
_ Celeſtial ſtates, immortal Gods, give ear, | 
Hear our decree, an. reverence what ye hear; 
The fix' d decree, which not all Heaven can 
moves 
Thou Fate! fulfil it; ; and, ye Powers, met] 


7 What God hut enters yon forbidden fel 
=. ho yields 2:Ntaice, or but wills to yields 
Back to the ik ies with thame he ſhall he driven, 
__ Gail" with diſhoneit wounds, the ſcorn of 

... -. heaven: 
Or far, oh far from ſteep Olympus throw n, 2 15 


4 Row | in the dark — gult thall gone, 


| And know, th' Almighty | is the God of Gods. 
League all your forces then, ye Powers above, : 


| 


101 


Juno endeavours to animate Neptune to the aſſiſtance of the 
Teucer, who is at length wounded by Hector, 
inerva prepare to aid the Grecians, but are 


The night puts an end to the battle. 


upit 

Greeks being Pa ad ta their fortifications before 
the watch all night in the camp, to pre- 
from reimbarking and efcaping by flight. 
through all the Kela, and paſs the night under arms. 


f ſeven and twenty toys 15 expleyed from the ain of the cw 
of this boat. The ſeene here * of the cele 97 1al pc lies 


With ma chains fix* 4 to the + hen floors, 
And leck'd by bell's inexorable doors; 

As deep beneath th' infernal centre hi rl d, 

As from that centre to th' æthereal world. 20 
Let him who tempts me, dread thoſe dirs : 
Fee; | 


12 all, and try th' omnipotence of Jove; T% 
t down our golden eve. laſtiag clin, 1 
Whoſ. ſtrong embrace hols heav en, and — 

and main: N 
strive all, of mortal and immortal birth, 


To drag, by this, the Thunder Jown to a 


| 


Ye ſtrive in vata! If I but Resch this hand, 

I heave the Gods, the ocean, and tie land; 30 

I fix the chain to great Olympus” height, 

And the vait world hangs trembling ia wy ſighs! 
1: 


Ip kmale 1 85 


* 


68 


— Th Almighty ſpoke, nor durit the Powers re- 


hen call'd his courſers, and his chariot took; 
The ſtedfaſt firmament beneath him ſhook : 50 
Rapt by th' zthereal ſteeds the chariot roll'd ; | 


Oft heaven's undroſſy gold the God's array 
Refulgent, flaſh'd inte lerable day. | | 
High on the throne he thines: his courſers fly 55 


Where, o'er her pointed ſummits proudly rais'd, 


There, from his radiant car the facred Sire 
Of Gods and men releas'd the ſteeds of fire: 
Blue ambient miſts th' immortal ſteeds embrac'd; 
High on the cloudy point his ſeat he plac'd; 
| Thence his broad eye the ſubject world ſurveys, 65 
The town, and tents, and navigable ſeas. | 


The fate of fathers, wives, and infants, lay. 20 
The gates unfolding pour forth ail their train; 
Squadrons on ſquadrons cud the duſky plain: 

Men, ſteeds, and chariots, ſhake the trembiing 


Toit againſt hoſt with thadowy legions drew, 
The ſounding darts in iron tempeſts flew, © 


Triumphant ſhouts anddving groans ariſe; 80 
Wich ſtreaming hlohd the th; pery fields are dy'd, 
ind flaughter'd heroes ſwell the dreadful tide. 
Long as the morning beams encreafing bright, 
D''er heaven's clear azure ſpread the ſacred light; 
Ccmmutual deat' the fate of war contounds, 2 
Fach adverte hattle gor d with equal wounds, 


Of Greece and Troy, and pod the mighty 


For ſuch 1 reign, unbounded and above; 
And ſuch are men and Gods, cempar'd to ſove. 


. 35 
A reverend horror filenc'd all the ſky; 
Trembling they ſtood before their Sovereign's 
look 


; | 
At length his beſt-lov'd, the Power of Wiſdom, 
ſpoke; 

Oh firſt and greateſt! God, by Gods ador'd ! 
We own thy might, our Father and our Lord! 40 
But ah! permit to pity human ſtate; 

If nat to help, at leaſt lament their fate. 

From fields forbidden we ſubmiſs refrain, 

With arms unaiding mourn our Argives lain ; 
Yetgrant my counſels ſtill their breaſts may move, 


| 45 
Or all muſt periſh in the wrath of Jove. | 
The cloud-compelling God her ſuit approv'd, 
And ſinil'd ſuperiour on his beſt-belov'd. 


Braſs were their houfs, their curling mancs of 
gold. 


Between th' extended earth and ſtarry ſky. 
But when to Ida's topmoſt height he came, 
(Fair nurſe of ſountains, and of ſavage game) 


His fane breath'd odours, and his altars blaz d: 60 


Nou had the Grecians ſnutch d a ſhort repaſt, 


And buckled on their ſhining arms with haſte. 


Troy rouz'd as ſoon; for on this dreadful da 


4 


ground; | | 5 
The umult thick ene, and the ſæ ies reſound. 
And now with ſhouts the ſhocking armies clos'd, 


To lances lances, ſhields to ſhields oppos'd, - F 


Vicors ani vanquiſh'd join promiſcucus cries, 


But u hen the ſun the height of heaven aſcencs ; 
The Sire of Gods his golden ſcales ſuſpenus, 
With equal hand: in theſe explor'd the fate 
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Preſs'd with its load, the Grecian balance lies 
Low ſunk on earth, the Trojan ſtrikes the ſkies, 
Then Jove from Ida's top his horrours ſpreads 
The clouds burſt dreadful o'er the Grecian heads: 
Thick lightnings flaſh; the muttering thunder 
rolls; 

Their ſtrength he withers, and unmans their ſouls. 
Before his wrath the trembling hoſts retire, 
The God in terrors, and the ſkies on fire. 
Nor great idomeneus that fight could bear, 

Nor each ſtern Ajax, thunderbolts of war: Zo 
Nor he, the king of men, th' alarm fuſtain'd ; 
Neſtor alone amidſt the ſtorm remain c-. 
Unwilling he remain'd, for Paris“ dart 

Had pierc'd his courſer in a mortal part: | 
Fix d in the forehead where the ſpringing mane 

10 

Curl'd o'er the brow, it ſtung him to the brain 4 


Mad with his anguiſh, he begins to rear, - | 


Paw with his hoofs aloft, and laſh the air. 

Scarce had his faulchion cut the reins, and freed 

Th encumber'd chariot from the dying ſteed, 110 
When dreadful Hector, thundering through the 
„ | | | 

Pour'd to the tumult on his whirling car. 


| That day had ſtretch'd beneath his matchleſs hand 


The hoary monarch of the Pylian band: : 
But Diomed beheld : from forth the croud 115 
He ruth'd, and on Ulyſſes call'd aloud. 5 
* Whither, oh whither does Ulyſſes run? 

Oh flight unworthy great Laertes' ſon ! | 
Mix'd with the vulgar ſhall thy fate be found, 


The glory of the Greeks, the Pylian ſage. 
His fruitleſs words are loſt unheard in air, 
Ulyſſes ſeeks the ſhips, and ſhelters there. 


A ſingle warriour ' midſt a hoſt of foes; 
Before the courſers with a ſudden ſpring 


Great perils, father! wait th' unequal fight; 
Theſe younger champions will oppreſs thy might. 
NJ — 5 


| Wea« 15 thy ſervant, and thy courſers ſlow. 
Then haſte, aſcend my ſeat, and from the car 
Obſerve the ſteeds of Tros, renown'd in war, 


To dare the fight, or urge the rapid race: 


- | Theſe late obey'd Eneas' guiding rein 
I Leave thou thy chariot to our faithful ti ain; 


With theſe againſt yon Trojans will we go. 


Fierce as he is, ev'n he ray learn to fear 
The thirſty fury of my flying ſpear. 


IO 


The ſteeds he left, their truſty ſeryants hold ; 


Eurymedon, and Sthene us the bold: 


The reverend charioteer directs the courſe, 
And ſtrains his aged arm to laſh the horſe. 
Hector they face; unk nowing how to fear, 


. . 2 1 p . . ˖ 
Welgut. 8 


Fierce he drove on; Tydides whirl'd his ſpear. i 
———— . eee 150 


ee We e a3 ewe ed A 


Pierc'd inthe back, a vile, diſhoneſt wound? 120 
| Oh turn and fave from Hector's direful rage 


But hold Tydides tothe reſcue goes, Tag 


He leap'd, and anxious thus beſpoke the king : 
Thy veins no more with ancient vigour glow "To = 
Practis'd alike to turn, to ſtop, tochace, 135 5 


Nor ſhall great Hector want an equal ſoe; 140 N 


| Thus faid the chief; and Neſtor, kkill'd in war, 
| © pproves his counſel, and aſcends the car. 5 
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The ſpear with erring haſte miſtook its way, 

But plung'd in Entopeus* boſom lay. 

His opening hand in death forfakes the rein; 

The ſteeds fly back: he falls, and ſpurns the 
ain. 

Great Hector ſorrows for his ſervant kill'd, 

Yet unreveng d permits to preſs the field; 

Till to ſupply his place and rule the car, 

Roſe Archeptolemus, the fierce in war. 

And now had death and horror cover'd all; 

Like timorous flocks the Trojans in their hos 

I 


155 


' Inclos'd had bled : but Jove with awful ſound 
Roll'd the big thunder o'er the vaſt profound : 
Full in Tydides' face the lightning flew ; 
The ground befor him flam'd with ſulphur blue; 
The quivering ſteeds fell proſtrate at the * 
2 | 165 
And Neftor's trembling hand confeſs'd his fright; 
He dropt the reins; and, ſhook. with ſacred 
dread, | RE 
Thus, turning, warn'd th” intrepid Diomed : 
O chief ! too daring in thy friend's defence, 
| Retire advis'd, and urge the chariot hence. 170 
This day, averſe, the Sovereign of the ſkies 
Aſſiſts great Hector, and our palm denies. 
Some other ſun may ſee the happier hour, 
When Greece ſhall conquer by his heavenly 
power. | = 
Tis not in man his fix'd decree to move: 
The great will glory du ſubmit 38 
DO reverend prince! (Tydides thus replies) 
Thy years are awful, and thy words are wiſe. 
But ah, what grief, ſhould haughty Hector boaſt, 
I fled inglorious to the guarded coaſt! 180 


175 


Before that dire diſgrace ſh:ll blait my fame, | 
and hide a warrionr's | | 
| I Give me to ſeize rich Neſtor's ſhield of gold; 233 


O'erwhelm me, eartli; 

1 — 3 8 

Ta whom Gerenian Neſtor thus reply dj; 
Gods! can thy courage fear the Phrygian's 

me. 5 Tf 

Hector may vaunt, but who ſhall heed the 

: boaſt ? %% ot | I85 

Not thoſe who felt thy arm, the Dardan hoſt, ( 


„Nor Troy, yet bleeding in her heroes loſt ; 
Not ev'n a Phrygian dame, who dreads the fward 


That laid in duſt her lov'd lamented lord. 

He ſaid, and h:ſty o'er the gaſping throng 190 

Drives the ſwift ſteeds ; the chari⸗ kes along. 

The ſhouts of Trojans thicken in the wind; 

The ſtorm of hiſſing javelins pours behind. 

Then, with a voice that ſhakes the ſolid ſkies, 
Pleas'd Hector braves the warriour as he flies. 


BE SD | | „„ 
Go, mighty hero, grac'd above the reſt 
In feats of council and the ſumptuous fraſt; 


Now fears diſſuade him, and now hopes in- 
vite | | 

To ſtop hi courſers, and to ſtand the fight; 205 

Thrice turn'd the chief, and thrice imperial Jove 

On Ida's fummi's thunder'd from above: 

Great Hector heard; he ſaw the flaſhing light, 


Now hope no more thoſe honours from thy train; 


So, leſs than woman, in the form of man 

Io ſcale our walls, to wrap our towers in flames, 

To lead in exile the fair Phrygian dames, 

Thy once proud hopes, preſumptuous prince! 
are fled, a, | | 4s 

Tho ol reach thy heart, and ſtretch thee 


| 


(The ſign of conqueſt) and thus urg'd the fight: 
| Hear, every Trojan, Lycian, Darda band, 2 10 
All fam'd in war, and dreadful hand to hand. 
Be mindful of the wreaths your arms have wan, 
Your great forefathers” glories, and your own. 
Heard ye the voice of Jove? Succeſs and fame 
Await on Troy, on Greece eternal ſhame. 21g 


Weak bulwarks! deſtin'd by th s arm to fall. : 
High o'er their ſlighted trench our ſteeds | 
| bound ; | | 
And paſs victorious o'er the level'd monnd. 
Soon as before yon holiow ſhips we ſtand, 

Fight each with flames, and tofs the blazing 


brand ; 


Tin, their proud navy wrapt in ſmoke and fires, 


All Greece, encompaſs'd, in one blaze expires. 


And all your maſter's well- ſpent care repay. | 
For this, high-f.d in plenteous ſtalls ye ſtand, 
For this my ſpouſe, of great Attion's line, 


wine. | | | 
Now ſwift purſue, now thu-der uncecntroul'd ; 


From Tydeus' ſhoulders ftri» the coſtly load, 
Vulcanian arms, he labour of a God: : 
Theſe if we gain, then victory, ve powers! 
That heard, deep anguith ſtung Saturnia's ſoul ; 
And thus ta Neptune: Thou, whoſe force can 


make 


See'ſt thou the Greeks by fates unjuſt oppreſt, 


| | Nor ſwells that heart in thy immortal breaſt? 


Vet Egæ. Helice, thy power obey, "WM 
And gifts unceaſing on thine altars lay. | 
Would all the Deities of Greece combine, 

In vain the gloo:my Thunderer migit repine : 


And ſee his Troians to the ſhades deſcend : 
Such be the ſcene from his Idzan bower ; 
Ungrateful proſpect to the ſullen Power 
Neptune with wrath rejects the raſh defign : 
What rage, what madneſs, 
| thine ! | 
I war not with the hitheſt. All above 
Submit and tremble at the hand of Jove.. 


* 


In vain they ſkulk behind their boaſted wall, 
220 


Furious he faid ; then, bending o'er the yoke, 
Enco rag'd his proud ſteeds, while thus he ſpoke: 


Now, Xanthus, /Ethon, Lampus! urge the 4 
And, thou, Podargus! prove thy generous race: 
| Be fleet, be fearle:s, this impor: ant day, 


230 
| Serv'd with pure wheat, and by a princeſs hand * 


She ſhook her throne that ſhook the ſtarry 4 f 


The ſtedfaſt earth from ber foundations ſhake, 


Sole ſhould he fit, with ſcai ce a Cod to friend, 


furio.s Queen, is 


9 


So oft has ſtecp'd the ſtrengthening grain in 


This night; this glorious night, the fleet is ours. 
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might 
Jove gave the glory of the deſtin'd fight, 
Squadrons on ſquadrons drives, and fills the 


fielus 260 
With clnſe-rang'd chariots, and with thicken'd 
ſmek!s. 


Where the deep trench in length extended lay, 

Compacted troops ſtand wedg'd in frm array, 

A dreadtul front! they ſhake the brands, and 
thi eat | 

With long- deſtroyin flames the hoGile fleet. 265 

Ihe king of men, by Juno's ſeif inſpir'd, 

Tail d through the tents, and all his army fir d. 


Swif. as he mov'd he litted in his hand 4 


His purple robe, bright enſign of command. 


EE High on the midmoſt bark the King appear” 'd; 


There, from Ulvſſes deck his voice was heard: 
To Ajax and Achilles reach'd the ſonnd, 
Whoſe diſtant ſhips the guarded navy bound. 
Oh Argives ! iname of human race; he cri'd, 
(The hollow veſlels to his voice repiy d) 
Where now are all your glorious boaſts of vore, 
Tour haſty triumpiis en tae Lemnian ſhore ? 
Fach ſeurleſs hero dares an hundred foes, 

__ While the feaſt Jaſts, arul u 
But who to meet one martial man ts found, 250 
When the fight VASES, and the Raines furround : . 

O mighty Jove! oh fire of the diſtreſs d? 
Mas ever king like me, like me oppreſs'd? 
With power immenſe, with juſtice a:m'd in vain; 

_ My glory ravith'd, and my people flain ! 225 


To thee my vous were breatl”d from every | 


thore ; 


What altar {mok'd not with our victims gore? ” 


Wich fat of bulls I fed the conſtant flame, 
And aik'd deſtruction to the Troian name. 


290 
Glve theſe at leaſt t' eſcape from Hector's hand, 


And ſave the relicks of the Grecian land! 


275 


ile the gobler flows; 


whoſe matchleſs 


Thus pray'd the king ; and Heaven's — Fa- : 


ther heard | 
Fiis vous, m bittcrneſs of ſoul preferr” d; - 


Tue wrath appeas'd, by happy ſigns 7 4." BY 295 


And gives the people to their monarch's prayers. 


His e: ale, ſacred bird of Keaven ! he ſent, 

A fawn his talons trufs'sd (divine portent !) 

High v'er the wondering hoſts he ſoar'd above, 

Who paid their vows to Panomph: ean Jove ; 300 

Then let the prey before his altar fall, 

Ihe Greeks beheld, and tranſport feiz'd on all: 

__ Encourzg'd by the ügn, the troops revive, 
And tierce on Troy with double fury drive. 

Ty dides firit of all the Grecian force, 305 
Oer the broad ditch impell'd his foaming horſe, 


Pierc'd ihe deep ranks, their ſtrongeſt battle tore, 


And dy'd his javelin red with Trojan gore. 

Woung Agelaus (Phradmon was his nir) 

Witi. fiving cou; ter> ſhun'd his droautul ire: 4310 

struck through the back, the e fel! op- 
preit; 

The dart drove on, and iſſued at his hr caſt; 

Headlong he quits the car; his arms ref nd 


"JF 


þ * 


The next rich honorary gift be thine: 


Forth raſh a tide of Greeks, the paſſage freed ; 


* 

Th Atridæ firſt, th” Ajaces next ſucceed : che 

Mericnes, like Mars in arms renown'd, 

And god-like Idomen, now pais'd the mound : 

Evzmon's fon next iffues to the foe, 

And iaft, young Teucer with his bended bow. 

| 20 

Secure behind the Telamonian ſhield , 

The fkntul archer wide ſurvey'd the field, 

With every ſhaft ſome hoſtile victim ſlew, 

Ther clnſe beneath the ſeven-fnid orb withdrew : 

The conſcious infant fo, when fear alarms, 32g 
Ires tor ſafety to the mother's arms. 

hus Ajax guards his brother in the field, 


} Moves as he moves, and turns the ſhining ſhield. 


| Who firſt by Teucer's mortal arrows bled ? 
Irſilochus; then fell Ormenus dead: 330 


With Chromius, Detor, Opheleſtes flain : 


| Bold Hamopion breathleſs ſunk to ground; 


The bloody pile great Menalippus crown'd. 
Heaps fell on heaps, ſad trophies of his art, 
A Trojan ghoſt attended every dart. 

Great Agamemnon views with joyful eye 
Tue ranks grow thinner as his arrows fly: 
Oh yonth for ever dear! (the monarch yd) 


335 


Thus, always thus, thy early worth be try'd ; 349 


Thy brave example ſhall retrieve our hoit, 


Thy country's ſaviour, and thy father's boaſt ! 


Sprang from an alien's bed thy fire to grace, 
The vigorous off; pring of a ſtol'n embrace, 
| Proud of his boy, he own'd the generous flame, 


And the brave fon repays his cares with fame. 


Powers 


3 f Give me to raze Troy” 8 e towers; * | 
. Now, gracious God! ſar humbler our demand! | SR 


W tatever treaſures Greece for me deſign, 
Some golden tripod, or diſting..1th'd car, 
Or ſome fair captive whom thy ayes approve, 


Shall recompence tie warriour's toils with love. 


Nor urge a ſoul already E11'd with _ "ou 
What ſtrength I have, be now in battle try'd, 


| Til every ſhaft in Phrygian blond be dy” 4 


Since rallying from our wall we forc'd the foe, 


| Eight forky arrows from this hand have fled, 
And eight hold heroes by their points lie dead: 
But ture {ome God denies me to deſtroy 
This fury of the field, this dog of Troy. 
He faid, and wwang'd the ſtring. 
| flies | 
At Hector's breaſt, and ſings along the ſkies : 


| | heart, 

And drench'd in royal hiood the thirſty dart. 
(Fa.r Caftianira, ny mph of form divine, 
This off-pring added to king Priam's line. 
As full-blown poppies, overcharg'd with rain, 


| | Pons Be Gans and hed ps | 


The god-like Lycophon next preſs'd the plain, 


345 


Now hear a monarchs vow : If Heaven's * 5 | 
With courſers dreadful in the ranks of war; 


To chis the chief: With praiſe the reſt inſpire, 


Still aim ' d at Hector have I bent my bow: 336 


The weapon 


He miiv'd the mark; but * 'd — 


370 
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30 finks the youth: his beauteous head, depreſt } So ſpake th' imperial Revent of the ſkies. 


Beneath his helmet, drops upon his breaſt. To whom the Goddeſs with the azure eyes: 
Another ſhaft the raging archer drew : 375 Long fince had Hector ftain'd theſe els with gore, 
That other ſhaft with erring fury flew, Stretch'd by ſome Argive on his native ſhore 3 
(From Hector Pheebus turn'd the fiy ing wound) Burt He above, the Sire of Heaven, withitands, 
Yet fell not dry or guiltleſs to the ground : Mocks our attempts, nd ſl:ghts our juſt demands. 
Thy breaſt, brave Archeptolemus ! it tore, The ſtubborn God, inflexible and haz, 
And dipt its feathers in no vuigar gore. 330 | Forgets m. ſervice nd deferv'd reward: 
Headlong he falls: his ſudden fall alarms Saw d l, for this, his favonrite * ſon diſtreſs'd. 
The ſteeds, that ſtartle at his ſounding arms. By ſtern Euriſtheus with long labours preſs d? 
Hector with grief his chariotcer beheld, He beg d, with tears he begg d. in deep diſmay ; , 
All pale and breathleſs on the ſanzuine field . mot from heaven, and gave his arm the day. 
Then bids Cebriones direct the rein, oh had my wiſdom known this dire event, 445 
Quits his bright car, and iffues on the plain. | When to grim Ptuto's gloomy g gates he went; 


Dreadful he ſhouts: from earth a ſtone he took, The triple dog had never felt his chain, 
And ruſh'd on Teucer with the lifted rock. Nor Styx been crofs'd, nor heil explor'd in vain. 


The youth already ſtrain'd the forceful yery : Averſe to me of all his heaven of Gods, 


The ſhaft already to his ſhoulder drew: 390 | At Thetis' ſuit the partial Thunderer nods. 453 
The feather in his hand, juſt wing'd for flight, To grace her gloomy, fierce, reſenting ſon, | 
Touch'd where the neck and ho- l cheſt unite ; | My hopes are fruſtrate, and my Greeks undone. 
There, where the juncture knits the channel Some future day, perhaps, he may be moy*d 
bone, To call his blue-ey'd Maid his beſt belov'd, 


| The furious chief diſcharg'd the craggy ſtone; | Haſte, launcli thy chariot, thro' yon e to ride ; 
The bow-ſtring burſt beneath the ponderous blow, 


| 433 | 
| | 5 395 | Myſelf will arm, and thunder at thy fide. 985 
And his numb'd hand difmiſs'd the uſeleſs bow. | Then, Goddefs ! fay, ſhall Hector glory then, 
He fell: but Ajax his broad ſhield difplay'd, ] (That terrour of the Greeks, that Man of men) 
And ſcreen'd his brother with a mighty ſhade ; | When Juno's ſelf, and Pallas all appear, 
Till great Alaſtor, and Meciſtheus, ore ] All dreadful in the crimſon walks of war! 46> 


Troy yet found grace before th* Olympian Sire, | Eypiring, pale, and terrible no more, 


The batter d archer groaning to the ſhore. 400 | What mighty Trojan then, on vonder ſhore, | 
He arm'd their hands, and fill'd their breaſts wich | Shall feaſt the fowls, and glut the dogs with gore: 1 


— She ceas 'd, and Juno rein'd the fteeds with | 
The Greeks, repuls'd, retreat behind their wall, care; 
Or in the trench on heaps confus'dly fall. (raven? 8 ſk empreſs, caturn's other els) 5 | 


Firſt of the foe, great Hector march'd along, 405 
With terrour cn >, and more than n 


| ſtrong. 
As the bold hound, that gives the lion chace, Floats in rich waves, and ſpreads the court ot | 
Wich beating boſom, and with eager pace, Jove. 


| Hangs on his haunch, or faſtens on his heels, Her father's arms her mighty limbs inveſt, 470 
Guards as he turns, and circles as he wheels: 470 | His cniraſs blazes on her ample breaft. 


Thus oft the Greci ns turn'd, but ſtili they fie; | The vigorons power the trembling car aſcends; 
Thus following Hector ttill the hin dmoſt few. Shook by her arm, the maſſy javeiin bends; 


| When flying they trad pate d the trench profound, | Huge, ponderous ſtrong ! that, ywhea her fur = 
And many a chuet la = Hy" on the ground ;_ yy © ; * 1 Xp 


Before the ſhips a deſperate ſtaud they made, l humble dw ho hoſts eerturns. 5 
And fired the troops, and call'd — to ad. 1 e 0 5 4 475 5 
Fierce on his rattling chariot Hector came = 
His eyes like Gorgon ſhut a {fauguins flame 
That wither'd all their hoſt : like Mars he ſtood; 
Dire as the monſt-r, dreadful as the God ! 420 
Their ſtrong diſtreſs the wife of Joe ſurvey'd ; 
Then penſive thus, to War's triumphant Maid : 
Oh daughter ob that God, whoſe arm can wield 
7 avenging bolt, and ſhake the fible thicld ! 
Now, in this moment of her latt &cſpair, 425 
Shall wretched Greece no more confeſs our care, g 
Condemn'd to ſuffer the ful force of fate, | 
And drain the dregs of Heaven's rel-:ntleſs hate? . guide. 


Gods ! ſhall one raging hand thus jcvel all * But ſov e incens'd, from Ida's top ſurvev'd. 
What numbers fell! w hat numbers yet thall fall! | An Forde Ment the — d Mui : 


| 450 oo "HD 
What power divine ſhall Heftor's wrath aſſu ge? ' $i e m_—_ 9 


n fvells the daugkter, and Bil grows charge 4 „ — — 
"1 PE” * 


Te” 


Palias, meanwhile. her various veil unbound, 
With flowers adorn'd, with art immortal crown d. 
The radiant robe her facred fingers wove 


mM Saturnia lends the laſh ; the courſers fly; 
Smooth glides the chariot thr ough the liquid ty. 
Heaven's gates ſpontaneous open to the Powers, 
Heaven's golden gates, kept by the winged Hours. 
Commiilion'd in alternate watch they ſtand, 452 
The ſun's bright portals and the ikies command; 
Cloſe, or untold, th* eternal gates of day, | 
Bar heaven u ich clouds, or roll thoſe clouds 2 
va | 

| The . hinees ring, the clou is divide; . 
Prone down the ſtrep of heaven their court: Foy 
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Thaumantia! mount the winds, and ſtop their 


car; 
n 
If furious yet they dare the vain debate, 490 
Thus haye I ſpoke, and what I ſpeak is Fate. 
Their courſers cruſh'd beneath the wheel ſhall 


ow, . 
Their car in fragments ſcatter d o'er the ſky; 
My lightning theſe rebellious ſhall confound, 
And hurl them flaming, headlong to the ground. 


495 
Condemn's for ten revolving years to weep | 
The wounds impreſs'd by burning thunder deep. 
' So ſhall Minerva learn to fear our ire, 
Nor dare to combat her's anc nature's Sire. 


For Juno, headſtrong and imperious ſtill, | 500 


She claims ſome title to tranſtgreſs our will. 
- © Swift as the wind, the various colour'd Maid 
From Ida's top her golden wings diſplay'd ; 
| To great Olympus” ſhining gates ſhe flies, 

There meetsthe chariot ruſhing down the ſkies, 505 
Reſtrains their progreſs from the bright abodes, 

And ſpeaks the mandate of the Sire of Gods. 

What frenzy, Goddetſes! what rage can move 
Celeſtial minds to tempt the wrath of Jove? 
Defiſt, obedient to his high command 510 
This is his word: and know, his word ſhall ſtand. 
His lightning your rebellion ſhall confound, | 
And t url you headlorg, flaming to the ground: 
Your —_— cruſh'd beneath the wheels ſhall lie, 
Your fragments ſcattcr'd o'er the ſky: 515 
'Yourſelves condemn'd ten rolling years to wee 
The wounds impreſs d by burning hands dee deep. 
So ſhall Minerva learn to fear his ire, ES 
Nor dare to combat her's and nature's Sire. 


1 


For Juno, headſtrong and imperious ſtill, 500 


She claims ſome title to ti anigreſs his will. 
Zut thee what deſperate inſolence has driven, 
To lift thy lance againſt the King of heaven? 
Then, mounting on the pinions of the wind, 
She flew ; and Juno thus her rage refign'd: 525 
D daughter ot that God, whoſe arm can wield ' 
Th' avenging bo't, and ſhake the dreadful ſhield ! 
No more let beings of ſuperior birth Ts 
Contend with Icve for this low race of earth: 


Triumphant now, now miſerably Duo 530 


They breathe or perith as the Fates ordain. 
But Jove's high counſels full etfect ſhall find; 
And, ever conſtant, ever rule mankind. 


HOMER 


| There ſtood the chariot, beaming forth its rays, 
Till with a ſnowy veil he ſcreen'd the blaze. 
He, whoſe all-conſcious eyes the world behold, 


T' eternal Thunderer fat thron'd in gold; _ 
High heaven the footſtool of his feet he makes, 

And wide beneath him all Olympus ſhakes. 

Trembling afar th' offending Powers appear'd, 


He ſaw their foul, and thus his word imparts : 
Pallas and Juno! ſay, why heave your hearts? 
Soon was your battle o'er : proud Troy retir'd 
Before your face, and in your wrath expir d. 
But know, whoe'er almighty power withſtand ! c 
| Unmatch'd our force, unconquer'd is our hand: 
Who ſhall the Sovereign of the ſkies controul ? 


| Not all the Gods that crown the ſtarry pole. 
| Your hearts ſhall tremble, if our arms we take, 


And each immortal nerve with horror ſhake. 
For thus I ſpoke, and what I ſpeak ſhall ſtand ; 
| What power ſoe er provokes our lifted hand, 
On this our hill no more ſhall hold his place; 
Cut off, andexiÞd, from th' zthereal race. | 
Juno and Pallas, grieving, hear the doom, 570 
But feaſt their ſouls on Ilicn's woes to come. 
Though ſecret anger fwell'd Minerva's breaſt, 
The prudent Goddeſs yet her wrath repreſt: 
t Juno, impotent of rage, replies: 1 
| haſt thou ſaid, Oh tyrant of the ſkies! 5-5 
Strength and omnipotence inveſt thy throne; * 
Tis thine to puniſh; ours to grieve alone. 
For Greece we grieve, abandon'd by her fate, 
To drink the dregs of thy unmeaſur d hate: 


4 


— | 


| Leſt all ſhould periſh in the rage of ſove. : ee 

| The Goddeſs thus. And thus the God replies 

| Who feels the clouds, and blackens all the ſkies: 
5 


] The morning ſun, awak'd by loud alarms, 
Shall ſee th' Almighty Thunderer in arms. 
What heaps of Argives then ſhall load the plain, 


The navy flaming, and thy Greeks in flight, 


I That ftern Achilles (his Patroclus ſlain) 


She ſpoke, and backward turn'd her teed of | Shall riſe in vengeance, and lay waſte the plain. 


- light, | | | „%% 
Adorn'd with manes of gold, and heavenly bright. 
The hours unloos'd them, panting as they ſtood, 

And heap'd their mangers with ambroſial food. 

There ty d, they reſt in high celeſtial ſtalls ; 

The chariot propt againſt the chryſtal walls. 
The penſive Galdeſſe-, abaſn'd, control'd, 54 

Mix with the Gods, and fill their feats of gold. 

And now the Thunderer meditates his flight 

Fi om lda's ſum mits to th Olympian height, 
_ Swifter than thought the wheels inſtinctive fly, 

Flame through the vaſt of air, and reach the ſky. 


545 


Ts Neptune's charge his courſers to unbrace, | 
And fix the car ou its immortal bale; 


Faſt by the brink, within the teams of hell; 
540 155 ſun e' er gilds the gloomy horrours there * 


For ſuch is fate, nor canſt thou turn its courſe 595 
With all thy rage, with all thy rebel force. | 
Fly, if thou wilt, to earth's remoteſt bound, 


| Where on the utmoſt verge the ſeas reſound ; 


Where curs'd lipetus and Saturn dwell, 5 
No chearful gales refreſh the lazy air; 1 
There arm once more the bold Titanian band; 


And arm in vain; for what I will ſhall ſtand. 
Now deep in ocean ſunk the lamp of light, 615 


And drew behind the cloudy veil of night: 


| The conquering Trojans mourn his beams de- 
cav'd; | . 


| The Greeks, rejoicing, bleſs the fenen ſhade. 


Confus'd and filent, for his frown they fear'd. 6s. 
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| | From fields forbidden we ſubmiſs refrain, 580 
With arms una'ding'ſee our Argives flaing 
Yet grant our counſels ſtill their breaſts may 


| Thoſe radiant eyes ſhall view, and view in vain. 
Nor ſhall great Hector ceaſe the rage of fight, 590 


| Ev'n till the day, when certain fates ordain [ : 


But darkneſs now, to ſave the cowar * tale, 
And guards them trembling i in their wooden walls. 
Obey the Night, and uſe her peaceful hours 
Our ſteeds to forage, and refreſh our powers. 
Straiglit from the town be ſheep and ox<n fought, 
And ſtrengthening bread, and generous wine be 


Wide o'er the field, high blazing to the ky, 
Let numerous fires the abſent ſun ſupply, 


Some laſting token of the Phrygian foe; 
Wounds, that long hence — alk their ſpouſes 


And warn their children from a Trojan war. 

Nov through the circuit of our Ilion wall, 
Let facred heralds ſound the ſolemn call; 
To bid the fires with hoary honours cr own'd, 


 Surtice, to-night, theſe orders to obey ; 
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The victors kecpthe field; and Hector calls 
A martial council near the navy walls: 
Theſe to Scamander's banks apart he led, 
Where, thinly ſcatter'd, lay the heaps of deo, 
Th ailemble4 chicks, deſcenving on the ground, 
Attend his order, nd their pr ince ſur round. 
A maſſy ſpear he bore of might, K; engrh, 
Of ful! ten cub ts was the inc. o lengt iu: , 
The point was brafs, refaig-nt to behold, 
Fix*.1 to the od 1, ith circlt rings of gold: 
The noble Hector on this Lince reclin'd, 
—_ bending for ard, thus reveal his mind: 

622 


6r0 | 


615 


Ye valiant Trojans, with attention hear 
Ye Dardan bands, and generous a de, gie car! 
This day, we hop'd, would wrap in conduering 
flame 


Greece with her ſhips, and crown our tolls with | 


fame. 
625 


brought. 630 


The flaming piles with plenteous fuci raiic, 


Iill the bright morn her purple beam 1 3 


Leſt, in the filence and the ſhades cf niglit, 
Greece on her ſable ſhips attempt her flights” 
Not unmoleſlted let the wretches gain 


Their lofty decks, or ſafely cleave the mainz 


Some hoſtile wound let every dart beſtow, | 
640 


care, 
6.45 


And beardleis youths, our battlements ſurround. 
Firm be the guard, while diſtant lie our pow ers, 


And let the matrons hang with lights the towers: 


Leſt, under cover of the midnight thade, 


Ti intidivus foe the naked town invade. 650 


A nobler charge thall rouze the dawning day. 


Ihe God-, I truſt, ſhall give to HeRor's hand, 
From thels geteſted focs to free the land, 
| Who ye & v ith lates averſe, the watcry 


For Trojan v ltures a predeſtin- d prey. 


Our common ſatety mult be uow the care; 


But 100n as pon. ones the fields of oy he 


635 


| As when he moon, refulgent lamp of night 


— 


T7 Ac the ne 


Sheath' d in bright arms let every troop engage, 
And the fir'd fleet behold tlie battle rage, 
Then, then ſhall Hector and Tydides prove, 
Wheſe fates are heavieſt in the ſcalæs of Jove: 
To-r orrow's light (oh haſte the glor;ous morn !) 
Shall ice his bl od ſpoils in trius u ph burne ; 
W:ith this keen javelin thall his breatt be nor'd, 
oy 
An: proftrate heroes bleed around their lord, 2 5 
Cu, taln as ti: s, Oli! miglit my * s en | 
From oe ingtoriout, an. bact; 
Se: might m. ie and IS Known. 2 bund, 
Like Lallus worikipp'd, like tlie fun en 
| SLE 679 
* dawn, tie laſt they ſacl enjoy. 
Sam? C142 te: Cries, and © 1d e Wocs of Troy. 
Ihe leader in e. 21 1118 Þ 1% around . 
Show's of apoſauc Sno the ivr CS 43 und. 
Each from tlie yoke the i moking feeds untv'd, 


878 


; fecu 110 3 


And ft::'d Heir head deus: tene chariot fide, 


| Fat ſheep and on from the town are led, 


With generous wine, and all-{nitiuining bread, 
Full hecatumbs lav burning on the ſhore ; 
The winds to heaven the curing vapours bote. 
680 

Ungrateful off ring to the immortal powers! 
Whofe wrath nung heavy o'er the Trojan towers; 
Nor Priam nor his ſons obtain'd thei grace; 
Proud Troy they h ted, and her guilty race. 
The trcops cxulting ſat in order round, 685 
And beaming fires illumin'd all the ground ; 
Oer heaven's clear azure ſpreads her facred light, 
When not a breath difturbs the deep ſerene, | 
And not a cloud o'ercaſts the ſolemn ſcene; 690 
Around her throne the vivid planets roll, 
And ſtars unnumber'd gild the glowing pole; ; 


|| Oer the dark trees a yellower vendure hed, 
I And tip witlfilver every mountain's head; 


Then thin: the v vales, the rocks in] coſpect riſe, 
A flood of glory burſts from all the ſkies : 695 
The conſcious ſwains, rejoicing in the ſigght, 
Eye the bluc vault, and blefs the uſeful light: 
So many flames before proud [lion blaze, | | 
And hglucn glimmering Xanthus with their rays: 
The long retiections of the d ſtant fires 209 
Gic:umn on the wills, and tremble on the ſpires. 


. -4 A thoutand piles the duſky horrours gild, 


And tout a thady luttre ver the field. 
Full fitt / 2uard:, cach flaming pile attend, 25 
Whyte v umber '4 arms, by fits, thick nales fend 3 


705 
Loud * the courſers o'er their heaps of cru; 
And al Cent * arriduis walt mn ring orn. 


1 | | | oy K 
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B O O K IX. 
THE ARGUMENT. 


The Embaſſy to Achilles. 


AGAMEMNON, after the laft day's defeat, propoſes to the Greeks to quit the 


frege, and return to their country. Diomed oppoſes this; and Neſtor dae bim, 


praiſing his wiſdom and reſolution : he orders the guard to be ſtrengthened, and a 
council ſummoned to deliberate what meaſures are jo be followed in this emergency. 


Agamemnon purſues this advice: and Neſtoryfarther prevails upon him to ſend 


Ambaſſadors to Achilles, in order to move him to a reconciliation. Ulyſſes and 


Ajax are made choice of, who are accompanied by old Phaenix. They make, each 


of them, very moving end preſſing ſpeeches; but are rejected, with roughneſs, by : 
Achilles, who, notwithſtanding, retains Phoenix in his tent. The Ambaſſadors 
return unſucceſsfully to the camp; and the troops betake themſelves to ſleep. 


This book, and the next following, take up the ſpace of one night, which is 
the twenty-ſeventh from the beginning of the poem. The ſcene hes on the ſea ſhore, 


the ſtation of the Grecian ſh:þs. 


T*HUS joyful Troy waintzin'd the watch of, Ye ſons of Greece partake your leader's care; | 


- night; | | 5 D | Fellows in arms, and piinces of the war 1 
While fear, pale comrade of inglorious fliglit. Ot partia! Tore tov jaltlꝭ we complain, 26 


Ind heaven-bred horruur, on the Grecian part, | And heavent; oracles believ'd in vain. 


Sat on each face, and ſadden'd every heart. A fafe return was promis'd to our toils, — _ 
from his cloudy dungeon iſuing forth, 5 With conqueſt Lonour'd, and enrich'd wit! 
A double tempett of the weſt and north _ ſpoils: _ n | 


Swells ver the ſ2a, from Thracia's frozen ſhore, | Now ſhameful flight alone can ſave the hoſt ; 


— Heaps waves on waves, and buds th' Agean roar ; Our wealth, our people, and our glory loſt. 30 


This way and that, the boiling deeps are toſt; So Jove decrees, Almighty Lord of _ 
duch various paitions urge the troubled hoſt. 10 Jove, at whoſe nod whole empires riſe or fall, 
Great Agamcmnon griev'd above the reſt; I Who ſhakes the feeble props of human truſt, 
£upcrivur ſorrows ;vell'd his royal bicait; | And towers and armies humbles to the duſt. _ 
Himfſclihis orders to the heralds bears, ö H::fte then, for ever quit theſe fatal fields, IT: 
16 bid to council all the Greeian peer | Haſte to the joys our native country yields ; 5 


Put bid in u hiſpers: theſe ſurround the chief, 15 | Spread all your canvas, all your oars employ; _ 


In ſolemn ſadneſs, and mateftic grief. 


Nor hope the fall of heavcn-defended Troy. 


Tue king amid ſt the mournful circle roſe; | He ſaid; deep ſilence held the Grecian band, 
Down his wan cheek a briny torrent flows : Silent, unmov'd, in dire diſmay they ſtand, 4 
So ſilent fountains, from a rock's tall head, A peafive ſcene! till Tydeus' warlike ſon 1 
In fable ſtreams ſoft-trickling waters ſhed. 20 Rod on the king his eyes, and thus begun: 
With more thin vulgar grief lie ſtood vppreft, | When kings adviſe us to renounce our fame, 


Words, mix'd with fighs, thus burſting from his] Firſt 1:t Lim ſpeak, who firſt has ſ.fer'd thame, 


kreaſt ; 


r 


Is 
1 
1 
1 
N 
1 
I 
T 
1 
5 
1 
1 
1 
1 
0 
4 
0 
8 
/ 
1 
1 


r oo war. cas. 3s. 


POPE'S HOMER. 


kf I oppoſe thee, prince, thy wrath with-hold, 45 | 

The laws of council bid my tongue be bold. 

Thou firſt, and thou alone, in pelds of fight, 

— br and my courage, and defa ne my might: 
Nor from a friend th' unkind repruach a,pear'd, 


The Gods, O chief! from whom our honours 
ſpring, | 
The Gods have made thee but by halves a King. 
They gave thee ſceptres, and a wide command, 
T hey gave dominion o'er the ſeas and land ; 
The nobleſt power that ** the — controul 


35 
They gave thee not a brave and virtuous ſoul. 
1+ this a general's voice, that would ſuggeſt 


Fears like his own to every Grecian breuſt? 


Confiding in our want of worth, he ſtands; ; 


And if we fly, 'tis what our King commands. 60 
Go thou, inglorious ! from th" embattled Plain; f 
Ships thou haſt ſtor e, and neareſt to the main; 
A nobler care the Grecians ſkall employ, 
To combat, conquer, and extirpate Troy. 
Here Greece ſhall ſtay ; or, if all Greece retire, 
| 65 
Myſelf will iow till Troy or I expire ; 
Myſelf and Sthenelus w ili fight for fame ; , 
God bade us fight, and 'twas with God we came. 
He ceas d: the Greeks loud acclamations raite, 

And voice to voice reſounds Treides Piaite. 70 
Wiſe Neſtor then his reverent gure reur'd; 

He ſpoke ; the hoſt in til! attention heard : 

O truly great! in whom the Gods have join'd 
uch ftrength of body with fuch force of — 
In conduct, as in courage, you excel, 
Still firſt to act what you adviſe ſo well. 

Thoſe wholeſome counſels which thy w iſdom 
| moves, 


* 


Applauding Greece, with common voice, * 


proves. 

Kings thou canit diame; a bold, but prudefit 

| youth ; | 

And blame ev 'n kings wich praiſe, bect: aſe with 
truth. 

And yet thoſe years that ſince the birth h:.ve run, 

Would hardly Kyle thee Neſtor's youn eſt ſon. 

Then let me add what yet remains behind, 

A thought unfiniſh'd in that generous mind ; 

Age bids me peak; nor mall thi advice I bo | 85 

Diſtate the people, or offend the king: 


Unworthy property, unworthy light, 

Unfit for public rule, or privite care ; | 
Thi.t wretch, that monſter, who delights | in war: 
90 
w hoc: luſt is murder, and v talk horrid joy, 
To teur his country, and his kind deſtroy !. 
This night, refreth and fortify thy train; 
getu cen the trench and wall let guards remain : : 
Bu that the duty of the young and bold; 
But tizou, O king, to council call the old: 
rent is thy fu an, and weighty age thy cares ; 
Thy high commands muſt ſpirit all cur wars. 


an 9 


"With Thracian wines recruit thy honour'd gueits, 
For happy couniels fiovs from ſober 


teatts. 


103 
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6 


| 
| 


And r: tity the beſt or public good. 


| 


_— 


| And millions o the c 


— 


Hear „ All FE Gr ceks, and witneſs hat l zo ©: 


Wiſe, weighty counſel:, aid a * diſtreſt, 
And ſuch a monarch as can chuſe tlie beſt. 
See ! what a blaze from hoſtile tents aſpires, 
How near our fleet approach the Trojan fires! 


Who can, unmov'd, behold the dreadfut light“ 
The Greeks ſtood witneſs, all our army heard. 50 | | 


E 
What eye hehol-!s them, and can cloſe to-night? 
This dreadful interval determines all; 
To-mort ow, Troy muſt flame, or Greece muſt 
tall. 
Tin:s (poke the hoary fage : the reſt obey ; 


Swift tiurcugh the gates the guards direct their 
way. 


His ſon was firſt to paſs the lofty mound, | 
The generous Thratymed, in arms renown'd : 


Next him, Ar. daphus, Ialmen, ſtood, 


The double offspring of the Warriour-God. 


Deipvrus, Apharius, Merion, join, 
And Lycomed, of Cr eon's noble line, 
Seven were the leader: of the nightly bands ; 


115 


And each bold chief a hundred ſpears commands. 
The fires thev light, to ſhort repaſts they fall; 


Some line the trench, and others man the wall. 
120 
The king of men on public counſels bent, 
Conven'd the princes in his ample tent; 


Euch ſelz d a portion of the kingly feaſt, 
Bat ſtaid his hand when thirſt and hunger ceas'd. 


Then Neſtor ſpoke, for wifdom long approv'd, 
25 
And, flow ly riſing, thus the council mov'd: 2 
Monarch of nations! whoſe ſnperiour ſway 
Aſſembled fates and lords of earth obey, 
The lu and ſceptres to thy hand are given, 
care us thee and Heaven. 
130 


0 king the ER TY of my age attend ; 


| With = my cares begin, in thee muſt end; 


Thee, prince ! it fits alike to ſpeak nd har, 


Pronounce vita judgment, with regard give ear, 


To fee no wholeſome mate be withitood, 135 


Nor, though a meaner give advice, repine, | 
But foliow it, and make the wiſdom thine. 


rear then a tneuglit, not now conceiv'd in haſte, N 
At once my preſent judgment, and my paſt: 


140 
hen from Pelides' tent vou for cu the maid, 


Lüru oppus'd, and fait ful durſt diſſuade; 


But bold of ful, when he: id ung fury fir” d, 


You w rong'd the man, by men and Gods 20 | 
Curs'd is the man, and void of law and right, | 


mir d: 


| Now ſeek fume means lis ſatal wrath to end, 145 | 
With pra, ers to move him, ur with gifts to bend. 


To whom the King : 


* it! juſtice baſt thuw 
thown 18 


| A prince's faults, and I with reaſon ov. n. 


I That happy man, whom Jove ſtill honours maſt, 


Is more than armies, and himſeif an hoſt. 
Bleſt in his love 


| Heaven figuts his war, and humbl:s al! our bands 


"N 50 
„this wond'rous hero ftinds ; 


Fain would my heart, w wk err'« through frau 
tie Ta! 1, 


Ire wr atizful chief and angry Gods aſſuage. 


It gifts immenſe his mighty ſoul can bon, 1-- 


K 2 
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Ten weighty talents of the pureſt gold, 

And twice ten vaſes of rcfuigent mold: 

Seven ſacred tripods, whote unſully* d frame 

Yet knows no otlice, nor lias felt the fiame: 160 
Twelve fteeds unmatch'd in fleetneſs and in force, 
And ſtill v ictor ious in the duity cyurſe ; 

(Rich were the man whoſe an pie ſtores exceed 


Tue prizes pyrchas'd by their * inged ſpecd). 


_—_ en low ele captives of the Leibian line, 165 
Killa in each art, unmaich'd, in form divine; 
Tie {me I choſe for more than vulg⸗ r charms, 
When Leldos fink beneath the hen s arms : 
= theſe, to hu las friendſhip, hall he paid, 
And, join d with thele, the lonz-contciieu maid ; 


170 


Wirth all her an; Rriſels J refien, 
And ſolemn ſu ear thoſe charms were never mine: 


lentonch'd fie ſtay'd, uniniur'd the IR oe 
Pure {rom my arms, and guiltle \, &f my A 


Theſe, inſtant, ſhall be his: and if the Powers "75 
Give to car arms proud Hion's loftiie tow ers 
then ſhall he ftore (when Greece the ſpoil di- 
Lides“ 
ah got} and braſs hits loaded nat y's files 
. es, full tent, nomphs of Trojan rage 
With cohions love hall crow: hiv warm em- 
brace : 180 
Such as himſelf will 8 who vie'd to none, 
Hr v 1 t. Heleu's ci only charms alemne. 
Yet heir m. ther : when our wars are oer, 
I; tale v we and on Argos' fruitful thore, 
There: Hal he live my for, oui {0N0uUrs thare, 18; 
And with Oreſt:c5* ſelf divide my care. 


Yet more three daughters j in my court are bred, | 


And 0 chi welt u orthy Of a roy a] bed; 
I. ac dice and Ipiigenia fair, 


And bright Chir; tothern:s with golden hair: 199 
Ke: let lin c ie, hom moſt his eye e,; 


1 f no Pre! nds, no reward for love: 
Mete will give the dower : fo vail a fore 
never father gave 2 child before. 


deren nupie cities ſha!! confets his ſway, 197 


Vs 
Nin For C, and Pl. e him obcy, 
Cardomy!s with ampic hurets crown d, 


! 


And ſacred Peduſus for vices renewu'd; 
Aer tir, te paſtures Hira yicide, 


5 Id ric: Anthem with her flu er \ nelds: 2080 


he whole exteit to P. io famiy plan, 
eng the verdaut margin of the m.un. 
Tj.cre heifers graze, and libouri. g oxen tail; 
bond are the nien, and cenergus i“ tlie il; 
There mail he reiga v it} power an ud Juſtice 
crown'd, 
nd rule the tributary 3 remand. 


5 ie” this ] Are his ven- cance to conti hu, 


n. ſure ail this may move his mi-, Gout. 
uto, the griily God, who never pure, 


V. tio feels no rer, and who hears no prayers, | 


210 


Lives dark and drendiul in deep heil's abodes, 
rend mortals hate him, as the wortt of Gods. 


Great though die be, it fits him t » obey ; 


Since more than his my vears, and mere my ſwav. 


The monarch thus, The revercnd Neſtor then: 


215 
= — 


Great Agarremnon ! gloriou: King of wen 


* 


| T6 his high tent; the great Ulviles jeads. 
| Achilles, ſtarting, as the chicfs he ſpy'd, 


HOMER. 


Such are thy offers as 2 prince may take, 

And ſuch as fits a generous king to make. 

Let choſen delegates this hour be ſent, 

(Myſelf will name them) to Pelides' tent: 220 

Let Phenix lead, rever'd for hoary age, 

Great Ajax nex 't, and Ithacus the tage. 

Yet more to ſanctify the word you fend, 

Let Hiodius and Eury! oatcs attend. 

Now pray to Jove to grant w hat Greece de- 

| mans 22 

Pray, in — ſilence, and w ich pureſt hands. 

He ſid, and all 5pprov'd. The heralus bring 

The clennſiug water from the ling ſpring. 

The youth with wine the ſacred goblets crown'd, 

And large libations drench'd the ſands around. 

| 3 Z | 220 

The rite perform'd, the c ef their thirſt allay, 

Then (rom the roval tent the: take their way; 

Wiſe Neftor turns on each his careful eve, 

Frrhids t offend, inſtructs them to apply , = | 

Much he advit'd them all, U.ytfes moſt, 23 

To Ceprecate the chief, and ſave the hoſt. 

_ Thro gh the itil] night they march, and hear the 
TOUF - 

Of rurmuring billes on the ſounding ſhore. 

To Neptuie. ruler of the ſeas protound, 

| Whofe lid arms the mighty globe ſurround, 246 

1hey per fo. th vows, their embaſſy to bie, 

And caim the rage of ſtern ZEact es. 


— 


— 


nd now, arriv'd where on the ſandy bay 


The ! vrmidonian tents and veſſuls lay, 

| Amus'd at eaſe, the :0-iike man thev found, 245 

| Pleas 4 with the ſolemn Harp's harmonious ſound & 
(The well-wrought harp from conquer'd Thebz 

came, „ | 

Of polith'd ſilver u. d its coſtiy frame): 

With this he fooths his angry ſoul, and ſings 

Th' immortal deeds of heroes and of kings. 270 

Patroclus only of the 161 al train, 

Plac'd in his tent, attends the loftv ſtrain: 

Full oppoſite he ſate, and liſten'd long, 

In filence waiting till he ceas'd the ſong. 8 

| Unieen the Grecian embaſſy proceeds 28 


Pa 


Lenp'd from his ſent, and laid the harp ade. 
With like ;jurprize aroſe Mencetius' fon: _ 
Pelides grafp'd their hands, and thus hegen: 266 
Princes, all lizil ! whatever brought vou here, 


Or ſtrong necedity, or urgent fear; 


** come, tho :gh Greeks ! for not as foes ye 
came ; 1 
Jo me more deu than all that bear the name. 
Witlutnat, the cluels deneath | his roof he led, 
265 
And plac'd in. ſegts with purple c carpets ſpread. 
Then "15—Patroclus, crown a larger bowl, 
Mix purer u ine, and open every ſoul. 
Of ali the warrionrs yonder hoſt can ſend, EE 
Thy triend moſt nonburs theſe, and theſe thy 
friend. 270 
He ſaid; Patroclus o'er the hiazing fire, 
Heaps in a brazen vaſe three chines eatire : 
Ihe brazen vaſe Automedon ſuſtains, = 
Which fleth of porket, theep, aud goat, con- 


0 
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Achilles at the genial fenſt prefider, 

The parts tran-fizes, an“ with i divides, 
Maanwliile F.itroglus fete the raites 
The tent is brioht td 3h fre rift bi 
Then, when the [incu fm s at ln fr 
He ſtro 15 fleet eraber: * 
Above the col the fon fame 
And forinE les f: © ee iet from lite, urn; 

With brew! tre mifdter ng can: ters the load, 
Winch wund the boar Moncetius? fon beſte'd ; 
Himfe!lf, or; vſed & Ul tſes folien ficht. 285 
Each po. tion parts, and ers er ery rite. 

The firft fac term, fir Im worta!s due, 
Amidit the gree-tv fires Parrocius threw 

Ther each, in- lulging in the ſegial teat, 


275 


Are *ro 


SA 


rns, 


His tlürtt and hunger 10h re oprett. 290 

That Gone, to Phernix AJ.. Ag. ve inc fon + : 

Nut unperceiv'd ; Ubpes crown'd with wine 
1 foamins howl, and init... thin, began, 


_ His ſpeech ac dreſſing to the god- iL e man: 
Health to Achilles happy are thy ue 341 295 
Not thoſe more h-your'd whom Atrides featlt.: 


Though generous pienty - Town the loaded boards, 


That Ag memnon's regal tent 2 Fords : 
But gr earer cares fit hen y en our ſeptic, 
Not eas'd by bunquets or by flowing bowls, 
What ſcenes of flaughter in von fi+! s appear ! 
The dead we mourn, and for the vin Fear: 
Greece on the briuk of fate ail 8 t nds, 
And owns no hely but from ti ſaving hans 
Troy, and her aids, for ready vengeance call; 


30 
Their Sas ng tents already mae e cur wall: 


Hear how with thouts ch eir conqueſt ey Pro- 


claim, ; 
And point at every ſhip their enge fame! 
For then the Father of the Gods declar s, 
Theirs are his omens, and his thunder theirs. 310 
eves ! 


See, fill of ſove, aveiging lector riſe: | 
See, heaven an curti, the raging chick veſes ; ( 
What f:;ry in his breaſt, what lighting in his 
He waits but for the morn, to ſiuk in flame 
The thips, he Creeks, and 21! the. Grecian 
| name. 
| mind, ä 

Left ſue accomplith at his rage « efign 4. 
And muſt we, Gods ! our he: Js invloi jous lay 
In Trojan duft, and this the fatal dav ? 
Return, Achilles! oh tete 15 tio) h late, 320 
To ſave thy Greeks, and ſt. Þ the conrte of fate; 


If in that heart or grief or courage lies, 
Rite to redeem ; ah vet, to cuncuer, rie! 


. | 30 5 
Hewes! how wy coun: ry” o woes di ſtract 5. * 


The prof 


77 


From gentler manners let thy glory grow, 

Aud thin contencion, the ſure fource of woe: 335 
That © on old Mx. : thy praiſe combine, 
The viriuc: of human. y be thine 
This, no © defpis'd, a: vice tu father gave ; 

Ah, check ti ya ger, an! be truly brav 

It tu: lit viel to great Atrides' a 340 
Gift, wortl;y thee his royal hand Prepares ; , 

I not- hear me, while I number o'er 

* prelent: a exhauſtle is ſtore: 
Ten werizhty talents of the pureſt gold, 

Audt ice ten vaſes of refulgent mould; 

Seven {cred tripods, whoſe unfullw'd frame 


„g an 


| Vet kno. s no oft ice, nor h:s felt the fla ame: 


_ Twelve ſteeds unmatich' . in fleetneſs and in force, 


Ard Qi victorious in tie 


— — — - 


— — . 


: du+ty courſe ; 
(Rich were the man whoſe ample ſtores exceed 
359 
ne prizes purchar d by their winged ſpeed). 
Seen lovely captive of the Leſbian line, 


Skill'q in each art, unmatcir'd, in form divine; 


1 | 
All theſe, to huy thy friendſhip, ſhall be paid, 
200 | 


| If Cafe ire 1 G6 


 Laotice and Tphigema fair, 


eas ne preſcut, 


The day may come, u hen. ali car w irriçuts lain, | 


That heart ſhall melt, that courage riſe in yan, 


Regard in time, O prince Aripeiy brave 
Thoſe wholeſome counſels which thy f 
When Pelens in his a: ed arms embrac 1 
_ His parting fon, theſe accents were hi lait: 
My child! with ſtrength, with glory nd ſuccefs, 
332 
Thy arms mar Juno and Minerva blefs ! 
Truſt that to Heaven: hut thou, thy cares engage 
To calm thy 2 and ſabdue thy rage: 


* 7267. 2 Save. 


325 


The ſam= he cboſe for more than vulgar charms, 
When Leſbos ſunk beneath thy conquering arms. 


355 


And, join'd with theſe, the 1.ng-conteſted maid; 
With all her charms, Bri eis he'll reſig n, | 
And ſolen n far thoſe charms were only thine; 
Unt:ucli'd th: ftiv'd, u r he removes, 360 

Pu: e from his arms, anchguiltlef of his loves. 
]Ticſe, initunt, mal“ be thing; and if the Powers 
Give to our arms proua J ions :oultile towers, 


Then ſhalt thou fore (when Grores the ſpoil 


divides) | 8 
With gd and bras thy Laded navy's ades. 365 
Bef.es, full twenty m mphs or Trojan race | 


With copious love ſhall crewn thy Warm em- 


braces. 
ch as thyſelf ſh: il edufe ; ; MU ho vield to none, 
Q- yicld to Uelen's how nly charms alone. 


Vet hear me torther : when vur wars are o'er, 


Aroo8 fruit: ful ſhore, | | 
Mere ſhalt thow live | ay" ſhown, his .onours ſhare, 
An? ith Oreites' felt wide his care. 


Let more—tlirec d. 3 in h's court are bred, 


\nd each well worthy of a roy al bed; = - 
And bright Ciyfit! mis wit! golden 1 
Her af, hou ved whom molt thy eyes approve ; 
n ceward for love: 5 
. mic v ill vive he dower: tovaſta ſtore. 380 
As nere tather aveachild before. 
Seven 2inple tie. 11421] confeſe thy (way, 
The Lnofé E. an. "er x t':ee obev, | 
Card. mile ich mple-urrets crown d. 
And ſ:cred P:d iv, for ne renown'd: 38; 
pe- Fair, the p- urs ira vields, N 
And rich Amtheia with ter Aowery fields: 
The whale ext»::t to Polo“ ſandy plain | 
Along the verdant margin of the main. | 
There heifers gr.ze, and labouring oxen toil; 390 
Po! avs the men, and generous is the ſoil. 


There Wan thou reign with power and juſtice 


| And 


crown? da 


rule the tributary realms around, 


\ 
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Such are the pioffers which this day we bring, 
uch the repentarce of a ſcppliant King. 395 
But if all this, relent' eto, thou diſdain, 

If honour, and if jntercii, plead in vain ; 

Yet ſome redreſs to ſuppliant Greece afford, 

And be, amongſt her guardian Gods, ador' d. 

If no regard thy ſuffering country claim, 400 
Hear thy own glory, ard the voice of fame : 

For know that chief, whoſe unreſiſted ire 

Made nations tremble, and whole hoſts retire, 

Proud Hector, now, th' unequal fight demands, 

And oniv triumphs to deferve thy hands. 405 

Then thus the Goddeſs-Horn: ble ſſes, hear 

A faithful ſpeech, that knuws nor art, nor fear; 
What in m ſecret ſoul is underſtood, 

| My tongue all utter, and my deeds make good. 
Let Greece then know , my purpoſe I retain; 410 | 
Nor with new treaties vex my peace in vain. 

u ho dares think one thing, and another tell, 


. My ! neart deteſts him as the g gutes of hell. 


Then thus, in ſhort, my fixt reſolves attend. 
Which nor Atride:, nor his Greeks, can bend; 


4175 
Long toils, long perils, in their cauſe I bore, 
But now th' unfruitful gleric- charm no more. 
Figlit or fight not, a like reward we cl im. 
The wretch and hero find their prize tlie fame ; 
Alike regretted in the duſt he lies, 420 
Who yicids ignobly, or who bravely dies. 
Of all my dangers, all mv gloricus pains, 
A lite of labours, lo! what fruit remains? 
As the bold bird her heipleſs dung atte nds, 
From danyer guards them, and trum want de- 
8 fends: 
In ſearch of prey ſhe w inęs the ſpacions air, 
And with th' untaſted foo ſupplies her care: 


For thankleſs Greece ſuch hardthips have! brav 4, 


_ Ker wives, her infants. by my labours fav'd ; 


Long ſleepleſ nights in heavy arms I ſtood, 430 | 


And fweat labor ious days in duſt and bluod. 

I ſack'd twelve ample cities on the rain, 

Aud twelve lay ſmonk ing on the Trojan plain: 
Then at Atrides' haughty feet were laid | 

The wealth I gather d, and the ſpoils I made. 435 
Your mighty monarch tlieſe in peace poſſeſt; 
Some fer my ſoldiers had, himtelf the reſt. 
zom e preſent too to every prince was pad ; 


And every prince enjovs the gift he mae z ; 


one muſt reſund of all his train; 

Sce v hat preheminence our merits gain ' 

My tpoil alone his greedy ſou! deliglits : 
iy ſpouſe alone muſt bleſs his Iuftful nights: 

he woman, let him (as he mar) enjoy: 


But what's the quarrel then of Creece to Troy # 


What to theſe ſhores th. allemibled nations FRB... 
_ Waat calls for vengeance but a woman's cauſe? 
Are fair endow. ments, and a beauteous face, 
Pelov'd by none but thoſe of Atreus' race? 
The w ife w hom choice and paſſion both approve, 
2 
Sure every wiſe and worthy man «ill love. M 
Nor did my fair-one leſs diſtinction claim; 
Slave as the was, my ſoul ador'd the dame. 
Wrong" in my love, all proffers 1 diſdain; 
Deceiv'd for once, truſt not — alin. * 


* 
wy 


i Ye have my anſwer—what remains to do, 

Your king, Ulyfſcs, may conſult with you. 

What needs he the defence this arm can make ? 
Has he not walls no human force can ſhake ? 

Has he not fenc'd his guarded navy round, 460 
With pi! cs, with ramparts, and a trench pro- 


found * 


And will not theſe (the wonders he has done) 
| Repel the rage of Priam's fingle ſon ? 
There was a time ('twas when for Greece! fought) 


When Hectoꝛ's proweſs no fuch wonders wrought: 
465 
He kept the verge of Troy, nor dar'd to wait 
Achilles fury at the Scxan gate; 

He try'd it once, and ſcarce was fav'd by has.” 


But now thoſe ancient enmities are o'er ; 


| To-morrow we the favouring Gods implore ; 
Then ſhall you ſee our parting veſſels crown'd, 


4:0 
And hear with oars the Helleſpont ! 5 
The third day hence, tall Phthia greet our fails, 
If mighty Neptune ſend propitious gales; 


Phthia to her Achilles ſhall reſtore 475 


The wealt!: he left for this deteſted ſhore : 
1 hither the ſpoils of this long war thall paſs, 


| The ruddy gold, the ſtcel, and ſhining brats; 


My beauteons captives thither 1 convey, 


One only valued gift your tyrant gave, 
And that reſum'd, the fair Lyrnettian ſlave. 


hear, 
And learn to ſcorn the wretch they baſely fear ; 


And meditatcs new cheats on | all his ſlaves; 

| Though ſharaelef, as he is, to face theſe eves 

le what he dares not; if he dares he dics) 

Tell him, al! terms, all commerce, I decline, ) 

Nor ſhare his council, nor his hattle j join; 140 

For once deceiv'd, was his; but twice were( 
mine. 


| No—let the ſtupid prince, adi Jove deprives 


| (7 Gul and juſtice, run where frenzy drives; 


His gifts are hateful : Kings of ſuch a Kind + 
| Stand but as flaves before a noble mind. 495 
Not though he proffer'd all himſelf poſſeſt, | 
And all his rapine could from others wreſt; 
Not all the golden tides of wealth that crown 
The many-peopled Orchomenian town ; | 


| Not all proud Thebes' unrivall'd wails contain, : 


co 


(That ſpreads her conquett, o'er a tho: ſand itates, 
And pours her heroes through a hundred gates, 
Two hundred horſemen, and two hundred cars 


more 

Than duſt in fields, or fads along the ſhore ; 
Shoukl all thefe offers for my frienc!! hip call; 

'Tis he that offers, and I ſcorn them all. 
Atrides“ dwghter never ſhall ke led 510 


- (An ill-m: tch' d confort) to Achilles' bed; 
Like golden Venus though the charm'd the heart, 


And vy'd with Pallas in the wor Ky of art, 


And all that refts of my unraviſh'd prey. 4% | 
Then tell him, loud, that all the Gr eels may 


| (Gs arm'd in — mankind he braves, 


485 


The world's great emp: oh on tt gyptian plain, 


From each wide portal iſſuing to the wars) 50g. 
| Though bribes were heap'd on bribes, in number 


Bid all your counſels, all your ar mies join, 
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Some greater Greek let thoſe high nuptials grace, I My father, faithlefs to my mother's arms, 


I hate alliance with a tyrant's race. 
If Heaven reſt n e me to my realms with life, 
The reverend Peleus ſhall ele my wife. : 
Theſſalian nymphs there are, of form divine, 
And kings that ſue to mix their blood with mine. 
Bleſt in kind love my years ſhall glide away, 520 
Content with juſt hereditary ſway; _ 
There, deaf for ever to the martial ſtrife, 
Enjoy the dear prerogative of life. 
Life is not to be bought 1. ith heaps of gold; 
Not all Apollo's Pythian treaſures hold, 525 
Or Troy once held, in peace and pride of ſway, 
Can bribe the poor poſſeſſion of a day! _ 
Loſt herds and treaſures, we by arms regain, 
And fteeds unrivalld on the duſty plain: 
But from our lips the vital ſpirit fled, £530 
Returns no more to wake the filent dead. 
My fates long ſince by Thetis were diſclos d, 
And each alternate, life or fame, propos d; 
Here, if I ſtay, before the Trojan town, 
Short is my date, but deathleſs my renown ; 535 
If I return, I quit immortal praiſe | 
For years on years, and long-extended days. 
Convinc'd, thongh late, I find my fond miſtake, 


1 


Io quit theſe ſhores, their native ſeats enjoy, 540 
Nor hope the fall of heaven-defended Troy. 
2 arm diſplay'd aſſerts her from the ſkies; 
Her hearts are ſtrengthen'd, and her glories riſe. 
Oo then, to Greece report our fix d deſign; 


545 
Let all your forces, all your arts confpire, _ 
To ſave the ſhips, the troops, the chiefs from fire. 
One ſtratagem has fail'd, and others will: 
Ve find, Achilles is unconquer'd itill 
So then—digeſt my meſſage as ve may— 550 
But here this night let reverend Phenix ſtay : 
His tedious toils and hoary hairs demand 
A peaceful death in Phthia's friendly land. 
But whether he remain, or ſail with me. 
His age be ſacred, and his will be free. 855 
The fon of Peleus ceas'd : the cluieſs around 
In filence wrapt, in conſternation diown'd, 
Attend the ſtern reply. Then Phanix roſe; 
_ (Down his white beard a ſtream of forruw flows) 
And u hile the fate of ſuſfcring Greece he mourn'd, 
With accent weak theſe tender words return'd: 
__ Divine Achilles! wilt thou then retire, 
And leave our hoſts in blood, our fleets on fire? 
If wrath ſo dreadful fill thy ruthleſs mind, | 
How ſhall thy friend, thy Phaznix, ſtay behind? 
e | Ton 
The royal Peleus, when from Phthia'; coaſt 
lle ſent thee early to tht Achaian hoſt; | 
Thy youth, as then in ſage debate „ntilb'd, 
And new to per:'s of the direſul feld: 


He bade me teach thee all the ways of war; 57% | 


Io thine in councils and in camps to dare. 
Never, ah never let me leave thy fide ! 
No time ſhall part us, aud no fate divide. | 
Nut though the God, that breath'd my life, reſtore 
The bloom I boaſted, and the p urt I bore, 57 5 
When Greece of old beheld my yo” ti: Aae, 


— 


| Then meditate my fliglit; my friends in vain 50 


With prayers entreat me, and with force detuin. 


No food was grateful but from PhWanix” han 
I pas my watchings o'er thy helpleſs years, 
The tender labours, the compliant cares : 


| The tenth, I forc'd the gates unſeen of all; 
And, favour'd by the night, o'er!cap'd the wall. 

My travels thence through ſpacicus Greece ex- 
And warn the Greeks the wiſer choice to make; | 


The Gods (the only. great, and oaly wiſe) 
Are mov'd by off:rings, vows, and ſacritice ; 
Offending man their high compaſſion wins, 

| And daily prayers atone fur daily figs. | 
Prayers are Jove's daughters, of celeſtial race, 


Old as he was, add a ftrancer's charn:s. 
I try'd what yuuth could do at her defire) 
To win the damſel, and prevent my fire, 


| My fire with curſes loads my hated head, 


And cries, © Ye faries ! barren be his bed.“ 
Infernal Jove, the vengeful ftend- below, 


And ruthleſs Proferpine, confirm'd his vow. 283 
Deſpair and grief diſtract my labouring mind ! 
| Gods! what a crime my impious heart deiiga'd ! 


thought (but ſome Kind God that thought ſup- 
pr eſt) | 
To plunge the poniard in my father's breaſt : 


On lat of rams, black bulls, and brawny ſw.ne, 
They daily feaſt, with draughts of fragrant 
wine: 


strong guards they plac'd, and watch'd nine 


nights entire; 5 
The roofs and porches flam'd with conſtant firc. 


595 


tend: Th 
In Phthia's court at laſt my labours end. 
Your fire receiv'd me, as his fon careſs'd, 


600 


With gifts enrich'd, and with poſſeſſions bleſs'd. 
The ſtrung Dolopians thenceforth own'd my reign, 
| And all the coaſt that runs along the main. 
By love to thee his bounties I repaid, 
And early wiſdom to thy ſoul convey'd : 


605 
Great as thou art, my leſſons made thee brave, 


A child I took thee, but a hero gave. 


Thy infant breaft à like atection ſhow'd ; 
Still in my arms (an ever-pleaſing load, 
Or at my knee, by Phacnix would'ſt thou ſtand: 


The Gods (I thought) revers'd their hard decree. 
And Phan felt a father's joy in thee : 615 
Thy growing virtues juſtify'd my cares, | 
And promis'd comfort to my filver hairs, 

Now be thy rage, thy fatal rage, reſigu'd; 

A cruel heart ill ſuits a manly mind: 

626 


Lane are their feet, and wrinkled is their face: 


| 025 
With humble mien and with dejected eyes, 5 
| Cotant they follow, where injuſtice flies: 
 Injifice, iwift, erect, and uuconu'd, * 
Sv. ceps the Mid- earth, and tramples o'er man- 
ind, DEE | 


| While p::yers, to heal her rouge, move flow \ 


1 * 

beiund . 
Wio tears theſe daughters of almighty Jove, 
F him they mediate to the throne above: 
hen man wes the igavle ſuit they wake, 


* 


_ Welightful Greece, the land uf Ic, gu ive, 


. 
. & 
„ 


The ii! 2 renzes fur te daug ſake; 


* 
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From Jove commiſſion'd, fierce injuſtice then 635 
Deſcends to puniſh unrelenting men. 

Oh, let not headlong paiſion bear thie ſway; 

Theſe reconciling Godde ſſes obey 

Due honours to the feed of ov belong ; ö 

Due honours calm tie fierce, and bend the ſtr: 5 
40 
Were theſe not pai thee bv the terms we hring 
Were rage ſtill harbour'd in the haughty king: 
Nor Greece, nor all her tortunes, thin. engage 
Thy friend to plead :gainft fo juſt a ra: 

Bur ſince what honours alk, the han” eds, , 

W 
And ſends by thoſe whom moſt thy heart com- 
| mends, 

The beſt and nobleſt of the Grecian train; ; 
permit not theſe to ſue, and ſue in vain! 
Let me (my ſon) an ancient fact unfold, 

A grcat example drawn from times of old; 6:0 
Hear what our fathers were, and what their pr aiſe, 
Who conquer'd their revenge in former dars. 
Where Calvdon on rocky mountains ſtands, 
Once fought th' Ætolian and Curetian bands; 


To guard i i: thoſe, to conquer thete advance; 65 3 


And mutual deaths were dealt with mutual chance. 

The fiiver Cynthia bade Contention rife, 

In vengeance of neglected facrifice : 

On Oencus' field the ſent a monſtrous boar, 

That levell'd harvets, and whole foreſts tore: 
660 


This beaſt (when many a chief his talks had 


ſlain) 

Great N ſtretch d along tlie plain. 
Then, for his ſpoils, a new debate aroſe, 

The neiglihour nations thence commencing foes, 

Strong a5 they w ere, the bold Curetes fail A, 66 5 
While Nicle:ger's thunderirng arm prevaild: 
Till rage at length inflam'd his lofty owl 

(Tor rage 1ages the wiſeſt and the bett). 
Curs'd hy Althaa, to his wrath he Hells 18, 
And in his wite's embrace forgets the fields. 670 
che from Marpeſſa ſprung, divinely fair, 
« And matciilets Idas, more than man in wor; 


&© The God of Uav ador'd the me her 's.charms :-- 


% Agaluſt t':e God the father bent us arms: 

I... Tic arfiicied pair, their ſorrobs to proclaim, 
: _ 675 
« From Cie. patra chang'd this daushter's name, 
« And call of Alcyone ; a name to fin 
„The f:th: rs Srier, the mourning 
© Me. | 

To her the * retir' from ſtern deb ate, 


mother's 


But found no NE: from fierce Althxa's pate: | 
| w-] 


| Aha. o hate tl. un! Happy warriour drew, 
Whoie juckleſs hand his royal uncle flew ; 

dhe beat the grouid, and call'd the pow: rs be- 

neath 
On her own fon to wreak her brother's death: 
Lell heard lier cur ſes from the realms profound, 
68 

And the red 0 tht walk the nightly round, 4 

In van Italia her deliverer waits, 

War thai.es her walls, and thunders at her gates. 

She fem antbaſſadors, a choſen band, 


P:ick: of the Guds, and elders ot the land ; 6g .- 0 


He itands relentlets, and rejects 


Ihe walls are ſcal'd; 


And aſks no honours from a mortal's hands: 


* 


His fitters follow d; 


Burns wi h one ve, u 


Let theſe return: our vorage, or our ſtay, 
Keſt undetermin'd till the dawning day, 


Beſonght the chief to fave the finking Hate : 
Their prayers were urgent, and their proffers 
great: 


| (Full fift; acres of the richeſt ground, 


Half p:iſtir* green, 
crown'd.) | 

His tappliant father, aged Oeneus, came; 695 

even the vengeful dame 

his friends before hun fall : 

them all. 

MEany ile the victor's ſhouts afcend the ſkies ; 

the rolling flames ariſe ; 


and half with vineyards 


Altea ſues; 


At length his wife (a form divine) appears, 
With piercing cries, and ſupplicating tears; 


She paints the herrours of a conquer'd town, 
The heroes flain, the palaces o 'erthrown, 


| The matrons raviſh'd, the whole race enſlav'd: 


70 
| The warriour heard, he vanquiſh'd, and he ſav'd. 
Th' #tolians, long diſdain d, now took their 


turn, 5 
And left the chief their broken faith to mourn. 
Learn hence, betimes to curb pernicious ire, 


Nor tay, till vonder fleets aſcend in fire: 70 
Accept the preſents: draw thy conquering fword ; 
And be among our guardian Gods ador'd. 


Thus he. The tern Achilles thus reply'd : 


My ſecond father, and my reverend guide: 
Ty friend, believe me, no ſuch gift demands, 


715 
Joe honour: me, and favours my deſigns ; 
is pleaſure guides me, and his will confines : 


| And here I ſto (if ſuch his high beheſt) : 
While life's warm ſpirit beats wi hin my ng. | 


Yet lea: one word, and lodge it in thy heart ; 46 
No more moleſt me on Atrides? part: 
is it for him theſe tears are taught to flow, 


For him theſe ſorrows * for my mortal foe? 
A generous fr . no cold medium knows, | 


725 


Oue ſhould our intereſts aud our pr ſſio be; 
M. fr iend muſt hate the man that injures me. 
Do tis. my Phœnix, tis a generous part; 
And thare my — my honours, and my heart. 


He cgas'd: then order'd for the ſage” $ bed 
A v-armer couch with numerous carpets ſpread. 


Wich that, ftern Ajax his long ſilence broke, 7 35 5 1 
Ind thus, impatient, to Ul;ſſcs ſpoke: _ 
Hence let vs gowhy waſte we time in vain? 


See what effect our io ſubmiſſions gain 
Lik' d or not lik'd, his v ords we muſt dees 


The Gr eeks expect them, and our heroes wait, 


749 


Proud as he is. that iron heart retains 
Its £uvborn purpoſe, and his friends diſdains. 
Stern and unpitying! if a brother blecd, | 
On juſt atonement, we remit the deed ; 

ihe tlaughter of his ſon forgives ; 745 


bl 


A fire 
The price of blood diſchar g'd, the murderer ls: 


neee Yuen ere nenn 


with one reſentment glows; 


RW 


7 | 


Return then, herocs! and our anſwer bear, 


Achilles to his friend conſign'd her charms, bs 


The peers and leaders of the Achaian bands, 5 
| * d their return. Atrides firſt begun: 79 
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The haughtieſt hearts at length their rage reſign, 


And gifts can conquer every ſoul but thine. 
The Gods that unrelenting breaſt have ſtcel'd, 


And curs'd thee with 2 mind that cannot yieid. 
- 206 


One woman-flave was raviſh'd from thy arms: 
Lo, ſeven are — and of equal charnis. 
Then hear, Achilles ! be of better m nd; 

Revere thy roof, and to thy gueſts be kind ; 3 
And know the men, of all tiie Grecian hoſt, 755 


Who honour worth, and prize thy valour moſt. , 


Oh ſoul of battles, and thy people's guide ! 


(To Ajax thus the firſt of Greeks reply'd) 


Well hait thou ſpuke ; but at the tyrant's name 


My rage rekindles, and my ſoul's on flame : 769 


Tis juſt reſentment, and bec mes t e brave; 
Diſgrac'd, diſnonour d, like the vileit ſlave 


The glorious combat is no more my care; 2 
Not till, amidſt yon ſink ing navy flain, 76 5 
The blood of Greeks ſhall dye the ſable main; 
Not till the flames, by Hector's fury thrown, 


| Conſume your veſſels, and approach my own ; 


The there, th' impetuous homicide ſhall ſtand, 
ceaſe his battle, and there feel our hand. 


This ſaid, each prince a double goblet crown'd, 
And caſt a lauge libation on tlie ground; 
Then to their veſſels, through the gloomy ſhades, 
The chiefs return; divine Ulyſſes leads. 
Meantime Achilles' flaves prepar d a bed, 775 
With fleeces, carpets, and ſoft linen ſpread : 
There, till the ſacred morn reftor'd the day, 
In ſlumber ſweet the rererend Phenix lay, 
Zut in his inner tent, an ampler ſpace, | ö 


/ 


Achilles ſlept; and in his warm embrace 780 


Fair Diomede of the Leſbian race. 


Laſt, for Patroclus was the couch prepar'd, _ 


Whoſe nightly joys the beauteous Iphis ſhar'd ; 


When Scyros fell before his conquering arms. 1% 5 
And now th' elected chiefs, whom Greece had | 
ſent, 
Paſs'd through the hoſts, and reach'd the royal 
; tent. 
Then riſing all, with goblets in their hands, 


* what — . * on! 
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Achilles' high reſolves declare to all: 
Returns the chief, or muſt our navy fall? 

Great king of nations! (Ithacus reply'd) 
Fix'd is his wrath, unconquer'd is his pride; 795 
He flights thy friendſhip, thy propoſ..ls feorns, 
And, thus implor'd, with fiercer fury turns : 
To ſave our army, and our fleet to free, 
Is not his care: but leſt to Greece and thee. 
8 ſhall view, when morning paints the 

Yo | | 

Beneatli his oars the whitening Eillows fly, 
Us too he bids our oars and ſails employ, 
| Nor hope the fall of heaven-proteQed Troy; 
| For Jove v'erſhates her with his arm divine, EE 
Inſpires her war, and bids her glory ſhine. 805 
Such was his word: what farther he declar'd, 
Theſe ſacred heralds and great Ajax heard. 


I But Pheenix in his tent the chief retains, 


Safe to tranſport him to his native plains, | 

When morning dawns : if other he decree, 870 

His age is ſacred, and his choice is fre. | 
Ulyſſes ceas'd : the great Achaian hoft, 

With ſorrow ſeiz d, in conſternation loſt, 

Attend the ſtern reply. Tvdides broke 

The geueral filence, and und aunted ſpoke : $15 

Why ſhould we gifts to proud Achilles ſend * 

Or ſtrive with prayers his haughty ſoul to bead ? 

His country's woes he glot ies to deride, 

And 1 will burſt that ſwelling heart with 

| pr | | 

Be the fierce impulſe of his rage obey'd; $29 


Our battles let him, or deſert or aid; 
| Thea let hint arm when Jove or he think fit; 


— 


That, to his madneſs, or to Heaven commit: 
Wat for ourſelves we can, is always ours; 
This night, let due repaſt refreſh our powers 325 


(For itrengrh conſiſts in ſpirits and in blood, 
And thoſe are ow'd to generous wine and food); ; 
| But when the roſy meſſenger of day 

| Strikes the blue mountains ith her golden rar, oh 


| Rang'd at the ſhips, let all our ſquadrons Sins, | 
| 30 : 
| In flaming arms, a long e -:tended line: 9 
In the dread fre it let great Atrides ſtand, 


| The firſt in danger, as in high command. 


Shouts of acclaim the liſten: ng heroes raiſe, 


Then each to Heaven the due libations pays; 835 


Till ſleep, deſcending o'cr the tents, beſtows Js 
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From thouſand Trojan fires the mounting blaze; 
Heirs in the paſſing wind their muſick blow, 15 
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UPON the refuſal of Achilles to return 


deſcribed in the moſt lively manner. 


public ſafety. 


the reſt of the captains. They call a council 


The Night Adventure of Diomed and Ulyſſes. 


to the army, the diſtreſs of Aramemnon is 
He takes no reſt that night, but paſſes 
through the camp, awaking the leaders, and contriving all poſſible methods for the 
Menelaus, Neſtor, Ulyſſes, and Diomed, are employed in raiſmg 
war, and determine to ſend ſcouts 


into the enemy's camp, to learn their poſture, and diſcover thetr intentions. 
Diomed undertakes this hazardous enterprize, and makes choice of Ulyſſes for 


his companion. In their paſſage they ſurprize Dolon, whom Hector had ſent on 

a like deſign to the camp of the Grecians. IM 
ſituation of the Trojan and auxiliary forces, and particularly of 
 Thracians who were lately arrived. 


nen 


9. 


LL night the chiefs before their veſſels lay, 
And loſt in fleep the labours of the day: 

All but the King: with various thoughts oppreſt, 

His country's cares lay rolling in his breaſt. 
As when, by lightnings, Jove's ætherial power 5 
Foretelbh the rattling hai, or we.ghty ſhower, 
Or ſends ſoft ſnows to whiten all the ſhore, 

Or bids the brazen threat of War to roar ; 


By fits one flath ſucceeds as one expires, 


And heaven flames thick with momentary fires. 
. os | 10 
So burſting frequent from Atrides' breaſt, 


Sighs following fighs his inward fears confeſt, 


No o'er the field, dejected, he ſirveys 


And marks diſtinct the voices cf the foe. 


And ſues to him that ever lives above: 20 


Now looking backwards to the fleet and coaſt, 


_ Anxious he ſorrows for te endanger'd hoſt. 


He rends his hairs in ſacrifice to Jove, 


Inly he groans ; while giory and deſpair 


Divide his heart, and wage a doubtful war. | 


7 


A thouſand cares his labuuring breaſt revolves; 
To ſeꝛk ſage Neſtor now the chief reſolves, 


The ſame night continues; the ſcene lies in the two camps. | 


With him, in wholeſome counſels to debate 25 


What yet remains to ſave th' afflicted ſtate. 
He roſe, ad firſt he caſt his mantle round, 


| Next on his feet the ſhining ſandals bound; 


A lion's yellow ſpoi!s his back cenceal'd ; 


His warlike hand a pointed javelin held. 30 


Meanwhile his brother, preſt with equal woes, 


| Alike deny'd the gifts of ſoft repoſe, 


Laments for Greece; that in his cauſe before 
So much had ſuffer'd, and muſt ſuffer more. 
A leopard's ſpotted hide his ſhoulders ſpread 3 35 


A brazen helmet gltrer'd on his head: 


Thus (with a javelin in his hand) he went 


| To wake Atrides in the royal tent. 


+ Already wak'd, Atrides he deſcry'd, BED 
His armour buckling at his veſſel's fide. 40 


2 they met; the Spartan thus begun: 
Why puts my brother his bright armour on? 
Sends he ſome ſpy, amidſt theſe filent hours, 


| To try-yon camp, and watch the Trojan powers? 
But ſay, what hero ſhall \.:ſtain that taſk ? 45 
Such bold exploits uncommon courage aſk; _ 


Guideleſs, alone, through night's dark ſhade to 
18 


And 'midſt a hoſtile camp explore the foe ! 
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From him they are informed of the 
eſus, and the 
They paſs on with ſucceſs ; kill * 
with ſeveral of his officers, and ſeize the famous horſes of that prince, with which 
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To whom the king : In ſuch diftreſs we ſtand, 
No vulgar counſels our affairs demand ; 50 
Greece to preſerve, is now no eaſy part, 

But aſks high wiſdom, deep deſign, ard art: 

For Jove averſe our humble prayer denics, 

And bows his head to Hector's ſacrifice. 

What eye has witneis'd, or what ear believ'd, 55 

In one great day, by one great arm atchiev'd, 

Such wondrous deeds as Hector's hand has done, 

And we beheld, the laſt evolving an? 

What honours the belov'd of Jove adorn ! 

Sprung from no God, and of no Coddeſs born, 6o 

Yet fuch his acts, as Greeks unborn ſtall tell, 

And curſe the bart! e where their fathers tell. 

Now ſpeed thy haſty courſe along the fieet, 
There call great Ajax, and the prince of Crete; 
Ourſelf to hoary Neſtor will repair; 65 
To keep the guards on duty, be his care; 

Fer Neſtor's influence beſt that quarter guides, | 
Who ſe fon with Merion cer the watch prefides. 
To u kom the Spartan: Iheſe thy orders borne, | 

Soy ſhall I ſtay, or with diſpatch return? 70 

There ſhalt thou ſtay (the king of men reply'd) 


Elſe may we miſs to meet, without a guide, 
Still, with your voice, the ſlothful ſoldiers raiſe, 


— 


The paths ſo many, and the camp ſo wide. 


5 Urge, by their father's fame, their fuwre m"_ | 


Forget we now our fate and lofty birth ; 
Not titles here, but works muſt prove our wot 


And when Jove gave us life, he gave us woe. 
Ibis faid, each parted to his ſeveral cares; 80 
The k ing to Neſtor's ſable thip repairs ; 

The ſage pi ot actor of the Greeks he found 

Stretch'd in hi: bed with all his arms around; | 
The varions-colour'd ſcarf, the ſhield he reais, 

The ſbinivg helmet, and the pointed ſpears : 

The dreadful weapon of the warriour's rage, 

That, old in arms, diſdain'd the peace of age. 

Then, leaning on his hand his watchful head, 
The hoary monarch rais'd his eyes and fad: 

What 

known, 

| While others fleep thus range the camp alone * 

_ SeeK'iſt thou ſome friend, or nightly centinel? 

Stand off, approach not, but t}.v purpoſe tell. 
| 1 of Neleus (thus the King rejoin'd) 

Pride of he Greeks, and giory of thy kind! 

| Lo here the wretched Agamemnon ſtands, 

| * unhappy general of the Crecian bands: 

Whom Jove decrees with daily cares to bend, 

And wes, that only with his life ſhall end“ 

Scarce can my knees theſe trembling limbs ſuſ- 

tain, | ICC 

And ſcaice my heart ſupport its load of pain. 

| Notatlte of fleep theſe heavy eyes have known; 

Confus'd, and tad, I wander thus alone, 

With fears diſtracted, with no fix'd deſign ; 
And all my people's miſeries are mine. 

If anzht of uſe thy waking thoughts ſuggeſt, 
(Since cares, lik e mine, deprive thy ſoul of mo 
Impart thy counſel, and aſſiſi thy friend; 

Now let us joir tiy to the trench deſcend, 
At every gate :he fainting guard excite, Tio 
Iir'd wich the toils of day and watch of ks ah 


105 


” 
- 


| 
But now, our ills incuftriors to prevent, 


85 | 
_ | Affen:bling there, between the trench and gates, 


art thou, ſpeak, that on deſigns un- | 


| 


| To thoſe tall Mips, reffieteſk of 


——— — 


im it behov'd to every chief to ſue, 
Preventing every part perform'd by you; 
For ſtrong neceſſity our toils demands, 


| Thy juſt rebukes, yet learn to ſpare them now. 


— 


What new Cm 


83 
| Elſe may the ſudden foe oh? works invade, 
So near, and favour'd by the gloomy ſhade. 

To kim thus Neſtor : Truft the powers above, 
Nor think proud HeQtor's hopes confirm'd by 

ove: 

How ill agree the views of vain mankind, 
And tlie ite counſels of th' Eterral Mind y 
Audacicus Hector ! if the Gods ordain 
T1 hi great Achilles riſe and rage again. [4 
What toil; atter.d thee, and what woes remain! ( 


120) 
0 rouſe the Srartan I myſelf decree; | 
Dear as he is io us, and dear to thee, | 
Yet muſt I tax his fioth, that claims no ſhare 130 
With his great brother in this martial care: 


Lo faithf. 1 Neſtor thy command obeys; 
The care is next our uther chiefs to raiſe : : 
Ulyſſes, Liomed, we chiefly need; 
Meges for ſtr ength, Cileus fam'd for ſpeed. 
Some other be Ciſpatch'd of nimbler feet, 
fleet, 
Crete. 


* 5} 


Wh: re lie grent Ajax, and the king © 


Claims all our hearts, and urges all our hands. 


mc .- 
To whom the king : With reverence we — 


My generous brother is of gentle kind, 

He ſeems remitis, but hears a valiant mine ; 

Through too much deference to our ſovereign 
ſway, 

Content to follow when we lead the Way. 


Long ere the reſt, he rote, and fought ray tent. 
The chiefs you nan'd, already at his call. 
Prepare to meet us near the navy wall; 146 


Near the nigi.t-guar's, our chioſen council waits, 


| Then none (ſaid Neſtor) fall his outs with- 


ſtamd, 
For great ex amples juſtify command. | 
Wit! that the venerable warriour roſe ; 


5 > 
The ſhining greaves his manly legs incloſe ; 5 3 


Nis purple mantle golden buckles ioin'd, 
Warm with the lte ſt wool, and doubly lin'd. 
| Then, ruh! 'ng from his tent, he ſnatch'd in haſte _ 


& 


Hi: Net lance, that lg).ten'd as he paſt. 153 
The camp he travers 'd through the np 

croud, | 
Stopp'd ar Ubffes' rent, and call'd aloud. 


| Ulyfles, ſudden as the voice was ſent, 


Awakes, ſta; ts up, and iffues from his tent. | 
what ſudden cauſe of fright, 
160 


| Thus leads you wandering in the ſilent night! * 


O prudent chief! (the pylian ſage reply d) 
Wiſe as thou art, be now thy wiſdom try'd ; of 
Whatever means of faticty can be ſoueht, 7 
Whatever countels can infpire our thought, 165 
late ver m thuds, or to {lv or firht ; | 
All, all de bend on this important night ! 

He Lear, retern'd, and took his painted ſhield : 
Then icin'd the b and toow” d throug h the 


| held. 
12 


ch ſunk in fleep, extended on the field, Elſe muſt our hoſt become the ſcorn of Troy. 


\ 


Feſt ſeems inglorious, and the night too lons. 
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ii hout his tent, bold Diomed they found, 170 'Tis well, my ſons! your nightly cares employ ; 
11 theath'd in arms, his brave companions round : 225 


dais head reciining on his boſſy ſhield. Watch thus, and Greece ſhal! live The hero ſaid ; 
A wond of ſpears ſtood by, that, fix'd upright, Then o'er the trench the following chieftains led. 
hat from their flaſhing points a quivering light. | His ſon, and god-like Merion march'd behind | 
| 175 | (For theſe the princes to their council join'd); 
 bull's black hide compos'd the hero's bed; : —— 230 
A ſplendid carpet roll'd beneath his head. | The trenches paſt, th' aſſembled kings around 


hen, With his foot, eld Neſtor gentiy ſhakes In filent ſtate the conſiſtory crown'd. 


T |: lumbering chief, and in theſe words awakes: | A place there was yet undefil'd with gore, | 
Riſe, ſon of Tydeus! to the brave and ſtrong | The ſpot where Hector ſtopp'd his rage before; 
| 180 | When night deſcending, from his vengeful hand 


3 3 233 
Eut ſieepꝰſt thou no-? when from yon hill the | Repriev'd the relicks of the Grecian band: 
foe | | (The plain beſide with mangled corpſe was ſpread, 


langs o'er the fleet, and ſhades our walls below? | And all his progreſs mark'd by heaps of dead.) 


At this, ſoft ſlumber from his eye-lies fled; I There fat the mournful kings : when Neleus' fon 
Ihe warriour ſaw the hoary chief, and ſaid, 185 | The council opening, in theſe words begun: 240 
Voadraus old man! whoſe foul no reſpite knows, | Is there (ſaid he) a chief ſo greatly brave, 


_ Ytouzh years and honours bid thee ſeek repoſe. | His liſe to hazard, and his country ſave ? 


Let younger Greek s our ſleeping warriours wake; | Lives there a man, who ſingly dares to go 
Ii tits thy ags theſe thils to undertake. To vonder camp, or ſeize ſome ſtraggling foe ? | 
1.1y frienꝰ (ne anſwer'd) generous is thy care, 190 Or, favonr'd by the night, approach fo near, 245 


| The ie toi, my ſubjecte and my ſons might bear, | Their ſpeech, their counſels, and defigns, to hear ? 


Their loyal thoughts and pious loves conſpire If to beſiege our navies they prepare, | 
Toeaſe a ſy;ereig::, and relieve a fire. | Or Trov once more muſt be the feat of war:? 
nut nov the laſt deſpair furrounds'our hoſt; This could he learn, and to our peers recite, 


_ %.caploy thy vouth as I employ my age: 


No hour muſt paſs, no moment muſt be loſt; 195 | And paſs unharm'd the dangers of the night; 2 50 
Each ſingle Creek, in this concluſive ſtrife, What fame were his through all ſucceeding days, 


+.t:nJs on the ſharpeſt edge of death or life: Þ| While Phoebus ſhines, or men have tongues to 
Vet, if my ye us thy kind regard engage, f praiſe? | | 


185 | What gifts his grateful country would beſtow * 
<ucceed to theſe my cares, and rouze the reſt; What mutt not Greece to her deliverer owe? 
| | 200 | A ſable ewe each leader ſhould provide, 253 


ꝛ e ſeres me mot, who ſerves his country beſt. With each a fable lambk in by her ſide : 


I. lion's ſpails, that to bis ancles hung: 


his ſaid, the hero o'er his ſhoulders flung At every rite his ſhare ſhould be increas'd, 


And his the foremoſt honours of the feaſt. 
"Fear held them mute: alone, untaught to fear, 
Tydides fpoke—The man you ſeek, is here. 260 


Ihen ſeiz'd his ponderous lance, and fr 
alone. | | 


I ſeges the bold. with Ajax fam'd for ſpeed, 205 Through yon black camps to bend my dangerous 


Ile warricur rouz'd, and to th' entreachments way 5 | 
kd. - | | Some God within commands, and J bey. 


And no the chiefs approach the nightly guard; | But let ſome other choſe· warriour join, 
A wakcful ſquadron, each in arms prepar'd : Io raiſe my hopes, and ſecond my deſign. 
TV umveary'd watch their liſtening leaders keep, |} By mutual confidence, and mutual aid, 2556 
And, couching eloſe, repel invading flezp. 219 | Great deed: are done, and great diſcoveries made; 
a faithful dogs their fleecy charge maintain, The wiſe new prudence from the wiſe acquire, 


A pbroush breaking woods her ruſtling courſe they 


With toi] protected fim the prou ling train, I And one brave hero fans another's fire. 
hen th: gaunt lioneſs, with hunger bold, | Contending leaders at the word aroſe: _ 
bpeings trom the mountains tow'rd the guarded |} Each generous breaſt with en ulation glows : 270 
: N | OY ns . brave a taſk each Ajax ſtrove to ſnare, 
oli Merion ſtrove, and Neſtor's vakant heir; 
bear: : = | The Spartan wiſh'e the ſecond place to gain, 


| Loud, and more loud, the ctamours ftri..e their And great Uiyſſes with'd, nor wiſh'd in vain. 


car 


5 | es . Ihen thus the king of men the conteſt ends: 23 
Cf houads and men; they ſtart, they gaze around, 


Thou firſt of u arriours, and thou beft of friends, 


Llatch every fide, and turn to every found. | Undaunted Diomed ! what chief to join 


© Veſtor with joy the wakeful band ſurvey d, 


haus watch'd the Grecins, cautious of ſurprize, In this great enterprize, is only thine. 


Fach voice, each mation, drew their ears and Juſt he thy choice, withont affect ion made ; 


c yes; | | 
ch ſtep of paſſing feet increas'd th' affrig'it 
f nd hoſtile Troy was ever full in fight. | 


220 To birth. or office, no reſpect be paid; 290 

3 {| Let worth determine here. The moaarch ſpake, 

And inly trembled for his broth«r's ſake; | 
Then thus (the god-like Diomed reivin'd) : 


A thus 2ccoted trough the gloomy finde: My chuice declares the impulſe of my mind, 


5 Great 


POPE'S HOMER. 
How can 1 doubt, while great Ulyſſes ſtands 285 Then help'd by thee, and cover'd by thy ſhield, 


To lend his counſels, and affiſt our hands? 
A chief, whoſe ſafety is Minerva's care; 

So fam d, ſo dreadful, in the works of war: 
Bleſt in his conduct, I no aid require ; 


He fovght with numbers, and made numbers 
yield. 


So now be preſent, Oh celeſtial Maid 
So ſtill continue to the race thine aid 


Wiſdom like his might paſs through flames of A youthful ſteer ſhall fall beneath the ſtroke, . 
* | 


2 
It fits thee not, before theſe chiefs of fame, — 
(Reply'd the ſage) to praiſe me, or to blame: 
Praiſe from a friend, or cenſure from a foe, 
Are loſt on hearers that our merits know. 
But let us haſte—Xight rolls the hours away, 295 
The reddening Orient ſhows the coming day, 
The ſtars ſhine fainter on th' ethereal plains, | 
And of Night's empire but a third remains. 
Thus having ſpoke, with generous ardour preſt, 


In arms terrific their huge limbs thev dreft. 300 


A two. edge d faulchion Thraſymed the brave, 
And ample buckler, to Tydides gave: 
Then in a leathern helm he cas'd his head, 


Short of its creſt, and with no plume o 'erfpread : | 


_ (Such as by youths unus'd to arms are worn; 305 
No ſpoils enrich it, and no ſtuds adorn.) 

Next him Ulyſſes took a ſhining ſword, ” 
A bow and quiver, with bright arrows ſtor'd : 


A well-prov'd caſque, with leather braces bound, | 
(Thy gift, Meriones) his temples crown'd ; /310 


Soft wool within ; without, in order ſpread, 
A boar's white teeth grinn'd hori id oer his head. 
This from Amyntor, rich Ormenus' ſon, 
Autolychus by fraudful rapine won, 
And gave Amphidamas ; from him his prize 31; 
Molus receiv'd, the pledge of ſocial ties: 
The helmet next by Merion was poſſeſs" d, 8 
And now Ulyſſes thoughtful temples preis 3 
| Thus ſheath'd in arms, the council they forſake, 


- * hike. - 
_ Juſt then, in ſign the favour'd their intent, 
A long-wing'd heron great Minerva ſent: 


And dark through paths oblique their 3 


This, though ſurrounding ſhades obſcur d their 


8 view, 
By the thrill clang, and whiſtling wings, they 
__ knew. 

As from the right ſhe ſoar'd, Ulyſſes pray'd, 325 

Hail'd the glad omen, and addrefs'd the Maid : 

O daughter of that God, whoſe arm can wield 
Th' avenging bolt, and ſhake the dreadful eld | ! 
O thou! for ever preſent in my way, 

Wuo all my motions, all my toils, furvey ! 

Safe may we paſs beneath the gloomy ſhade, 

Safe by thy ſuccour to our ſhips convey'd; 
And let ſome deed this fignal night zlorn, 

To claim the tears of Trojans yet unborn. | 
Then god-like Diomed preferr'd his prayer: 


330 


33 
Daughter of Jove, unconquer'd Pallas ! hear. ; 
een of arms, whole favour Tydeus won; 
As thou defend” the fire, defend the ſon. 
When on ſopus' banks the banded powers 
Of Greece he left, and fought the Theban towers, 


| 3 
peace was his charge; receiv'd with peaceful 
ſhow, 


He went a legate, but return'd a foe: 


| 


And his the glory to have ſerv'd ſo well. 


| Whoſe taper tops refulgent gold adorns. 


, 


Untam'd, unconſcious of the galling yoke, 
With ample forehead, and with ſpreading horns, 


The heroes pray'd ; and Pallas from the ſkies 
Accords their vow, ſucceeds-their enterprize. _ 
Now, like two lions panting for the prey, 
With dreadful thoughts they trace the dreary way, 


Through the black horrours of th* enſanguin'd 


plain, 


Through dufi, through blood, o'er arms, and hills 


of lain. 
Nor leſs bold Hector, and the ſons of Troy, 
On high deſigns the wakeful hours employ ; 
Th” aſſembled peers their lofty chief inclos'd ; 
Who thus the counſels of his breaſt propos d: 360 
What glorious man, for high attempts prepar'd, 
Dares greatly venture, for a rich reward, 


| Of yonder fleet a bold diſcovery make, 


What watch they keep, and what vetovves they . 
take ? | 


If now ſubdued they meditate their fight, 365 


And ſpent with toil neglect the watch of night ? 


His be the chariot that ſhall pieaſe him _ 
Of all the plunder of the vanquiſh'd hoſt ; 

His the fair ſteeds that all the reſt excel, | 
370 
A youth there was among the tribes of Tags. 

Dolon his name, Eumedes' only boy 


(Five girls beſide the reverend herald told) 


Rich was the ſon in braſs, and rich in gold; . 


Not bleſt by nature with the charms of face, 375. 


But ſwift of foot, and matchleſs in the race. 


| HeRor ! (he ſaid) my courage bids me meet 
| This high atchievement, and explore the fleet: 


But firſt exalt thy ſceptre to the ſkies, 


And ſwear to grant me the demanded prize; hs 


8 


345 


: os 


0 


Th' immortal courfers, and the glittering car, : 


That bear Pelides through the ranks of war, 
Encourag'd thus, no idle ſcout I go, 


Fulfil thy wiſh, their whole intention know, 
Ex'n to the royal tent purſue m way, 


And all their counſels, all their aims betray. 
The chief then heav'd the golden ſceptre high, 


Atteſting thus the monarch of the ſky : 
ge witneſs thou! immortal lord of all! 
| Whoſe thunder ſhakes the dar K atrial hall: 


By none but Dolon ſhall tnis prize be borne, 
And him a one th' immortal ſteeds adorn. 
Thus Hector ſu ore: 
vain, 


- | But the raſh youth prepares to ſcour the plain, 


398 
A wolf's grey hide around his ſhoulders hung, 


Acroſs his back the bended bow he flung, 


A fei ret's downy fur his helmet lin'd, 
And in his hand a pointed javelin thin'd. 


40 | Then (never to return) he ſought the ſhore, 
And tiod the path his feet muiſt tread no more. 400 


1 


Scarce had he pafs'd the ſteeds and Trujan throng 
(Still _ rw . as he cours'd along), 


390 


the Gods were call d in 


. 
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When, o on the hollow way, th' appre2 
U:Ms mark'd, and t ue to Diomed : 
0 friend ! ! ] hear f:me ep of hoſtile _ 405 


_— this war, or haſtening to the fleet; 


And intercept his hop” 


Cme ſoy perhaps, to lurk |: of de the main; 
Or nightly piliager that {trix s tlie ſlain. 
Yet let him pais, and win a little ſpace: 


Thea ruſh behind him, and p. event his pace. 410 


B:.t if too fr. ift of foot he flies befor e 

Co fins his courſe along the fleet and ſnore, 
Betx. ixt the camp ar] Him cur fpcars employ, 
urn to Troy. 

V. ith that they ſtepp'd ade, and ſcop'd their 
head 


(- 0 _ raſs'd) behind a he: of dead: 


 Goticn . 


_ : the path the py unwar; few: 

XY ar zuſt <Oavoce, both the chieſs purſue. 
85 didnt they, ard uu the ſpace between, 
Ag wh en two Teams of mules divide the green 420 
(To 1 i.om the hind like ſhares of land allows), 
dee neu fur rohre part th' approaching 
x r 15 a9 115, 
Now Doin f ftening heard them as they poſt; 


Hector (he thougl. t) had ent, and check d his 


5 Til ſcaree at di Hance of a jay” tins throw, 


haic, n 
425 


No voice fierweaing, he perceiv'd the foe. 


chen two ſkilful houinis the leveret wind: 


No loft, now ſeen, they :ntercept his way, 
And from the |: erd Hi turn the fl ing prey: 


Cr chace thiongh woods obſcure the tremblung 
mud; 

43 

So ren, and with ſuch ſears, the Trojan flew ; 

SQ cl-'ſe, fo conſtant, the bald Creeks pur: ue. 


Now alaoſt on the fleet the daflard falls, 


And mi::gles with the gnards that watch the w alls; 


When brave Iydides lopp'd; a generous thought 


(Inſpir'd by pallo:) in hie boſom w rought, 


7 Then thus aloud : Whoe er tho 
This i1velin e!fe ſhall fix thee > the plain. 


435 


Left on the fc ſom iory ard Greek advance, 
And ſnatch the glory from his e. lance. 
art rem: un 5 


440 


He faid, and higli in air the weapon cat, 


Which wilful err'd, and o'er his fhonlder past; 


Then ſix' 1n earth. 


by A. ſudden palſy ſeiz'd his turning head; 
Hts looſe teetli chatter' d, and * ber fled: 


The wretch ſtood propp'd, and — as he 
_ Rood; 


435] 


The panting warriours feize him as he ſtands, 
And with unmanly tears his lite demands. 


1 Large : rifts of price my father ſhall beſtow. 
Va he: ps of brais ſhall in roaur ſhips be x told, 


O ſpare mv youth, and for the breath I owe, 
450 


And ſteel well-temper'd. and : eſvlzew gold. 


To whom Ulyiſes made this wiſc reply ; 
Whoe er thou art, be bold. nor fear to die. 
What moves thee, ſay, w hen fleep has cios '> the 
ö | 
To roam the filent fields. in dead of night ? 
Cam'ſ thou the ſecrets of our camp to find, 
By Hector prompted, or thy daring mind: 


Or art f:mc wretch by hopes of plunder led 


_ Fhrongh Th aps of e carnage to deſpoil the dend: 
460 


Io learn What counts, W 
| If, now ſubdned, you fix your hopes on flight, 
| And, tir 


L Diſcharge their ſouils of heif the fears of w 


Againſt the tren.bling wood 


HOMER. 


ching tread Then thus pale Dolon with a fearful look, 


(Still as he ſpoke, his limbs with horrour ſheok ) 

” HBither J came, by Hector's iwords deceiv'd; 

Riton did he yromiſe, raſnly I bctiev'd: 

| No leis- a brice nan great Achilles' car, 462 

And thoſe ſwitc ſteeds that iweep the ranks of 
war, 

Urg'd me, unwilling, this 2*tempt to make; 

vat retolves you take: 


'2? with toils, neglect tlie watch of nigat? 


Bold was ti:y aim, and glorious was the 2 : 
 (Ulrtfes, itim a ſcornful Tmile, 1 plies) 
Far other rulers thoſe proud ficeds demand, 
And ſcorn the guidance of a vuigar hand; 


| | Ev'n great Achilles ſcarce their rage can tame, 


* 
Achilles, ſprung from an immortal dame. 


Put ſay, be faitliful, and the truth recite ! 

Where lies encamp'd the Trojan chief to night? 

Where ſtand his courſers? in what quarter ſleep 

| Their other Princes : tell what watch they keep: 
430 

Say, ſince their conqueſt, what their counſels } 

are; 
Or here to combat, from their city "FE 
Or back to Ilion's wall tionsfer the war. 
Ulyties thus, and thus Eninedes” fon : 

What Delon knows, his fa:tifal tongue ſhall own. 
8 

Hector, the peers aſſembling i in his tent, . 4 | 

A council holds at ius monument. 

No .ertain guards the nightly watch partake; 5 

Wuere'er yen fires aſcend, the Trajans wake: 

| Anxious for I roy, the guard the natives keep; 


49⁰ 
Safe in their cares, th' auxiliar forces ths | 
Whoſe wives and infants, from the danger far, | 


Then fleep thoſe aids among the Trojan train, 


| CE nquir'a the chief) or ſcatter'd o'er the plain? 


To whom the ſpy : Their powers they thus 
ditpoſe: 
The Pzons, dr eauſul with their bended bows, 
The Carians, Cauchne, the Pelaſgian hoſt, 
And Leleges, encamp along the coaſt. = 
Nat diſtant far, lie higher on the land $00 | 


1 he Ly cian, My ſian, and Mæonian band, | 
And Phry gia's horſe, by Thymbras' ancient wall; 


| The Thracians utmoſt, and apart from all. 


"Theſe Troy but lately to her ſuccour won, 
Led on by Rheſus, great Eioneus? ſon : 


05 
I ſaw his courſers in proud triumph go, | « uk | 


| Swift as the wind, and white as winter ſnow : 15 


Rich ſilver plates bis ſhining car infold; 
His ſolid arms, refulgent, flame with gold; 
No mortal ſhoulders ſuit the glorious load, 


510 
Celettial Panoply, to grace 2 God! | mT 
Let me, unhappy, to your fat be borne, 
Or leave me here, a captives fate to mourn, 
15 cruel chains: uin your return reveal, | 
the news I tell. 515 | 


To this Ty dides, wit! a gloomy frown : 


Think not to live, though all the :rutt be ſhown 
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Shall we diſmiſs thee, in ſome future ſtrife Now twelve diſpatch'd, the monarch laſt they 
To riſk more bravely thy now forfeit lite? | found ; 

Or that again our camps thou may'ſt expire; 0 Tydides far. lchion tix'd him to the ground. 

No once a traitor, thou betray'it no more. uit then a deathful dream Minerva 1 ſent ; 

Sternly he ſpoke. and as the wretch prepar'd . A warlike form appear'd before his teat, | 
With humble blanaiihinent to ſtroke his beard, Whoſe viſionary tfteel his buſom tore: 589 
Like lightning ſwift the wrathful faulchiion flew, So dren d the monarch, aud ewak'd no more 
Divides the neck, and cuts the nerves in * 3 UiyTes now the ſnewy ter ds detains, 


T9 And leads them, taſten'd by the fiiver reins ; 
One inſtant ſaatch'd his trembling ſonl to nell, Theſe, with his how unbent, he laſh'd along ; 


The head, yet ſpeaking, miitter's as it fell, (The ſcourge ſorgot, on Rheſus? chariot hung.) 
The furry helmet irum his bro they tear, — . 
The wolf's grey hide, th unbended bow and Then gave his friend the ſignal to retire ; 

ar; But him, new dangers, new atchievements fire : 
Theſe great Ulyſſes lifting to the ſkies, 539 { Doubttul he ſtood, or with his reek ing blade 
To favouring Fallas « edicates the prize: A To ſend more heroes to tn' inferral ſhade, 


Great Queen of arms ! reccive this hoſtile ſpoil, Drag off the car where Rheſus armour lay, 590 


And let the Thracian ſteeds reward our toil: Or heave with manly force, and lift away. 
Thee firſt of all the heaven!;: hoſt we praitle ; | While unreſolv'd the fon of Tydeus ſtands, 


O ſpeed our labours, and direct our ways! 535. | Pallas appears, and thus her chief commands: Pd 


This ſaid, the ſpoiis with dropping gore defac'd, Enough, my ſon; from f:rther ſlaughter ceaſe, 


High on a ſpreading tamariſk he plac'd ; | Regard thy ſafety, aud depart in peace; 595 
Then heap'd with reeds and gather'd boughs the | Hatte to the ſhips, the gotten ſpoils enjoy, 
—— © Nar tempt too far the hoſtile Goes of Troy. 
To guide their footſteps to the place again. | The voice divine confefs'd the mart al Maid, 
I Throngh the ſtill night they crois tae devious | In haſte he mounted, and her word obey d; 
fields = | The courſers fly before Ulyfles' bow, 600 
Slippery with blood, o'er arms and heaps of | Swift as the wind, and white as winter-ſnow. | 
ſhields, | Not unobſerv ed they paſs d: the God of Light 
Arriving where the Thracian ſq adrons lay, Had watch'd his Troy, and mark q Minerva's 


And eas'd in fleep the labours of the day. | | fliglit, 
Rang' d in three lines they view the profi rate band : | Saw Tydeus' ſon with heavenly ſuccour bleft, 


| 


The horſes yok' d beſile each warriour ſtand ; 545 | And vengeful anger fill'd his ſacred breaſt. " 605” 288 


Their arms in order on the ground reclin d. ** ift to the Trojan camp deſce : ds the Pow er, 
Through the brown ſhade the fulgid weapons | | And wakes FEippoccon in the morning hour _ 
ſhin'd : (On Rheſusꝰ fide ac cuſtom'd to attend, | 


Amidſt lay Rheſus, tretcir'd in fleep profound, I A faithful kinſman, and inſtructive friend). 


And the white ſteeds behind his chariot bound. } He rele, and ſaw the field deform'd with black, 
The welcome fight Ulyſſes fir it deſcries, 550 610 | 


And points to Diomed the tempting prize. An empty FER where late the courſers ſtood, 
The man, the courſers, and the car beho!d! _ | The vet-warm Thracians panting on the coaſt ; . 
Deſcrib'd by Dolon, v. 1th the arms of gold. For each he wept, but for his Rheſus moſt : 

Now, brave Tydides! now thy conrage try, | Now while on Rhetvs' name he calls in vain, 
Approach the chariot and tue ſteeds uwitie; 555 The gather. ing tun ult ſpreads Oer all the plain: 
Or if thy ſoul aſpire to fiercer deeds, © | 615 
Vrge thou the ſlaughter, while I ſeize the ſteeds. On heaps the Troians ruſh, with wild affright, 
Pallas (this faid) her hero's boſom warms, And wondering view the flwighters of the night. 
Breath' d in his heart, and ſt: ung his ner vous arms: Meanwhibe che chiefs arriving at the ſnade 
Wherc'er he paſs d, a purple {tr-am purtied 56 Wh--e late the ſpoils of Hector's ſpy were laid, 


His thirſt faulchion, fat with hoſtile blood; Uh ſſes ſtopp'd: to him Tydides hore 62g 
* [ p Y 


Bath'd all his footſteps, dy'd the fields with gore, The trophy, drop ping! yet with Dolon's gore: 
And a low groan remurmur'd through the ſhore. Then mounts a gan; again their nimble feet 


So the grim Lon, from his night! den, 5 The churſors ply, and thunder tow'rds the fleet. 
O' erleaps the fences, and invides the pen; 56 J 0! Neſtor firft perceiy'dtn' approaching ſound, 
On ſheep or goats, reſiſtleſs in his way, Peſpeaò ing thus the Grec:un peers around: 625 
He falls, and foaming rends the guardiefs prey, : Mcethinks the 2c ite of trampling ſteeds I hear, 
Nor Ropp'd the fury of his vengetul hams Thickening this way, and gathering on my ear; 
Till twelve lay breathleſs of the I racian band. | Forhage ſume hories of the Trojan breed 
_ Ulyffes following, as his partner ſlœw. 70 (<9 max, ye Cuis! my pious 2 ſucceed) | 
Back by the foot cach ſlaugliter d war riour drew; Tie groat Ty dides and Ulyiles bear, 630 | 
The milk-white courſers ſtidious to convey — | Returr'd trit mpliant with this prize of war. 
Safe to the ſhips, he wiſ-lv clear*d the way; ; Yet much I ſcar (on ma that fear be vain!) 
Left the fierce Needs, not yet to battles bred, The chews out-number'd by the Trojan train; 


Should ſtart, and tremble at U.e heaps of dend. Paps. cv'n now purſued, they feck the More; 


£75... Or, oh! perhaps hui cus are no more. 63 5 


Scarce had he ſpoke, when lo! the chiefs ap- 
And — to earth; the Greeks diſmiſs their 


fear: 

With words of friendſhip and extended hands 
They greet the kings: and Neftor firſt demands: 
Say thou, whoſe praiſes all our hoſt proclaim, 

6a 


40 
Thou living glory of the Grecian name 
2 theſe courſers? hy what chance be- 

ow'd ? | 

The ſpoil of foes, or preſent of a God? | 
Not thoſe fair ſteeds ſo radiant and fo gay, 

That draw the burning chariot of the day. 645 
Old as I am, to age I ſcorn to yield, qö | 
Ard daily mingle in the martial field ; 
But ſure till now no courſers ſtruck my ſight 
Like theſe, conſpicuous through the ranks of fight. 
Some God, I deem, conferr'd the glorious _ 
7 3 | 650 
\ ,Bleſt as ye are, and favourites of the ſkies; N 
The care of him who bids the thunder roar, 
And * her, whoſe fury bathes the world with gore. 

Father ! not ſo (ſage Ithacus rejoin'd) | 

The gifts of: Heaven are of a nobler kind, 655 
Of Thracian lineage are the ſteeds ye view, 
"Whoſe hoſtile: King the brave Tydides flew; 


* Minerva. - 
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Sleeping he dy*d, with all his guards around, 
And twelve beſide lay gaſping on the ground. 
Theſe other ſpoils from conquer'd Dolon —_— 


A wretch, whoſe ſwiftneſs was his only fame, 
By Hector ſent our forces to explore, 
He now lies headleſs on the ſandy ſhore. 
j vn o'er the trench the bounding courſers 
| ew 3 | | 
joyful Greeks with loud acclaim purſue. 66 
traight to Tydides' high pavillion borne, 
The matchleſs ſteeds his ample ftall adorn : 
The neighing courſers their new fellows greet, | 
And their full racks are heap'd with generous 
wheat. | 


High on the painted ſtern Ulyſſes laid, 
A trophy deſtin'd to the blue-ey d Maid. 
No from nocturnal ſweat, and ſanguine ſtain, 
They cleanſe their bodies in the neighbouring 
main; 


Then in the poliſh'd bath, refreſh'd from toil, 


5 675 
Their joints they ſupple with diſſolving oil, | 
In due repaſt indulge the genial hour, 


| But Dolon's armour to his ſhips convey'd, "I | 


| And firſt to Pallas the libation pour: 


They fit, rejoicing in her aid divine, 
And the crown'd goblet foams with 
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1 


Tun. an 0 * 1 ; 


” 


| king ſhall be wounded and retire from the 


prepares the Trojans to receive them; while 


by the Trojans, wounded, and in the 


The third Battle, and the At of Agamennon. 


GAME MNON, having armed himſelf, leads the Grecians to battle: Flad. 
| upiter, Funo, and Minerva, give 
the ignals of war. Agamemnon bears all * how; * Hector is comma 2 1 OY 
by Jupiter (who ſends Iris for that 2 1 to 2 the engagement, till tbe 
a d. He then makes a great hter © 
4 the enemy; Ulyſſes and Diomed put a ſtop to him for a 1 4 1 | 
emg wounded by Paris, is obliged to deſert his companion, who is 8 
utmoſt danger, till Menelaiis and Ajar 


POPE'S HOMER | 99 


reſcue him. Hector comes againſt Ajax ; but that hero alone oppoſes multitudes, 
and rallies the Greeks, In the mean time Machaon, in the other wing of the 
army, is pierced with an arrow by Paris, and carricd from the fight in N: /tor's 
chariot. Achilles (who overlonked the action from his ſhip) ſends Patroclus ta 


enquire which of the Greeks was wounded i in that manner? Mesar entertains 


him in his tent with an account of ue accidents of the day, and a long recital 
of former wars which he remembered, tending ta put Patraclus upon perfurding 


Achilles to fight for his count: amen, or at leaſt permit Him ta de it, ciad in 


Achilles armour. Patraclus in his returia meets Eurypyius 4 75 15 und dy and 


| (The fame of Greece and her atſcmbled hoſt 
Had reach'd that monarch on the Cyprian coaſt ; 
_ *Twas then, the friendthip of the chief to > 
This glorious gift he ſent, nor ſent in vain.) | 


* 
4 
A 
3 
ry 
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aſſiſts him 1 in that diſtreſs. 


This book opens with the eight ad twentieth day of the poem 3 ; and the 

day, with its varicus actions and adventures, is extend:d through the 

twelfth, thirteenth, fourteenth, fifteenth, ſixteenth, ſeventeenth, and part of 
the $6 books. The ſcene lies in the field, near the monument of ['us. 


: ſaffron morn, with early bluſhes read, 
Now roſe refulgent from Tithonus' bed; 
With new-born day to gladden mortal fight, 


When baleful Eris, ſeat by ſove's command, 5 

The torch of diſcord blazing in her hand, | 

Through the red ikies her bloody fign extends, 

And, wrapt in tempeſts, o'er the fleet deſcends. 

High on Ulyſſes' bark, her horrid ſtand 

She took, and thunder'd through the teas and 
land. _— 


_ Ev'n Ajax and Achi!les heard the ſound, _ 
Whoſe ſhips, —— the guarded navy bound. wo 
Thence the black Fury through the — 


throng 


With horrour ſounds the loud Orthian fong : 


The navy ſhakes, and at the dire alarms 15 


Each boſom boils, each varriour ſtarts to arms. 
No more they ſigh, inglorious to return, | 
But breathe revenge, and for the combat burn. 


The king of men his hardy hoſt inſpires 
With loud command, with great example fires ; 
| 20 
Himſelf firſt roſe, himſelf before the reſt 


His mighty limbs in radiant armour dreſt. 
And fir ſt he cas'd his manly legs around 
In thining greaves, with filver buck!es bound: 


Ihe heaming cuiraſs next adurn'd his breaſt, 25 5 
The ſame which once king Cinyras poſſoſt: 


Ten rows of azure ſteel the work infuld, 


| Tr-ice ten of tin, and twelve of ductile gold : 
Thre: glittering dragons to the gor get riſe, 
Whole imitated ſcales, againſt the ies 


Reftected various light, and arciung bow'd, 35 


Like — d rainbows o'er a ſhowery cloud 


(Jov es 


wondrous bow, of three celeſtial dyes, 


Plac'd as a fign to man amid the ſkies). 
A radiant daldrick, o'er his ſhoulder ty'd, 


Suſtain'd the ſword that glitter'd at his tide: 40 

Gold was the hilt, a filver ſheath encas'd 

The ſhining. blade, and golden hangers WS, 
Yor, VI. 


Nis bnckler's mighty eh was next iſplay'd, 
That round the wa: riour caſt a dreadful made; . 


| Ten zones of braſs its ample brim ſurround, 48 
And gild the courts of heav en with ſacred light: 


And twice ten boſſes the bright convex crown'd : 
Tremendous Gorgon trown'd upon its ficid, 

And circling terrours fill'd th- expreſſive ſhield : 
| Within its concave hung a filver thong, 

On which a mimic ſerpent creeps along ; 50 
His azure length in eaty waves extends  _ 
Till in three heads th' embroider'd monſter ends. 
Laſt ver his brow's his fo:1rfold helm he plac'd, 
| With nodding horſe-hair formidably grac'd ; 

And in bis hands two fteely j javelins wields, 55 
That blaze to heaven, and Eghten all the fields. 
That inftant juno and the martial Maid 

In happy thunders promis'd Greece their aid ; 
High v'er the chief they claſh'd their arms in air, 
And, leaning from the clouds, expect the war. 60 
Cloſe to the limits of the trench and mound, 
The fiery courſers to their chariots bound 
The ſquires reſtrain'd : the foot, with whoſe who | 
wield 1 

The lighter arms, ruſh forward to the field. 
To ſccond theſe in cloſe array combin'd, 65 


1 The ſquadrons ſpread their ſable wings behind. . 
| Now thouts and tumults wake the tardy ſun, 


As with the light the warriours' toils begun. | 
Ev'n Jove, whole thunder ſpoke his wrath, dif- 


5 | till'd 


Red drops of blood 0 er al the fatal eh; 70 
; | The wos of men unw lling to ſurvey, 
And all the flanghters that muſt ſtain the day. 
Near I'us' tomb, in order rang'd aroun , 
The Trojan lines potſeſe'd tie titing ground: iy 
There wite Polyd:mas and Hector flood ; 7% 
£Eneas, honour 'd a> a guardia Cod; . 
Bold Foly':us, 3g nor the divine, 
The brocher war: wars of Anicnur's line x 
With outhful \icamas, whoſe Fexuteous face 
And fair proportion match'd th' ctheriairace ; 380 
Great Hector cover'd with his ſpacious thield, 


; Plies al: the troops, and orders all the fic iA. 


As the red ſtar now ſhades his ſanyuine fires | 
Throvzh the * clouds, And now in nigli: re- 
tires; ; | 
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Tins threugh the ranks appear'd the * 
man, 5 

Plung' i in the rear, or blazing in the van; 

While ſtreamy ſparkles, reſtleſs as he flies, 

Flath from his arms as lightaing from the ſkies. 

As ſweating reapers in ſome wealthy field, 

Rang'd in two bands, their crooked weapons 
wicld, 

Bear do v the furrows, till their labours meet; 

Thick fable the heapy harveſt at their feet: 

So Greece and Troy the field of war divide, 

And falling ranks are ſtrow'd on every fide, 

None ſtoop'd a thought to baſe ingloriuus flight; 


5 
But horſe to horſe, and man to man, they fight. 
Not rabid wolves more fierce conteſt their prey ; 
Each wounds, each bleeds, but none reſign the 

| day. | | 
Diſcord with joy the ſcene of death deſcries, 

And drinks large ſlaughter at her ſanguine eyes: 
_ 

Diſcord alone, of all th' immor:al train, | 
 Swells the red horrours of this direful plain: 

The Gods in peace their golden manſions fill, 

 Rang'd in bright order on th Olympian hill; 

But general murmurs told their griefs above, 105 
And each accus'd the partial will of Jove. 

Meanwhile apart, ſuperior, and alone, 

Th' eternal monarch on his awful tl. rone, 
Wrapt in the blaze of boundleſs glory ſate; 

And, fix'd, fulfill'd the juſt decrees of fate, 10 

On earth he turn'd his all- conſidering eyes, 

And mark'd the ſpot where Ilion's towers ariſe; 

"The ſea with ſhips, the field with armies ſpread, 

The victor's rage, the dying and the dead. 


Thus while the morning-beams increafing 
e 5 33 
8 pure azure ſpread the growing 

ight, - Ro 


Commurual death the fate of war confounds, 
Each adverſe battle gor d with equal wounds. 

- But now (what time in ſome ſequeſter' vale 
The weary woodman ſpreads his ſparing meal, 

= | - | B2J 
When his tir'd arms refuſe the axe to rear, 

And claim a reſpite from the ſylvan war; 
But not till half the proſtrate foreſt lay 
Stretch'd in long ruin, and expos'd to day) | 

Then, nor till then, the Greeks' impulſive might 


| | | 125 
Pierc'd the black phalanx, and let in the light. : 
Great Agamemnon then the ſlaughter led, 

And flew Bienor at his people's head: _— 
Whoſe ſquire Oileus, with a ſudden ſpring, 


Bur in his front he felt the fatal wound, 

Wich pierc'd his brain, and ſtretch'd him on the 
| ground N 9 . | 

Atrides ſpoil'd, and left him on the plain: 

Vain was their youth, their glittering armour 

vain : | 

Now foil'd with duſt, 3nd naked to the ſky, 
Their ſnowy limbs and beauteous bodies lie. 
Two ſons of Priam next to battle move, 

The product one of marriage, one of love! 


* 


5 


The frighted hind beholds, and dares not ſtay, 
But fwift through ruſtling thickets burſts her 
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In the fame car the brother warriours ride, 

This took. the charge to combat, that to guide: 
if | 140 
Far other taſk, than when they wont to keep, 

On Ida's tops, their father's fleecy ſheep ! 

Theſe on the mountains once Achilles found, 

And captive led, with pliant ofiers bound; _ 

Then to their fire for ample fums reſtor'd; 14; 

But now to periſh by Atrides' ſword ; | 
| Pierc'd inthe breaſt the baſe-born Iſus bleeds : 

{ Cleft through the head, his brother's fate ſue- 
ceeds 


' Swiftto the ſpoil the haſty victor falls, N 
And ftript, their features to his mind recalls. 
| — 


The Trojans ſee the youths untimely die, 
But helpleſs tremble for themſelves, and fly. 
So when a lion, ranging o'er the lawns, 
Finds, on ſome grafly lair, the couching fawns, 


Their bones he cracks, their reeking vitals draws, 
| And grinds the quivering fleſh with bloody jaws ; ' 


i ways | = | 

All drown'd in ſweat the panting mother flies, 
And the big tears roll trickling from her eyes. 
| | 166 
Amidſt the tumult of the routed train, 


The ſons of falſe Antimachus were flain ; | 
He, who for bribes his faithleſs counſels ſold, NY 


And voted Helen's ſtay for Paris* gold. 

Atrides mark'd, as theſe their ſafety ſought, 265 
And flew the children for their father's fault; 
Their headſtrong horſe unable to reſtrain, 


| 


_—_ | re: 
Then in their chariot on their knees they fall, 


And thus with lifted hands for mercy call: 170 


| Antimachus ſhall copious gifts beſtow ; | 
Soon as he hears that, not in battle flain, 
The Grecian ſhips his captive ſons detain, 


Large heaps of brats in ranſom ſhall be told, 175 


Oh ſpare our youth, and for the life we owe, 


I And ſteel well-temper'd, and perſuaſive gold. 


Theſe werds, attended with a flood of tears, 
The youths addreſs d to unrelenting ears: 0 
The vengeful monarch gave this ſtern reply— : 
If from Antimachus ve ipring, ye die: 180 
The daring wretch who once in council ſtood | 
To ſhed Ulyſſes' and my brother's blood, 


For proffer'd peace! and ſues his ſeed for grace? 
No, die, and pay the forfeit of your race. | 


Leap'd from the chariot to revenge his king; 130 


, This ſaid, Piſander from the car he caſt, 18 5 | 
And «why his breaſt: ſupine he breath'd his 
His brother leap'd to earth; hut as he lay, 
The trenchant faulchion lopp'd his hands away z 


1 His ſever d head was tofs'd among the throng, 


And, rolling, drew a bloody train along. 190 
| any where the thickeſt fought, the victor 

ew ; | | CES, 
The king's example all his Greeks purſue. 


| Now by the foot the flying foot were lain, 


Horſe trod by horſe, lay ſoaming on the plain. 


155 = 


They ſhook with fear, and dropp'd the filken '_ 


wit wWAJOU7T 


PR 


* — * 


While his keen faulchion And the warriours” 


The hero halts, and his aſſociates waits. 


: Pipers d, di ſorder d, fly the Trojan train: 
Fo flies a herd of beeves, that hear diſmay d 
The lion's roaring through the midnight ſhade ; | 


| Surveys the towers, and meditates their fall. 
But 2 deſcending, ſhook th' Idæan hills, 
And down their ſummits pour'd a hundred rills : 
Tir unkindled lightnings in his hand he to-k, 
And thus the many- colour d Maid beſpoke : 240 


While Agamemnon waſtes the ranks around, 
Fights in the front, and bathes with blood the 
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From the dry fields thick clouds of duit ariſe, 
195 


Shade the biack hoſt, and intercept the ſkies. 


The braſs-hoof'd ſteeds tumultuous plunge and | 


bound, 
And the thick thunder beats the labouring ground. | 
Still ſlaughtering on, the king of men proceeds; 
The diftanc'd army wonders at his deeds. 200 | 


As when the winds with raging flames conſpire,” 
And o' er the foreits roll the flood of fire, 


In blazing heaps the grove's old honours fall, 

And one refulgent ruin levels all ; 

Before Atrides' rage ſo ſinks the foe, 205\ 

Whole ſquadrons vaniſh, and proud heads lie 
low : 


The ſteeds fly trembling from his waving ſword; 


And many a car, now lighted of its lord, 
Wide o'er the field with guideleſs fury rolls, 


Breaking their ranks, and cruſhing out RR, 


ſouls ; 210. 


8 lives; 3 | 2 l 
More grateful, now, to vultures than tlieir 
| wives Pal | 


Perhaps great Hector then had found his fate 
But Jove and Deſtiny prolong'd his date, 


Safe from the darts, the care of Heaven he ſtood, 


21 


Amidſt alarms, and death, and duſt, and blood. 


Now paſt the tomb where ancient Ilus lay, 
Through the mid field the routed urge their way ; 
Where the wild figs th' adjoining ſummit crown, 


That path they take, and ſpeed to reach the town., 


As ſwift Atrides with loud ſhouts j purſued, | 
Hot with his toil, and bath'd in noſtile blood, 


Now near the beech-tree, and the Scæan gates, 


Meanwhile on every fide, around the plain, 225 


On heaps they tumble with ſucceſsleſs haſte : 


| The ſavage ſeizes, draws, and rends the laſt : 


230 
Not with leſs fury ſtern Atrides flew, | 

Still preſs'd the rout, and ſtill the hindmoRt flew ;. 
Hurl'd from their cars, the braveſt chiefs are 
_ 


M rage, and death, and carnage, load the 


field. 


Now ſtorms the ideas the Trojan wall; 2 235 | 


Iris, with haſte thy golden wings diſplav, 
To gud-like Hector this our word convey— 


ground, 


| On wings of winds deſcends the various Maid. 
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| But when, or wounded by the ſpear or dart, 
That chief ſhail mount his chariot, and depart : 


Then Jove ſhall ſtring his arm, and fire his 
breaſt, 


| Then to her ſhips ſhall flying Greece be preſs'd, 


250 
Till to the main the burning ſun deſcend, 
And ſacred night her awful ſhade extend. 

He ſpoke, and Iris at his word obey d! 


| The chief ſhe found amidſt the ranks of war; 
256. 
Cloſe to the bulwarks, on his glitteri ing car. ee 
The Goddeſs then : O ſon of Priam, hear! 
From jove I come, and his high mandate bear 
While Agamemnon waſtes the ranks around, 
Fights in the front, and bathes with blood the 


ground, 
Abſtain from fight ; yet iſſue forth commands, . 
And truſt the war to leſs important hands. . 


Zut when, or wounded by the ſpear or dart, 
The chief ſhall mount his chariot, and depart: 


Then Jove ſhall ſtring thy arm, and fire thy 
breaſt, 265 


Then to her ſhips ſhall fiving Greece be preſt, 


| Till to the main the burning ſun deſcend, 


And facred night her awful ſhade extend. | 
She ſaid, and vaniſh'd : Hector, with a bound, 
Springs from his chariot on the wembling ground, 
270 
In clangi ng arms; ; he graſps in either hand 
A pointed lance, and ſpeeds from band to band; 


{ Revives their ardour, turns their ſteps from 
Wake, 


 ] And wakes anew the dyi ing flames of fight. 
| They ſtand to arms: the Greeks their — dare. 


275 


| Condenfe their powers, and wait the coming war. 


New force, new ſpirit, to each breaſt returns: 


The fight renew'd, with fiercer fury burns: 
| The king leads on; all fix on him their eye, 


And learn from him to conquer, or to die. 280 
Ye ſacred Nine, celeſtial Miſes ! tell, 

| Who fac'd him firit, and by his prower- fell! 

The great Iphidamas, the bold and young, 

From ſage Antenor and Theano ſprung : 

F Whom from his youth his grandfire Citfeus bred, | | 

& 

And 28 in Thrace where ſnowy fncks aro 

feld 


| Scarce did the down his roſy cheeks inveſt, 


And early honour warm his genero'is breaſt, 


_ When the kind fire conſign' d his daughter's | 


charms 


| (Theano's fiſter) to hi; vouthful arm. 


But, call'd by glory to the: ars of T, „ 


He leaves untaſted the firſt fruits of 10s ; 


From his lov'd bride departs with melting eyes, 
[end ſwift to aid his dearer count: y flies. 
| With tw elve black ſhips he reach 4 Percope's. 


ſtrand, 


Thence took (he long laborious march be land. 


Bid him give way; but iſſue forth commands, Now fierce for fa e before the ranks he ſprings, - 


M 2 


45 Tamas! in n, and braves the king of Kings. 
KK * | 


3 


* 


* 
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Atrides firſt diſcharg'd the miſſive ſpear ; 
The Trojan ſtoop'd, "the javelin paſs'd in air. 300 
Then near the corſelet, at the monarch's heart, 
With all his ſtrength the youth directs his dart: 
But the broad belt, with plates of filver bound, 
The point rebated, and repell'd the wound. 
Encumber'd with the dart, Atrides ſtaiuds, 
Till, graſp'd with force, he wrench'd it from his 


"Ia Is: nds. 


At once his weighty ſword diſcharg'd a wound 
Full on his neck, that fell'd him to the ground. 
Stretch'd in the duſt th unhappy warriour lies, 
And tleep eternal ſeals his ſwimming eyes. 310 
Oh wortiiy better fate! oh early fi: in! 
Thy country's friend; and virtuvus, though in 
vain! 
No more the youth ſhall join his conſort's fide, 
At once a virgin, and at once a bride ! 
No more with preſents her embraces meet, 31 5 
Or lay the ſpoiis of conqueſt at her feet, 5 
On u Hm his paſſion, laviſh of his ore, 


Beſtow'd ſo much, and vainly promis'd more! z 


Unwept, uncover'd, on the plain he lay, 
While the proud v ictor bore his arms away. 320 


- 


- Coon, Antenor's eldeſt hope, was nigh : 


Fears, at the fight, came ſtarting from his eve, 

While pierc'd u vith grief the much-loy” d youth he 
view'd, 

And the pale features, now deform'd w ith blood, 


Then with his ſpear, unſeen, his time he took, 


, ; 8 : 32 
Aim'd at the king, and near his elbow ftrook. 5 


The thrilling ſteel traaſpierc'd the brawny part, 


And through his arm ſtood forth the barbed dart. 


Lurpriz' d the monar ch feels, yet void of fear 


4 On Cob ruſhes with his lifted ſpear : | 330 | 


- "His brother's corpſe the pious Trojan draus, 
And calis his country to aſſert his cauſe, 

| Defends him breathleſs on the ſanguine field, 
And o'er the bed ſpreads his amy'e ſhield, 


Atrides. marking an uuguardet part, 335 


Trans tix'd the u arriour with a brazen dart; 
Prone on his brother's bleeding breaſt he hy, 
The monarch's faulchion lopp'd his head au ay: 
The ſocial ſhades the ſame dark journey go, 
And join each o:her in the realms below. 
Tue vengeful victor rages round the fields, 
With every weap en art or ſury yields: 


By the long tance, the ſword, or ponderous ſtone, | 


Whole ranks are broken, and whole troops o er- 
thrown. 


| Thi his, while yet warm, GAIN the purple fd ; 


But when the woun grew ſtiff with clotre:1 blood. | 


Then grinding tortures his trons boſom rend, 
Les keen thoſe darts the fierce llythic fend 


(The powers that Cauſe the teeming matron Y 


thrves, 
Fail mothers of unutterable e woes 5 350 
Stung with the ſmart, all-panting with the pain, 
He mom: ihe car, and gives his ſquire the rein: 
hen ww th ice Which! fury made more ſtrong, 
Aud pa'n anguenteld, thu: 8: =herts the throng : 


() f. ends! O G. erk 2 affert Your 3 
won; 
Poets, nb Cid w Dat tas arm br. zun 


1 


1 Say, Muſe ! 
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Lo! angry love forbids your chief to ſtay, 
And envies half the glories of the day. | 
Hie faid ; the driver whirls his lengthful thong; 

Thic horſes fly! the chariot ſmokes along. 


blow | 

And fr om their ſides the foam deſcends in ſnow ; 
Shot through the battle in a moment's ſpace, 
Tiie wounded monarch at his tent they place. 
No ſooner Hector ſaw the king retir'd, 

But thus his Trojans and his aids he fir'd: 
Hear, all ye Dardan, all ye Lycian race 
Fam'd in cloſe fighꝭ, and dreadful face to face. 
Now call to mind v our ancient trophies won, 
Your great fure tathers' — and your own. 
| 370 

Behold the general flies! deſerts his powers 
Lo, Jove himieff ceclares the conqueſt ours 
Now on yon ranks impel your foaming ſteeds ; 
And, ſure of glory, dare immortal deeds. 50 


His fainting hoſt, and every boſom warms. 

As the bold hunter chears his hounds, to tear 

The brindled lion, or the tuſky bear; 

With voice and hand provokes their doubting 

heart, 

And i prings the foremaſt with his lifted dart 
* 

So god-like Hector prompts his troops to dare; 

Nor prompts alone, but leads himſelf the war. 

On the black body of the foes he pours ; 


_ ſhowers, 
Drives the wild waves, and toſſes all the deeps. 
when Jove the Trojans' 
crown'd, 


Aſſæus, Dolops, and Antonous dy'd, 


Opites next was added to their fide, 390 


Then brave Hipponous fam'd in many a fight, 


A Opheltius, Orus, ſunk to endleſs night : 


 Xſymnus, Agelaus; all chiefs of name; 


The reſt were vulgar deaths, unknown to fame. 


As when a weitern whiriwind, charg'd with 
Norms, | 
Niſpeis the gather'd clouds that Notus forms; 'Þ 
The guſt continued, violent, and ſtrong, = 
Rolls ſable clouds in heaps on heaps along; 
No to the Kies the foaming billows rears, 


Thus raging Hector, with reſiſtleſs hands, 


Now the laſt ruin the whole hoft appalls ; 
Now Greece had tremhled in her wooden walls; 


Till Hedtor's arm involve the ſhips in flame? 


Haſte, ley us jan, and combat nde by fide, 
The warriour thus: and thus the friend reply'd 


No W toil I ſnun, no danger fear; 
1 et _ come; I woit his | fury lere. 


360 ; 
Clouds from their noſtrils the fierce courfern 


With words like theſe the fiery chief alarms 
0 3785 


As from the cloud's deep boſom, ſwell'd with 
A ſudden ſtor m the purple ocean ſweeps, 335 


glory 
| Beneath hisarm what heroes bit the-ground ? | 


394 


No breaks the ſurge, and wide the bottom bares: 
8 9 a 25 ta 


O'erturns, confounds, and ſcatters all their bands. : 


| But wiſe Ulyiles call'd Tydides fort, 49s | 
His foul rekindled, and awak'd his worth. 
And ſtand we deedleſs, O eternal ſhame! 


| 410 5 
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And level hangs the doubtful ſcale of tight, 


| Great Diomed himſelf was ſeiz'd with fear, 


Mark how this way yon be 


Safe in his helm (the gift of Phœbus' 
Without a wound the Trojan hero ſtands: 
But yet ſo ſtunn'd, that, ſtagge 
His arm and knee his ſinking bulk ſuſtain; 
Oil er his dim fight the milty vapours riſe, 


Remounts his car, and herds amidit th: crowd: 
The Greet purſues him, and evults ali. 


2 46; 
| Or thank that ſwiftneſs which outftrips the death. 
Well b 1 Apollo are thy prayers repaid, 


Ado 
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But Jove with conqueſt crowns the Trojan train ; 
And, Jove our fue, all human force is vain. 
He figh'd ; but, fighing, rais'd his vengeful 
ſee], 415 
And fro his car the proud Thymbræus =, 7 
Molion, the charioteer, purſued his lord, 


His deathennovied by Ulyſſes“ tword. 
There ſlain, they left them in cternal night, 


Then plung'd amidſt the thickett ranks of fight : 
20 

So two wild hoars outſtrip the followins hou © 

Then ſwift revert, and woundsreturn for wounds. 

Stern Hector's conqueſts in the middle plain 

Stood check'd awhile, and Greece reſpir'd again 
The ſons of Mcrops thone amidſt the war; 425 

Towering they rode in cne refulgent car : 

In deep prophetic arts their father (kill d, 

Had warn'd his children from tize Trojan "field ; 

Fate urg*d them on; the father warn'd in vain, 


They ruſh'd to fight, and periſh'd on the plain | 


430 
Their breaſts no more the vital ſpirit warms ; 
The ftern Tydides ſtrips their ſhining arms. 
Hypirochus by great Ulyſſes dies, | 


And rich Hippodamus becomes his prize; 


Great Jove from Ide with ſlaughter Bills his fight, 
35 


Ry Tydeus' lance Agaſtrophus was ſlain, 
The far-fam'd hero of Pæonian ſtroin; 
Wing'd with his fears, on foot he ſtrove to fly, 


And moving armies on his march attend. 


And thus beſpoke his brother of the war: 
ding —— 
yield! 


| The ſtorm rolls on, and Hector rules the field: 


450 


Here ſtand his utmoſt force The warriour ſaid; 
_ Swift at the word his ponderous javelin fled ; 


Nor miſs d its aim, but where the plumage danc d, 


Ka d the ſmooth cone, and thence obliquely 


glinc'd 
hands}. 455 


gering on te plain, 


And a ſhort darkneſs ſhade. his ſwimming eyes. 
4⁰ 


Tydides fonow d to regain * lance; 


ile Hector roſe, recover'd from the trance: 


Once more thank Phoebus for thy forfeit breath, 


that partial power nas lent lis aid. 


ot o 


Li 


93 


' Thow ſhalt not long the death deferv'd withſtand? 


If any God ailitt Tydides' hand. | 

Fly then, inglorious ! but thy flight, this day, 

Whole hecatombs of Trojan ghoſts mall pay. 1 
Him, while he triumpl'd, Paris ey'd from far 

(The ſpouſe of Helen, the fair cauſe of war) 

Around the fields his feather'd thaft he ſ.nt, 475 

From ancient Ilus' ruin'd monument: 

Behind the column plac'd, he bent his bow, 

And wing'd an arrow at th' unwary foe; 


| Juſt as he ſtaop's, Agaſtrophus's creſt 
To ſeize, and drew the corſelet from his breaſt, 


The bow-ſtring twang'd; nor fle Y the tat im 


vain, 


But pterc'd his foot, and nail'd it to the plain. 


The laughing Trojan, with a joyful ſpring, 

Leaps ſrom his ambuſh, and inſults the King. 

He bleeds! (he cries) ſome God has ſped my 
dart; 


Would the ſame God had fixt it in his heart! 


So Troy, reliev'd from that wide-waſting hand, 


| Shou: d breathe from ſlaughter, and in combat | 


ſtand; 
Whoſe ſons now tremble at his darted ſpear, 


As ſcatter'd lambs the ruſhing lions fear. 


N 


He dauntleſs thus: Thou conqueror of the fair, 


Thou woman-warriour with the curling hair; 


Vain archer ! truſting to the diſtant dart, 


| Unſkill'd in arms to act a manly part! 

| Thou haſt but done what boys or women can; 

His ſteeds too diſtant, and the foe too nigh; 44a | 

Through broken orders, ſwifter than the wind | 
Hie fled, but flying left his life behind, | 

| This Hector ſees, as his experienc'd eyes 
Traverſe the files, and to the reſcue flies ; | 

Shouts, as he paſt, the cryſtal regions rend, 445 


| Such hands may wound, but not incenſe a man, 

| Nor boaſt the ſcratch thy feeble arrow gave, 

A cou ard's weapon never hurts the brave. 
Not ſo this dart, which thou may*ſtone day feel: 


Fate wings it flight, and death is on the ſteel. 500 


Where this bat lights, ſo noble life expires ; | 
| Its touch makes orphans, bathes the cheeks of | 


fires, 


Steeps earth in purple, gluts the birds of air, 


And leaves ſuch objects as diſtract the fair. | 
Ulyſſes haſtens with a trembling heart, 
Before him ſteps, and bending draws the dart: 


Forth flows the blood; ar eager pang ſucceeds ; 
 Ty1ides mounts, and ta the navy 


ſpeeds. 
Now on the field Ulyſſes ſtands alone, 


The Greeks all fled, the Trojans pouring on: 51 


But ſtands collected in himſelf and whole, 
And queitions thus his on unconquer'd ſoul: | 
What farther jubterfuge, what hopes — 


| What ſhame, ingiorious, if I quit the plain? 


What danger. ſingly if I tand the ground, 515 
Mr fr iends all ſcatter*d, ill the foes around > | 
Yet wherefore doubtful 2 let this truth ſuffice ; 
The brave meets danger. and the coward flies: 
To die or conquer, proces a hero's heart; 


| Ard knowing this, I koa ſoldier's part. a 


Such thoughts revolyng in his careful breaft, 
Near, and more near, he ſhady-cohorts preſt ; 
Theſe, in the warriour their own fate incloſe: 
And round him deep tle ſteely circle grows. 


So fares a boar, whon all the troop ſurrounds 


525 


Of ſhoutios huntſmen. and of — hounds ; 
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He griads his ivory tuſks; he foams with ire; 
His ſanguine eye-balls glare with living fire; 
By theſe, by thoſe, on every part is ply'd ; 


And the red ſlaughter ſpreads on every fide. 530 | | ; 
And fall a loſs, not ages can repair. Be 
Then, where the cry directs, his courſe he bends; 
Great Ajax, like the God of War, attends. 

T 


Pierc'd through the ſhoulder, firſt Deiopis fell ; 
Next Ennomus and Thoon ſunk to hell; 
Cherſidamus, beneath the navel thruſt, 

Falls prone to earth, and graſps the bloody duſt, 


Charops, the fon oc Hippaſus, was near; 535 


HOMER. 


Streng as he is; yet, one oppos'd to all, 
Oppreſs d by multitudes, the beſt may fall. 
Greece, robb'd of him, muſt bid her hoſts de- 


Ulytles reach'd him with the fatal ſpear ; 

But to his aid his brother Socus flies, 

Socus, the brave, the generous, and the wiſe: 
Near as he drew, the warriour thus began: 

O great Ulyſſes, much-endurivg man! 540 
Not deeper ſkill'd in every martial fleight, 
Than worn to toils, and active in the fight! 

This day two brothers ſhall thy conqueſt grace, 
Andend at once the great Hippaſian race, 
Or thou beneath this lance muſt preſs the field 


| MM , 

He ſaid, and forceful pierc'd his ſpacious ſhield : 
Through he ſtrong braſs the ringing javelin 

_ thrown, | | | 

Plough'd half his ſide, and bar'd it to the bone. 
By Pallas“ care, the ſpear, though deep inſix'd, 
dtopt ſhort of life, nor with his entrails mix'd. 
| 5 550 

The wound not mortal wiſe Ulyſſes knew, 
Then furious thus (but firtt ſome ſteps with- 

| drew): WE | | 

Unhappy man! whoſe deith our hands ſhall 
-. ©: grace! 5 | . „5 

Fate calls thee hence, and ſiniſn'd is thy race. 


No longer check my conqueſts on the foe ; 555 


But, pierc'd by this, to endleſs darkneſs go, | | : 
And add one ſpectre tothe reaims below ! 


He ſpoke; while Socus, ſeiz d with ſudden 
a 1 5 
Trembling gave ay, and turn'd his back to 
flight; | 5 


Between his ſhouiders pierc d the following dart, | 


| 560 

And held its paſſage throagh the panting st 
Wide in his breatt appear d the grizly wound; 

ie falls ; his armour rinęs againſt the ground, 
Ihen thus Ulyſſes, gazin; on the flain: 6 

Fam'd ſon of Hippaſvs ! there preſs the plain; 565 
There ends tiry narrow ſpan aflign'd by Fate, 
Heaven owes Ulyiſes yet : longer date. 
An, wretch! no father ſhall thy corpſe compoſe, 
Thy dying eyes no tendermother cloſe ; _ 
But hungry birds ſhall te:r thoſe balls away, 570 
And hovering vultures ſcram around their prey. 
Me Greece ſhall honour, when I meet my doom, 
Wich folemn funerals anda laſting tomb. | 

Then, raging with intoerabic ſmart, 


: He writhes his body, and ectracts the dart. 575 


The dart a tide of ſpoutinggore purſued, 
And gladden'd Troy with ſght of hoſtile blood. 
Nou troops on troops the f:intiog chief invade, 
For c'd he recedes, and londy calls for aid. 
Thrice to its pitch his lofty voice herears; 880 
The well-known voice thric Menelaus hears : 
Ala:m'd, to Ajax Telamon le cry'd, 

Who ſhares his labours, anddefend: his fide : 

O friend ! Ulyſſes ſhouts invade my car; 


Diſtic&'d he ſeems, and no aſiſtance near: 


1 


| 


| 


A ſingle warriour, half an hoſt ſuſtains : 


ſpair, 


— 


he prudent chief in ſore diſtreſs they found, 


With bands of furious Trojans compaſs'd round. 


As when ſome huntſman, with a flying ſpear, 
From the blind thicket wounds a ſtately deer ; 


| | | 95 
Down his cleft ſide while freſh the blood diſtin, 
He bounds aloft, and ſcuds from hills to hills: 


Till, life's warm vapour iſſuing through the 


wound, | 
Wild mountain-wolves the fainting beaſt ſur- 
round ; | 


Juſt as their jaws his proſtrate limbs invade, 660 


The lion ruſhes through the woodland ſhade, 
The wolves, though hungry, ſcour diſpers'd away; 
The lordly ſavage vindicates his prey. | 
Ulyſſes thus, unconquer'd by his pains, 8 
605 
But ſoon as Ajax heaves his tower-like ſhield, 
The ſcatter'd crouds fly frighted o'er the field ; 


"Atrides' arm the ſink ing hero ſtays, 


| 


And, ſav'd from numbers, to his car conveys. 


Victorious Ajax plies the routed crew; 
And firſt Doryclus, Priam's ſon, he flew. 
On ſtrong Pandocus next inflicts a wound, 
And lays Ly ſander bleeding on the ground. 


610 


As when a torrent, ſwell'd with wintery rains, 
Pours from the mountains o'er the delug'd plains, 
And pines and oaks, from their foundations 1 | 

A country's ruins ! to the ſeas are borne : . 
Fierce Ajax thus o'erwhelms the yielding throng; 
Men, ſteeds, and chariots, roll in heaps along. 
But Hector, from this ſcene of flaughter far, 


Rag'd on the left, and rul'd the tide of war : 


Loud groans proclaim his progreſs through the 


plain, 


And deep Scamander ſwells with heaps of ſlain. 
There Neſtor and Idomeneus oppoſe 5 
The warriour's fury, there the battle glows; 625 
There fierce on foot. or from the chariot's height, 
His ſword deforms the beauteous ranks of fight. 


The ſpouſe of Helen, dealing darts around; 
Had pierc'd Machaon with a diſtant wound: 


In his right ſhoulder the broad ſhaft appear'd, 630 | 
And trembling Greece for her phyſician fear'd. 
To Neſtor then Idomeneus begun: 0 


Glory of Greece, old Neleus' valiant fon! 
Aſcend thy chariot, haſte with ſpeed away, 
And great M:chaon to tlie ſhips convey. 


The wounded offspring ef the healing God. 
He lends the laſh ; the ſteeds with tounding feet 
640 


But now Cebriones, from Hector's car, 


585 Survey'd the various fortune of the war. 


Py p 


And 633 
A wife phy ſician, ſkill'd our wounds to n 
Is more than armies to the public wel. 
Old Neſtor mounts the ſeat: befide him rode 


Shake the dry field, and thunder tow'rd the fleet. 


L 
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While here (he cry'd) the flying Greeks are  Fix'd as the bar between two warring powers, 
flain ; While hitling darts deſcend in iron ſhowers : 
Trojans on Trojans yonder load the plain. 645 In his broad buckler many a weapon ftood, 
Before great Ajax ſee the mingled throng Its ſurface briſtled with a quivering wood 
Of men and chariots driven in heaps along ! And many a javelin, guiltlefs on the plain, 700 
I know him well, diſtinguifh'd o'er the field Marks the dry duſt, and thirſts for blood in vain. 
By the broad glittering of the ſeven-fold ſhield. But bold Eury pylus his aid impaits, 
Thither, O Hector, thither urge thy ſteeds, 650 And dauntlets ſprings beneath a cloud of darts; 
There danger calls, and there the combat bleeds ; { Whoſe eager javelin launch'd againſt the foe, 
There horſe and foot in mingled deaths unite, Great Apiſaon felt the fatal blow; 705 
And groans of flaughter mix with ſhouts of tight, | From his torn liver the red current flow'd, 
Thus having ſpoke, the driver's lath reſounds : And his flack knees deſert their dying load. 
Swift through the ranks the rapid chariot a The victor ruſhing to deſpoil the dead, 
655 | From Paris' bow a vengeful arrow fied : ” | 
tung by the ſtroke, the courſers ſconr the fields, Fix'd in his nervous thigh the weapon ſtood, 710 
O'er heaps of carcaſes, and hills of ſhields. Fix'd was the point, but broken was the wood. 
The horſes” hoofs are bath'd in heroes” gore, Back to the lines the wounded Greek retir'd, 
And, daſhing, purple all the car before ; | Yer thus, retreating, his aſſociates fir lj: | 
The | groaning axle ſable drops diſtils, 660 | What God, O Grecians ! has your heart dif- 
And mangled carnage clogs the rapid wheels may d ? | | 
Here Hector, plunging through the thickeſt Oh, turn to arms; *tis Ajax claims vour aid. 715 
- fight, | 'F his hour he ſtands the mark of hoſtile · rage, 
| Broke the dark phalanx, and let in the light: | And this the laſt brave battle he ſhall v-age ; 
(By the long lance, the ſword, or ponderous | Haſte, join your forces; from the gloomy grave 


ne, The warriour reſcue, and your country ſave. 
The ranks lie ſcatter'd, and the troops o' er- Thus urg'd the chief; a generous troop ap- 
thrown) 6654 —_ 5 = 23 
Ajax he ſhuns through all the dire debate, © | Who ſpread their bucklers, and advance their 
And fears that arm whoſe force he felt ſo late. ſpears, 
But partial Jove, eſpouſing Hector's part, To guard their wounded friend: while thus they 
Shot heaven-bred horrour-through the Grecian's ſtand 
heart ; 


| With pious care, great Ajax joins the band : 

Each takes new courage at the hero's fight ; 

670 | The hero rallies and renews the fight. 725 
Thus rag'd both armies like conflicting fires, 

| While Neſtor's chariot far from fight retires: l 

His courſers, ſteep'd in ſweat, aud ſtain d with 

gore, | 
The Greeks preſerver, great Machaon, bore, : 


; 675 That hour Achilles, from the topmoſt height 730 
Repuls'd by numbers from the nightly ſtalls, | Of his proud fleet, o'crlook'd the fields of fight ; 


Though rage ge ham, and though hunger | His feaſted eyes beheld around the plain 
calls, The Grecian rout, the ſlaying, and the flain, 
Long ſtands the ſhow ering darts, and miſſile | His friend Machaon fingled from the reſt, 
- fires ; A tranſient pity touch'd his vengeful breaſt. 
Then ſourly flow th' indignant beaſt retires. Straight to Mencetius' much-lov'd fon he ſent; 
80 turn d ſtern Ajax, dy whole hoſts repell'd, Graceful as Mars, Patroclus quits his tent: 
Yes 680 In evil hour! Then fate decreed his doom; | 
| While his ſwoln heart at every ſtep rebell'd. _ | And fix'd the date of all his woes to come. * 
As the flow beaſt with heavy ſtrength endued, | Why calls my friend? Thy lov'd nition | 
In ſome wide field by troops of boys purſued, lay ; 
Though round his ſides a wooden tempeſt rain, Whate'er they will, Pawan ſhall ob 


ey. 
- Crops the tall harveſt, and lays waſte the Plain; | O firſt of fr iends! (Pelides thus reply'd) 


5 | Still at my heart, and ever at my fide! 
Thick on his hide the hollow blows reſound, The time is come, when yon deſpairing hoſt 
The patient animal maintains his ground, I Shall learn the value of the man they loſt: 748 
| Scarce from the field with all their efforts r d, | Now at my knees the Greeks ſhall pour their 
And ſtirs but flowly when he ſtirs at laſt. 1 moan, = 
Ajax thus a weight of Trojans hung, 690 | And proud Atrides tremble on his throne. 
The ſtrokes redoubled on his buckler rung I | Go now to Neſtor, and from him be taught 


Confiding now in bulky ſtiength he nents, + What wounded warriour late his chariot brought 

Now turns, and backwards bears the N For, ſeen at diſtance, and but ſeen behind, 750 
3 His form recall'd Machaon to my mind ; | 

Now ſtiff recedes, vet hardly ſeems to fy, Nor could I, through yon cloud. diſcern his face, 


Confus'd, unnerv'd i in Hector's preſence grown, 


Amas'd he ſtood, with terrours not his own. _ 
O' er his broad back his moony ſhield he threw, 
And, glaring round, with tardy ſteps withdrew. 

Thus the grim lion his retreat maint. 1 } 
8 Beſet with watchful dogs and ſhouting ſwains, 


* Aud threats his followers with returted © * 695] Tus cuurfers pal me urin ſo Lit a paces 
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Through intermingled ſhips aud tents he paſs'd ; 
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The hero faid. His friend obey'd with haſte, 


/ 
The chiefs deſcending from their car he found; 
The panting fteeds Eurymedon unbound. 
The warriours ſtanding on the breezy ſhore, 
To dry their ſweat, and waſh aw ay the gore, 
He paus'd a moment, while the gentle gals 760 
Convey d that freſhneſs the cool ſeas exhale; _ 
Then to conſult on farther methods went, 
And took their ſeats beneath the ſhady tent. 


The draught preſcrib'd, fair Hecamede pre- 


x 


ares, 
Arfinoiis' daughter, grac'd with golden hairs: 765 
(Whom to his aged arms, a royal ſlave, 
Greece, as the prize of Neſtor's wiſdom, gave) 
A table firſt with azure feet ſhe plac'd; 
Whoſe ample orb a hrazen charger gracd: 
Honey new preſs'd, the ſacred flower of wheat, 


770 


And wholeſome — crowned the ſavoury 


treat. 
Next her white hand an antique goblet brings, 
A goblet ſacred to the Pylian kings 
From eldeſt times: the maſſy ſculptur'd vaſe, _ 
—— with golden ſtuds, four handles grace; 


And curling vines around each handle roll'd 
Support two turtle-doves emboſsꝰ d in gold. 

A matly weight, yet heav'd with eaſe by him, 
Wu en the h:iſk near overlook'd the brim. | 
Temper'd intiiis, the nymph of form divine 780 
Pours a large portion of the Pramnian wine ; 


With goat 'S-milk cheeſe a flavourous taſte be- | 


tos, 
And laſt w ith flour the ſm iling ſurface ſtrows. 
This for the wounded prince the dame prepares; 
The cordial beverage reverend Neſtor ſhares : 535 | 


Salubrious draughts the warriours' thirtt allay, 


And pleafing conference beguiles the day. 
_ Meantime Patroclus, by Achilles ſent, 


VUnheard approach'd, and ſtobod before the tent. 5 


Old Neſtor riſing then, the hero led 

To his high ſeat ; the chief refus'd, and ſaid 5 
Tis now no ſeaſun for thete Lind delays; 

The great Achilles with impatience ſtays. 

To grent Achilles this reſpect I owe ; 

Who afks what hero, wounded by the foe, 

Was borne fron: combat by the foaming ſteeds. 

With grief I ſee the great Machaon bleeds: 

This to report my haſty courſe I bend; 


795 


—— Thou krow'ſt tie fierv temper of my friend. 


cCun then the ſons of Greece (the ſage rejoin) 


* 


doo 


Excite compaſſion in Achilles' windꝰ 


Seeks he the ſorrows of our hoſt to Know? 


This is not half the ttory of our woe. | 
Tell him, not great Machaon bleeds alone, 
Our braveſt heroes in the navy groan, 

- Spd, Agamemnon, Diomed, 

And ſtern Eurypylus, already bleed. 


805 


Nut ah! what flattering hopes I entertain! 
_ &chilles hee not, but derides our pain : 
Ev'n till the flames conſume our flect lie ſtays, 310 


And waics the ring of tlie fatal blaze. 


on! nad i ſtill that ftrength my youth poſſeſs'g. 
| When this bold arm th” Epeian powers — 


| : (Thar large repriſal he might juſtly claim, 


| 


' Mr fire denv'd in vain: on foot I fled 


HOMER. 


4 Chief after chief the raging foe deſtroys ; 


Calm he los on, and every death enjoys. 

Now the low courſe of all- impairing time 

Unſtrings my nerves, and ends my manly —_ 
3 


The bulls of Elis in glad triumph led, 

And ftretch'd the great Itymonæus dead! 

Then, from my fury fled the trembling 8 
20 

And ours was all the plunder of the plains : 

Fifty white flocks, full fifty herds of ſwine, 

As many goats, as many lowing kine : 

And thrice the number of unrivall'd ſteeds, 

All teeming females, and of generous breeds. 825 

| Theſe, as my firſt effay of arms, I won; 

Old Nelens glory'd in his conquering ſon. 

Thus Elis forc'd, her long arrears reſtor'd, 

And ſhares were parted to each Pylian lord. 

The ſtate of Pyle was ſunk to laſt deſpair, 830 

When the proud Elians firſt commenc'd the war; 

For Neleus' ſons Alcides' rage had flain; 

Of twelve bold brothers, I alone remain! 


2 | Oppreſs'd, we arm'd; and now. this conqueſt l 


gain d, 
My fire three hundred choſen ſheep obtain'd. 


$33 
For prize defrauded, and inſulted fame, 


When Elis? monarch at tſſe public courſe | 
Detain'd his chariot and victor ious horſe.) _ 


| The reſt the people ſhar'd ; myſelf ſurvey 4 $40 


The juſt partition, and due victims pay d. 


Three dars were paſt, when Elis roſe to war, 


With many a courſer, and with many a car; 5 


Ene ſons of Actor at their army's head 


| (Young as they were) the vengeſul (quadrons Jed. | 


; High on a rock fair Thryobſſa ſtands, 
| Our utmoſt frontier on the Pylian lands; 


Not far the ſtreams of fam'd Alphæus flow; E 


The ſtream they pats d, and pitch d their c rents 
below. 8 

Pallas, deſcending in the hades of night, 

Alarms the Pylians, and commands the fight. 


Each burns for fame, and ſwells with martial | 
pride; | | 


Myſelf the foremoſt ; but nr; fire deni d; 
Fear'd for my youth, expos'd to ſtern alarms ; IE 
And ttopp'd my chariot, and detain'd my arms. 


35s 


Amid:t our chariots : for the Goddefs led. 
Along fair Arene's delighſul plain, 


I Soft Minyas rolls his waters to the main. 


There, horſe and foot, the Pylian troops un te. 
| | $60 
And, ſheath'd in arms, h the daw ning light. 
| Thence, ere the tun advanc'd his noon- lay flame, 


To great Alphæus' ſacred ſource we came. 


There firit to ſove our ſolemn rites were paid: 
An untam'd heifer pleas 'd the blue-ey 4 Maid: 
85 2 5 


A bull Alphzus; and a bull was flain 


Ty ch. blue menarch cf the watery main.. 


Fd 
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n arms weſlept, befid: the winding flood, Some beam of comfort yet on Greece may ſhine, 
ile round the town the fierce Epeians ftocd. It thou but lead the Myrmid ian line; 
Soon as the ſun, with all revealing ray, 870 Clad in Achilles” arms, if thou appear, 930 
Flam'd in the front of heaven, and gave the dav 3 Proud Troy may tremble, and deſiſt from war; 
Bright ſcenes of arms, and works of war appear; Pre:v'd by treth forces, her o'eriabour'd train 


The nations meet% there Pylos. Elis herc. | Shall feet their walls, and Greece reipire again, 
The firſt who fell, beneath my javelin bled ; 


* 


This touch'd his generous heart, and from 4 


King Augias* fon, and ſpouſe of Agamede: 875 tent 

(She that all ſimples' healing virtue: knew, Along the fore with haſty ſtrides he went; 933 
Andevery herb that drinks the morning dew.} ] Soon as he came, where, on the crouded traute, 

I ſeiz'd his car, the van of battle led; The public mart and cnurt of juſtice ftand, — 


Th' Epeians fav '3 they trembled, and they fled. Where tſie tall fleet of great Un tes lies, 
The foe diſpers d, their braveſt warribur Kid, And altars to the guardian Gous ari: T 


| 
| 3 | 5330 | Tnere tad he met the by AVE Eramon C ſn, 910 
Fierce as 2 whirlwind now I ſwept the field : | Larg e painful drops from all kis meme rs ruit ; 
Full fifty captive chariots grac'd my train ; . arr ors neod yer rooted n his wound, 


Two chiefs from each fell breathlef; to the plain. | The fable blond in circles marh'd the gronnd, , 
Then Actor's ſons had dy'd, but Neptune ſhrouds As faintiy reviing he contels'd the tract 


The youthful heroes in a veil of clouds. 355 Weak was his baces but gaunileis was his heart; 
O' er heapy ihields, and o'er tie pruſtrate throng, | 95 3 
Collecting ſpoils, and Naugutering all aiong, Divine comp aon touch dP: atroct: 3 treat, 
Through wide Bupraſian fields we forc' d the * ſights, tus his Meoding friend a . 
foes, „ hapleſs lenders of the Grecian Lat! 

Where »'er the vales th' Olenian rocks aroſe; ( Thus mus ve perii un 2 bu; — aroas cont 3 3 
Till Pallas ſtopp', bus where Aliſium flows. 399) Is this your fate, ta ghit the dugs with gore, 950 
Ev'n there the hindmoſt of their rear | fizy, ) | Far from var. tricuds, aud from „dur natwe 
And the ſame arm that led, concludes the day, „ "Wore ? 
Then back to Pyle triumphant take nw way. JI | 5 25 great Bersprlus rail Greecę vet Rand ? 
There to high Jove were public thanks ailiga'd, Ss the yet ne raging liefior's land?“ 

As firſt of Gods; to Neſtor, of mankind. 895 Fg are her heroes don. d to die & in ame, 
Such then I was, impell'd by youthtul blood; And this the pe: iod of our wars and ame — 14 
So prov'd my valour for my country's goο Eurypyl:s replies: No more, my fricnc, 

Achilles with unactive fury glows, = . Greece is no more! this day her vlores end. 


And gives to paſſion what to Greece he owes. Ev'n to the ſhips victorious I'roy purſues, 
How ſhall he * * hen to th' eternal ſhade Her force ena reaſing as her toil renews. 


* 
— 


3 9 Thoſe Wn, that ns'd her utmolt rage to meet, 
HA ler hoſts mall ſi nk, nor r his the power to aid 1. ee 
: O friend! my memory rec. [IIs che day, Lie pierc d with wounds, a ind bleeding i in Us. 
Py When, gathering aids along the Grecian a. tieet. 8 
I, and Ulyſſes, touch'ꝗ at Phthia's port, EE But thou, Patroclus! act a friendly part, 5 
And enter'd Peleus' hotpitable court. 905 Lead to my ſhips, and draw this deadly dart ts 
A bull to Jove he flew in ſacrifice, I With lk warm water v. ath the gore ar, 
And pour d libations on the flaming thighs. | With healing hun; the r: ging ſmart allay, 5 965 | 
Thyſelf, Achilles, and thy reverend ſire I] Such as fage Chi: "21, fre of Ph irmacy, 1 
Mencetius, turn! the fr ments on the fire. | Onc-taug!.t Achi: les, and \chiiles thee. 
Achilles ſees us, to the fcalt invites; i 910 Of tuo tam's frgeons, Pod.“ urius Nands 
Social we fir, and thare the genial rites. | | This gur turrornded by the Tr 05 an dannds; 


We then explain'd the cauſe on which we came, | Ani great Machaon, wounded in kis tent, 9-0 
 Urg'd you to arms, and ſound you fierce for fame, | Now wants haut fuccuur u hich fo oft he lent. 
Your ancient fathers generous precepts gave; To him the chief: What then remains to do? 
Peleus ſaid only this My ſon! be brave: 915 | Tit event of rhings the Gods _ can View, 
Menctius thus: © Though great Achilles ſhine | Charg'd by ch:lles” great ccmman tiv, 
enn ftreagth ſuperior, and of race divine, | And be: Ir with hatte the Pv han king's reply; 975 
* cooler thoughts thy elder years attend; | But tin, dit kreis th. 5 inſtant calms rect, 
« Let thy juſt cou iſels aid, and rule thy friend. ” | He il, and in vis arms uplichi the chief. 
Thus ſpoke your father at Theſſalia 5 court; 920 The ves their maſter's ow approach furvey' 


; Words now forgot, though now of vait import. And hides of oxen on the floor diſplay'd; 

| Ah! try the utmoſt that a friend can ſiy, | There ſtretch' 4 at kugth tle weunded | ro las, 
5 Such gentle force the fierceſt minds obey. _ © "GE. 
| Some favouring God Achilles? heart may move; I Patroclus cut the forky ſteel a awav. | 5 
| Though deaf to glory, he may yield to love. 925 Then in his hands a bitter robt he hru's d; 
9 If ſome dire oracle his breaſt alarm, The wound he wath'd, the Ryptic juice inf 4 
ö If aught from heaven with-huld is laving arm; ; |} Thecloting fleſh that * Ait cens'd to flow, 

Vor. VI. | Th: wound to torture, an! tue blood to tow. 


* 


Their powers neglected, and no victim flain, 


7 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


> 


The Battle at the Grecian Wall. 


HE Greeks being retired into their entrenchments, Heftor attempts to force : | 
them; but it proving impoſſible to paſs the ditch, Polydamas adviſes to quit their 


| chariots, and manage the attack on foot. The Trojans follow his _ and, 


having divided their army into /frve bodies of foot, begin the aſſault. But 


the ſignal of an eagle with a ſerpent in his talons, which appeared on the 
| teft hand of the Trojans, Polydamas endeavours to withdraw them again. 


is Hefor oppoſes, and continues the attack; in which, after many 


actions, Sarpedon makes the firſt breach in the wall: Hector alſo caſting a 


tone of a vaſt frze, forces open one of the gates, and enters at the head of his 


troops, who vittorioufly purſue the Grecians even to their ſhips. 


_ HILE thus the hero's pions cares attend 


The care and ſafety of hi- wounded friend, 
Trojans and Greeks with claſhing ſhields engage, 


And mutual deaths are dealt with mutual rage. 
Nor long the trench or lofcy walls oppoſe ; 5 


With Gods averſe th ill-fated works aroſe: 


The walls were r2is'd, the trenches funk in vain. 


_ 


Without the Gods, how ſhort + period ſtands 


The proudeſt monument of mortal hands! 10 


And gulphy Simois. rolling to tie main 
Helmets, and ſhields, and god-like heroes ſtain: 
Theſe turn'd by Phoebus from their wonted ways, 

Deluge the rat pire nine continua! days; 

The weight of waters faps tlie yielding wall, 25 


And to the ſea the floating bulwarks fal. 


This ſtood, while Hector and Achilles rag'd, 
While ſacred Tr ov the warring hofts ergag'd ; 


But when her ſon. were 1lain, her city burn'd, 
And what ſurviv'd of Greece to Greece return'd ; 
Then Neptune apd Apollo ſhook the fore, 
Then Ida's ſummits pour'd their watery fore; 
Rheſus and Rhodius then unite their rills, . 
Careſus roaring down the ſtony hills. 
Aſepus, Granicus, with mingled force, 
And Xanthus foaming from his fruitful ſource; 


15 


-"20 


Inceſſant cataraRs the Thunderer pours, = 
And half the "kies deſcend in fluicy ſhowers. 
The God of Ocean, marching ſtern before, 
ſhore, 


heaves, | 
And whelms the ſmoky ruin in the waves. 


- food, | 


No fragment tells where once the wonder ſtood - : 


In their old bounds the rivers roll again, 34 
But this the Gods in later times perform ; 


| The ſtrokes yet echoed of contending powers ; 


| Wer thunder'd at the gates, and blood diſtain'4 


the ters. 


 [#Smante by the arm of Tore, with dire diſmay, : 


Cloſe by their hollow thips the Grecians lay : 
zHector's approach in every wind they hear, 
| And Hector's fury every moment fear. 


Mingled the troops, and drove the geld along. 


| Sq "midſt the dogs and hunters daring bands, 
Fierce of his might, a boar or lion ſtands; 


0 782 


With his huge trident wounds the trembling | 


| 5 | -P 
| Vaſt ſtones and piles from their 3 


JJ ˙Ü¹ü wꝛwÄñ ag ae the” hl 


Now ſmooth'd with ſ.nd, and level'd by the 


| Shine *iwixt the hills, or wander o'er the plain. 


As yet the bulwark ſtood, and brav'd the ſtorm 4 


He, like a whirlwind, tu{y'4 the ſcattering throng, 


He foams,-he glares, he bounds againſt them all, 


And try the paſs impervious to the horſe. 


_ Reftrain'd great Hector, and his counſel gave: 
what entrance here can cumbrous chariots find, 


No ſpace for combat in yon narrow bounds. 


Then all aligluing, wedg'd in firm ar — * | 
Proceed on foot, and Hector lead the : 
So Greece mall ſtoop before our conquering | 


And this (if ſove conſent) her fatal hour. 


Swift from tis feat; "his clanging armour rung. 


Each du. te his car, and iſſues on the plain. 
=_ orders übt the eimrioteer pay | 
_ Campet the courters to their ranks hehird. 
The forces part in five diſtinguiſn'd bands, 
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Arm'd foes around a dreadful circle form, ' | 
And hiffing javelins rain an iron ſtorm: 


: . 50 
His powers untam'd their bold aſſault defy, | 


And where he turns, the rout diſperſe, or die: 


And if he falls, his courage makes him fall. 

With equal rage encompaſs d Hector glows; 55 

Exhorts his ar mies, and the trenches ſhows. 

The panting ſteeds impatient fury breathe, 

But ſnort and tremble at the gulph beneath ; 

Juſt on the brink they neigh, and paw the 
ground, 


- * — — 


And the turf trembles, and the ſkies reſound. 60 | | 
Already in their hopes they fire the fleet, 
Vaſt was the leap, and headlong hung the ſteep ; 4 


Eager they view d che proſpect dark and deep, 


The bottom hare (a formidable ſhow ') 
And briitled thick with ſharpened ſtakes below, 
The foot alone this ſtrong defence could ſurce, 65 


This faw Polydamas; who, wiſely brave, 


Oh thou ! bold leader of the Trojan bands, 
And you, confederate chiefs from foreign lands 
| 70 


The ſtakes beneath, the Grecian walls behind: 
No paſs through thoſe, . ithout a thouſand 
wounds, 


Proud of the favours mighty ſove has ſh wn, 75 
On certain dangers we too raſhly run: 

If tis his will our haughty foes to tame, 

Oh may this inſtant end the Grecian name! 
Here, far from Argos, let their heroes fall, 


What hopes, what methods of retreat remain; 


 Weig'd in the tr ench, by our own troops con- 


fus* d, 


ind obey with ſpeed; 
Back from the trenches let yo r Needs be led, 


90 


— 


power, 


„ 
This countel pleas' d: the God-like lector“ 


tprung 


The chief's exumple follow” d by his train, 95 


— — — — — 


And all obe their ſeveral chi efs' comm: nds. 100 
The beſt and braveſt in the firſt confpir 6e, 
Pant for the fight, and threat the fegt with fire: 


Great Hector glorious in the van Gf thele, _ 4 
Polvdamas, and brave Cebriones, 
Refs the next the graceful Pa. is mines, Io; 


And bold Alcathous, and Ayeror joins. — 
The tons of Oriam with the third appear, 


Deiphobus, and Helcnus the cer; 


In arms with theſe the mighty Aſius ſtood, 

Who drew from Hyrtacus his noble blond, 110 
And whom Ariſha's yellow courſers bore, 

The cor.rſers fed on Selle's winding thore. 
Antenor's ſons the fourth battalion guide, 

And great Eneas, born on fountful Ide. | 
Divine Sarpedou the Lift band obey'd, 115 
Whom Glaucus and AﬀReroprns aid; | | 


Next him, the braveſt at their army's head, 


But he more brave than all the hofts he led. 
Now with compacted ſhields, in cloſe array, 
The moving legions ſpeed their headlong way: 

120 


And fee the Grecians gaiping at tlieir feet. 
While every Troian thus, and every ad” 


Th' advice of wiſe Poly lamias obey'd ; 
Aſius alone, confiding in his car, 


His vunted couriers urg'd to meat the war. 


Unhappy hero! and : dvis' d in vin! 


| Thoſe wheels returning ne'er ſhall mark the 


plain : 
So more thoſe courſers with triumphant j joy 
Reftore their matter tothe gates of Troy! 130 


| Black death atterids hehind the Grecian wall, 


And great Idomeneus ſhall boaſt th, fall. 

Fierce to the left he drives, where from the 
plain 

The flying Crecions ſtrove their ſhips to gain ; 

Switt through the wall their horſe and chariots 
paſt, 

The gates half-open'd to recei ce the laſt. 


1 Thither, exult ing in his fo. ce, he ic: 

is following hoſt with clamour r2ad the ſkies; 
And one great day deſtroy and bury all ! 80 
But mould they turn, and here oppreſs our train, 


ro plonge the Grecians headleng in the main, 


uch their proud * but all their hopes were . 


ain. 
To guard the gates, two mich chiefs attend, 


' Who from the I. apithis warlixe race deicend ; 
In one promiſcuous carnage cruſh'd and bruis'd: 
All Trey muſt perith, if their arms prevail, 85 
For mall a T rojan live to tell the tale. | 

| Hear then, ye warrivurs ! ; 


This Pilypoet .S* great Pirithous heir. 


And that Leonteus, like the Gull of war. WET 
As two tall eaks, befor? the wall they riſe; 145 


Their roots in earthy, their heads amidſt tine ſles: 


| Whoſe ſpreading. arms, with leaty . | 


r 
Forbid the tempeſt, and protect the ground; 
Iliigh cn the hill appears their Kate»: tor m, 


aud their deep roots tor ever bra ve th ſtorm 


| 1 50. 
So gr ace ful theſe, and fo the thock they ſtand | 
Of raging Aſus, and his furious bai.d. „ 


Oreſtes, An , in frou appear, 


And Oenonaus aud Thwwn cloſe the rear; 

In Vain their clamours habe the ambicr.t fields, 

"55 

1 n Vain ar —_ tos beat their hohen hiels ; 

. he ſearlets brothers on the Grecian: call, 

To gun d their navies, and defend the. an. 

Ev'n hen they faw Tioy's fable u ops impend, 

And Greece tu. multus gee frum her towels deſcend, 
160 


Forth from the portals ru ch'dth' intrepid pair, 


Cppos'd their br eaits, * ſtood themiclves the 


war, 
N 2 


4 
| 
1 
4 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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So two wild boars ſpring furious from their 
gen, 

Rovz's with the cries of dogs and voice of men; 

On eve y fide the crackling t: ees they teur, 165 

And root the thrubs, and lay the foreit bare; 

Tier g ath their tatks, with fire their eye-balls 
roll. 

Till tome wide wound lets out their mighty 
ſoul. 


Around their heads the hiſtling! javclins _—_—_ 


W:ta founding ſtrokes their brazen targets rung 


170 

Fierce ae the fight, while ret the Grecian 

| pow 0 

Maintain'd the walls, and mann'd the lofty 
tov ers: 


To ſave their feet, the ia ſt efforts they try, 

and ftones and darts in mingle rempetts ftv, 

| As when — Bo. eus bluws abroad „and brings 

—— SFS | 

The dreary winter on his frozen wings; 8 | 
Eeneath the low-lhung clouds the thevis of ſnow 
 Deiceng, and whiten | all the fields below 2 | 
go faſt the darts on either army pour, 
So down the ram ;pires rolls the rocky oer; 


Heavy and thic: & reſound tha batter” F micids, 
And the d caf echo rules Feund the ue „ 
With ſhiame 1epuls'd, wich git, and fury 
driven, 
Tre frantic Afius thus accuſes Heaven: 


nin Powers immortal wh fhall N64 believe? 183 
Coen thoſe too flatter, aud can Jove deestve 


x : 


Wnat man could doubt but Iro, | 's victorious 
85 power | | 
= Sbould hun able Crezce, 101 this her f. at. al d 
But like whea waſp: from hollow crannics drixe 
10 guard the entrance of their common hive, { 
| 9 190 
| Dart -CNINT the rock, white with unwearicd 
| v. ines 
Ther itrize th' aſſailants, and infix tiieir ſtings; 
A race dgteimin'd, thit to death contend ; 
< 1 fic rc" theic Cres! K 8 their! J. t retrend 5 deſen d. | 
Code! ad tu. OM ri. urs ouly guard tlicir Sores; 


N. 
To god-like Hector, aud his match: roight 


: 50 0 tlie «For CT tlic deſtln'd 1 Baht. 209 
Le deHds 0 ai ms. through all 1c lurts Were 


* 
—— & ö 

's nd all the gates ſumain'd an by ide ; 5 
2 110 gk the long * «i; 15 E 18 K. Ni 1 165 5 ers Mere 


Pe opel a an arm”. and ef αν the ates ? 
lien dmpt; accu: = 71 2 * th de u ind; 
” mov} Cage — 10 1a terahle mind; 


ö 


| 


RC 1 4 » 

The dice. of _ a this Gain. of arms. ap- 
pear'. | 4 
The fre of a Ce: ray hireaſt inſpire, 2053 
To ri & .cc2accioi: 2, an. WE Witt Fre 3 


N. reer une eee 4 IN VE tlie war, 

secure e derth, Ohh in Gt en — 3 | 

Ab] al ter guard: Cos, = COLD CLUTAY, 
Walk Un=L Ang WT CEPT UV Gay, 210 


„8. U Modes; N 


1 


| Ev'n yet the dauntle(s Lapithæ maintain 

The dreadful paſs, and round them heap tie 
ſlain. 

| Firſt Damaſus, by Polypœtes' ſteel 7 
Pierc'd through his helmet's brazen vizor, fell; 


| 21 
The warriour fink. s, n now no more 5 
Next Or menus and Pylon yield their breath, 
Nor leſs r ftrows the field with death: 
Firi: throvg': the belt H ppomaclius he por d, 
Then ſadden way'd his unrefiftcd ford; 
Antiphates, 2s through the rinks he broke, 


froke 
limenus, Oreſtes, Menon, bled; 
And round him roſe a m.: Mumm of dead. 


o Mcantime, the braveſt of tie Trojan crew, 
225 


Bold Hector and Polydamas purſue ; 

Fierce with impaticnce ou the w orks to fall, 
And wrap in rolling flames the fleet and wall. 
Theſe on the farther bank now ſtood and gaz'd, 


Ey Heaven alarm'd, by prodigies amaz'd : 230 


lig omen Ropp'd the paſſing hoſt, 


180 *1 Their maitial fur y in their v-onder "IF 


Frve's bird on founding pinions beat the ſkies; 
A ble: ding ſerpent, of enormous fize, 


His ralous truis'd ; alive, and curling round, 23 s 


| He finng the bird, whole throat receiv'd the 


| w ound: 
Mad wit . the ſmart, he drops the fatal prey, 
Ia airy circle v.ings, his painful way, 


Cr es: 


They, pale with terrour, mark its ſpires unroli'd, 

And Jove's portent with beating hearts behold. 

Then firſt Pulydamas the ſilence broke, 

Long weigh'd the fi nal, and to Hector ſpoke : : 

Huw oit, my brother, tiiy re pro: ch I bear, 24g 
For words well-me::ni, and fentiments — ary 

True to thote counſl, which L judge the beſt, 

I tell the faickful dietatas of my breaſt, 

To ſpeak his thrughts, is every freeman's right, 


Aud all I move, deſerr ing to thy ſway, = 
Vut tends to raiſe mat power which I obey, 
Then hear my 
vun; | | 
Seek nut, this Ja „the Grec:an ſhips to gain ; . 
And thus my mine <P ains hs cicar Event. 
Tiev;ctor eagle, who! Gnifter tiiglit 


_ 


Dim his conqugit un the middle g dies, 


— 


ticct, 

RO che fe proud hulwarkeé tu mble a tour feet, 
70 bs e en, and fiercer, are dccree: ; | 
More woe, ihall folio, and mare heroes bleed 
aul, and bid me Uius adrite: 252 

tu tus « iu ſetz: * Ould read the it 103. : 


The veapon drank the — brains and gore; 


The faulchion ſtruck, and late purſued the 


wr 4 a. oa. is. oo. dt. SS 


Floats on the winds, and rends the heavens with 


| Amidſt the hoſt the falling ſerpent lies. 2 


In peace and war, in council and in fight; 230 


words, nor may my words be 


For fure, to war: u Jove his one! ſent, 255 


ReEturie wir hoft, a: N. fils Qu. Feat te with fright, 


lied to telre, but naocpulels tie prize; 250 
Thus thoug'i we £4xd with fires the Greciau 


a te M4. ot 


© 90 
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To him then Hector with diſdain return'd : 
(Fierce as he tpoke, his eyes with fury burn'd) 
Are theſe the faithful counſels of thy tongue? 
Thy will is partial, not thy reaſon wrong: 
Or, if the purpoſe of thy heart thou vent, 
Sure Heaven reſumes the litt e ſenſe it lent. 
What com ard counſels would thy madneſs move, 
Againſt the word, the will reveal'd of Jove? 
The leading ſign, th” irrevocable nud, 
And happy thunders of the favouring God, 


270 


275 


Theſe 1hall I flight? and guide my . 


mind 

By wandering birds, that flit withi every wind ? 
Ye vagrants ofthe ſky! yo r wings extend, 
Or where the fins ar iſe, or where deſcend ; 
To right, to left, unheeded take you: wiv, 
While I the dictates of high Heaven obey, +» 


280 


Without a ſign his ſwor the brave man draus, * 


And aſks no omen but his country's ca: ſe. 

| But why ſhouldft thou ſuſpect the war's ſucceſs ? 
28 
None fears it more, as none promotes it lefs : * 
Though all our chiefs amid von ſhips expire, 
Truſt thy own cowardife t' eſcape their fire. 
Troy and her ſons may find a general grave, 


_ Put thou canſt live, for thou canft be a flave. 290 | 1 


Vet ſhould the fears that wary mind ſuggeſts 

Spread their cold poiſon through our ſoldiers' 
bre 

My javelin can revenge ſ» baſe a part, 

And free the ſon! that qu ers in thy heart. 

Furious he ſpoke, and, rnthing tothe wall, 295 

| Calls on his hoſt; his hoſt obey tie call ; 

With ardour follow where their leader flies: 

_ Redoubling clamours thunder in the tkies, 

Jore breathes a whirlwind from the hills of Ide, 

And drifts of duſt tlie clouded navy hide: 300 

He fills the Greeks with terrour and diſmay, 

And gives great Hector the predettin'd day. 

Strong in themiel ves, but ftronger in their aid, 

Cloſe to tlie works their rigid ſicge they laid. 

In vain the mounds and maſſy beams defend, 355 


While theſe thev undermine, and thoſe they rend; | 


Upheave the piles that prop the fold wall; 
And heaps on heaps the 1mul.y ruins fall. 
Greece on her rampart {ti 18 ; the fierce alarms ; 
The clouded bulwarks blaze with waving arms, 


Shield tonching meld, a long reſulrent row; 
 Whence hiſſing darts, inceſſant, rain below. 
The bold = jacco 4 from tower to tower, 


And rouze, With dune d. ine, the Grecian power. 


| The generous 1m pulle ever, 
Threats urge tlie fcar ful; 
Fellows in arms! 
fame, 
And you a hoſe ardour hive an equa] 1 name ! 
Since not alike Endued with frce or art; 
| Behold a day „hen each way act liis hart! 
A day to fire the brave, and warm the cold, 
To gain new glorie, or augment the old. 
Urge thoſe who ftind ; and thoic who faint, ex- 
| cite; y 
Drown Hector's vaunts in loud exhorts of firht ; 
Conqueſt, not ſafety, nil the thoughts of all; 225 
| ork. net your fleet, but ſally from the wall; 


rec 00 315 
and ihe valiant, praiſe. 
whoſe decds ate Known to 


310 


(| 


** 


| 


— 


Majeſtic moves alone, 


In ſullen majeſty, and ſtern diſdain : 


3 ur 


Fir'd with tie thirf? 


101 


Jo ſove once more may drive their routed train, 
And Troy lie trembling in her walls again. 
Their ardour Kindles all the Grecian powers; 


And now the ſtones deſcend in heavier, ſhowers. 


| 


As when high Jove his ſharp artillery forms, , 
And opes his cloudy magazine of ſtorms; 

In winter's bleak, uncomfortable reign, 

A ſnowy inundation hides the plain; 

He ſtiils th-: winds, and bids the ſkies to ſleep; 335 
Then pours the filent tempeſt, thick and deep : 
And firit the mountain-tors are cover*d o'er, 


Then the green fields, and then the ſandy ſhore ; 


Beit with the weight the nodding woods are 
ſeen, > 
And one bright waſte hides all the works of men : 
349 
The circling ſes alone, abſorbing, all, 
Drink the ditfolving flecces as they fan. 
So from cach fide increas'd the ſtony rain, 
| And the white rui: riſes o'er the plain. 
Thus god-like Hector and his troops connad 
345 
To force the ramparts, and the gates to rend; , 
| Nor Troy could conquer, nor the Greeks would 
vield, 
Till great Sarpedon tower'd amid the field ; 
For mighty Jove inſpir'd with martial flame 1 
His matctileis fon, and urg'd him on to fame. 350 
In arms he ſhines, conſpicuous from afar, 
| And hears aloft his ample ſhield in air; 
Within whoſe orh the thick bull-hides were roll'd, 
Ponderous with braſs, and bound with duetile | 
gold : | 


And, while two Pg javelins arm his hands, | 


358 
and leads his Lycian bands. 
So, preſo'd with hunger, from the mountain” LY 

brow _ | 


| Deſcends a lion on 1 the Rocks below : 


So ſtalks the lordly 1avige o'er the plain, 5 
360 
In vain loud maſti fi bay him from afar, | 
And ſhepherds gall him with an iron war; 
Regardleſs, furious, he purſues his way; * 
He foams, 1:: roars, he rends the panting prey. 

RKeſoly A alike, divine Sarpedon glows 365 | 


With generous rage that drives him on the foes. . 
He views the towers, and meditates their fall, 


To ſure deſtruction dooms tir aſpiring wall; 
Then, caſhiung on * friend an ardent looks | 
of glory, thus he ſpoke: 370 
Wy boat we, Glaucus! our extended reign, 


nere Xanthis' ſtreams enrich the Lycian plain, 
Hur numerous herds that range the fruitful field, 
| Aud falle where vines their purple harveſt yield, . 
Our fo: ming buwls a iti purer nectar er 95 'dy 


37S 

Our feoſts enhanc 4 wich muſick $ fprightly = 
ſound * 

Why on t! als ſhore: are we with joy furvey'd, | 


 Admir'd cs heroes, and as Gods obey'd; 


Unleſ great as ſuperior merit prove, | 
And vindic 2 the bounteous Pow'rs above? 380 
is ours, the dignity tlie b give to grace; Rb 


| Ths Mk iu valoury as zue lk in place: 2 
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That w hen with wondering eyes our martial ba nds | 


Behold our deeds tranſcending our commands, 

Such, they may cry, deſerve the ſovereign * 
395 

Whom thoſe that envy, dare not imitate! 

Could all our care etude the gloomy grave, 

Which claims no I-f< the fearti:l than the brave, 

For luſt of fame | ſh-1}d not vamly dare 

In fighting fields, nu: urge thy foul to war. 390 

But fince, ! ignobie age mult come, 

Diſeaſe, and death's ine xo able doom; 

The life which others pay, let us be ttow, | 

And give to fame whit we to nature Gwe; 

Brave though we fall, and hvoour'd if we live. 


395 
Or let us glorv gain, or glory give! 
He ſaid: his words the liſtening chief inſpire 


With equal warmth, and rouze the warrionr 8 


fire; | 
The troeps purſue their leaders with delight, 


Ruſh to the foe, and claim the promis'd fight. 400 


Meneſtheus from on high the ſtorm beheld 


Threnening the fort, and blackening in the 


field : 
Around the walls he gaz'd, to view from far 
What aid appear'd t“ avert the appro2ching war, 
And ſaw where Teucer with tn” Ajaces ſtood, 


405 


Of fight inſatiate, prodigal of blood. 

In vain he calls; the din ot heims and ſhields 
Rings to the ſxies, and echoes through the fields; 
The brazen hinges rv, the walls refourd, 


Heaven rembles, roar the mountains, thunders 


all the ground. 


Then thus to Thoös ;—Hence with Fs (he 


1 
And urge the bold Ajaces to our aid; AE 
Their ſtrength, ind deſt may help to bear” 
The bloody labours of the doubtiul war : 


Hither the Lycian princes bend their courſe, 415 


The beſt and braveft of the heſtile force. 

Bur, if too fiercely there the foes contend, 
Let Telamon, at leaſt, our towers defend. 
And Teucer haſte with his unerring bow, 


To ſhare the danger, and repel the ſoc. 420 


Swift as the word, the herald ſpecds along 


The lofty ramparis, through the martial throng ; 


And finds the herucs bath'd in ſweat and gore, 
_Cypot'd in combat on the duſty ſnore. 


Ye valiant leaders of our v. arlike bands ES 415 | 


Your 2id (ſaid Thees) peteus' fon demands, 
85 Y gur Ereng!a, united, bet may lielp to bear 

i he e bloody labours of the doubtfſul war: 

Thither the Lycian princes bend their courſe, 


The belt and brave cf the hoftile fo ee. 430 


But it 100 fiercely bei the foes contend. 

At leaſt, let Tel: mon th ole towers defend. 
Ind Teucer haſte with hi unerring how, 
To ſhare the danger. and repel the foe. 


1 | It ſhake: the ponderous ſtones disjoi nted Yield; . 
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That done, expect me to complete the day 
"Then, with his ſeven- fold ſhield, he ſtrode away. 
With equal ſteps bold Teucer preſs'd the ſhore, 
Whoſe fatal how the ſtrong Pandion bore. 


245 
Like ſome black tempeſt gathering round the 
towers; 
The Grecks, oppreſ.*d, their utmoſt force unite, 
Preparꝰ d to labour in thEtincqual fight; 
The war feneus, mix'd ſhouts and groans ariſe; 
Tumultuous clamour mounts, and thickens in the 
ies. 
| Fierce Ajax firſt th' advancing hoſt invades, 
— jends the brave Epicles to the thades, 
Szrpedon's friend: acrofs the warriour*s way, 
Rent from the walls, a rocky fragment lay; 
In mottern ages not the ſtr ongeſt fwain 455 
Could heave tir unwieldy burthen from the plain. 
He pois'd, and ſwung it round; then, toſs'd on 
high, | | 
It flew with force, and labour'd up the ſky; 
Full on the Lycian's helmet thund' ring down, 


| The ponderous ruin cruſh'd his batter'd crown. 
460 


As ſkilful divers from ſome airy ſteep, : 
Headong deſcend, and ſhoot into the deep, 
So falls Epicles; then in groans expires, 
And murmuring o the ſhades the ſoul retires. 
- Wlite to the ramparts daring Glaucus drew, 465 
— Teucer's hand a winged arrow flew; 

The bearded ſhaft the deſtin'd paſſage found, 

And on his naked arm inflifts a wound. 

The chief, who fear'd ſome foe's inſulting boat 


heiglit, 


Retir' d — from the unfiniſh'd fight. 


Divine Sarpedon with regret beheld 
Diſabled GRucus flowiy quit the field; 
His beating breaſt with generous ardour glows, 


PX 


He ſprings to fight, and flies upon the foes. 
| Alcmion firſt was doom't his force to feel; ._ 
Deep in his bieaſt ke plung'd the pointed ſteel ; 

| Then, from the vawning wonnd with fury tore 

| The fnear, purſued by aufn: ng ſtreams of gore; 


Down finks the warrigur with a thuadering | 


ſorand, X 

His brazen armour rings az2intt the ground. 
Suilt to the battlement the victor flies, 

Tugs with full force, and every nerve applies; 


The rolling ruins ſmoke alen ng the ficld. 

A mighty breach appears, th: walls lic bare; 
And, like a deluge, ruthes in the war, 
At once bold Teucer draus the twanging bow, 

And Ajax fends his javelin at the foe : 


Frraiglit to the wort great giax tus hie cc, + Fi::' | in his belt the feather we: pon ſtood, 


And thus beſpohe his brother ofthe war ; 
No, valiant Lycomede ! exert vovr might, 
Ani, brave Oileus, pre. e vour ferce in ligt: 
To you I truſt the fortune «© the fie'd, 

Till! by thts arm tnc ſoc Mall be rupe!} a; 


15 


And tlirdugli his huckler drove the trembling 


4 wood; 
| But Je was pr efentin the dire debate, 
Oo Held is off: pring „ amt avert his fate. 
- The piince gave ba ck pot meditating flighe, 


440 * urzing vengcaude, aud lercrerũglu; 


High on the walls appear' q the Lycian powers, 


| Might ſtop the progreſs of his warlike hoſt, 47 5 
IConceal'd the wound, and, leaping fr om his 
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Then, rais'd with hope, and fir'd with glory's 


| charms, 

His fainting ſquadrons to new fury warms : 
O where, ye Lycians! is the ſtrength you boaſt ? 
Your former fame and ancient virtue loſt! 500 
The breach lies open, but your chief in yain 
Attempts alone the guarded pats to gain; 
Unite, and ſoon that hoſtile fleet ſhall fall; 
The force of powerful union co quers all 

This juſt rebuke inflam'd the Lycian crew, 505 
They join, they thicxen, and th' atſault renew: 
_ UVnmov'd th' embodied Greeks their fury dare, 
And fix'd ſupport the weight of all the war; 
Nor could the Greeks repel the Lycian powers, 
Nor t the bold Lycians force the Grecian towers. 


As, on the confines of n adjoining grounds, 

Two ſtubborn fu ains with blows puco their 
bounds: 

They tug, thy ſweat, but n either gain or y icld, 

One foot, one inch, of ihe contended fietd : 

Thus obſtinate to death they fight, they fall; 81 5 
Nor theſe can keep, nor tlioſe can win, the w all. 
Their manly breaſts are pierc'd w ith many a 

wound, 
Loud ftr okes are heard, and rankag arms reſound, 
The copious ſlaughter covers all the ſhore, 
And the high ramparts drop with human gore. 
520 
As when two ſcales are charg'd with doubtful | 
loads, | 
From fide to fide the trembling balance nods 
(While ſome laborious matron, juſt and poor, 
With nice exactneſs weighs he. woolly ſtorie) 
Till, pvis'd aloft, the reſting beam fuſpends 525 
Each equal weight, nor this, nor that, deſcends : 
So ſtood the war, till Hector's matchleis might 
With Fates prevailing, turn'd the ſcale of fight. | 


520 J 
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Fierce as a whirlwind up the walls he flies, 

And fires his hoſt with loud repeated cries: 230 
Advance, ve Trojans! lend your valiant hands, 

1 Haſtc tothe fleet, and tots the blazing brands! 

They hear, they run; and, gathering at his call, 

 Railte ſcaling-engines, and aſcend the wall: 

Around the works a wood of glittering ſpears 535 

Shoots up, and all the riſing hoſt appears. 

A ponderous ſtone hold Hector heav'd to throw, 
Pointed above, and rough and grots below: 


* 


Not two ſtrong men th enormous weight could 


raiſe, 


Let this, as caſy as a ſwain could bear 
The ſnow. y fleece, he toß'd, and thook in air: 
For Jove upheld, and ligten d of its load 
Th' unw ieldy rock, the labour of a God. 


Thus ar:n'd, before the folded gates he came, 545 


Of maily ſuhſtance, and ſtupendous frame; 
With iron bars and br «zen hinges ſtrong, 
On lofty beams of told timber hung: | 


Then, chundering thruugh the planks: with force- 


ful tw ay, 
Drives the marp rock; the ſolid beams give way; 
The follds are ſnatter d; from the crackling 5 — 
' cap the reſounding bars, the flying hinges roar. 
Now ruſhing in, the furious chief appears, 
Gloomy as n tight ! and ſhakes two ſhining ſpears : 


+ 


1 5 dreadful gleam from his br ight armour came, : 


$55 


| And from his eye-balls flaſh'd the living flame. 
He moves a God, reſiſtleſs in his courſe, 
And ſeems a match for more than mortal force. 
Then pouring after, through the gaping ſpace, 
A tide of Trojans flows, and fills the place; 560 


i The Greeks behold, they tremble, and they tity: 
The ſhore is heap'd with * and —— 3 | 


the ler. 


Such men as live in theſe degenerate days; 540 | 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


| The fourth Battle continued, in which Neptune afſifts the Greeks : 


VEP TUN E, concerned for the bfs the Grecians, upon ſeei 
forced by Hector (wha had entered the gate near the ſtation of 
the ſhape of Calchas, and inſpires thoſe heroes to oppoſe him: then, in the form of 


the atts of 


n 
t 


e 


ene of the generals, encourages the other Greeks, who had retired to their 


2 
The Ajaxes form their troops in a cloſe phalanx, and put a flop to Hector and the 


the fortification 
Ajaxes) aſſumes 


| Trojans. Several deeds of valour are performed; Meriones, loſing his ſpear in 
the encounter, repairs to ſeek another at the tent of Idomeneus; this occaſions a 
converſation between thoſe two warriours, who return together to the battle. Ido- 
meneus fignalizes his courage above the reſt; he kills Othryoneus, Aſus, and Al- 


cathous : Deiphobus and Aneas march againſt him, and at length Idomeneus re- 


tires. 
in the 
galled by the Lacrian 


De eight and twentieth day till continues. The ſcene is between the Grecian 


wall and the ſea-ſhore. 


| "HEN now the Thunderer on the ſea-be 5 


coaſt 


Ile left tliem to the Fates, in bloody fray, 
Io toil and ſtruggle through the well-fought day; 
Then turn'd to Thracia from the field of fight 5 

Thoſe eyes that ſhed iniufferable light: ; 


And hardy Thracians tame the ſavage horſe ; 
And where the far-fam'd Hippemolgian ftrays, 


Renown'd for juſtice and for length of days; 20 


Thrice happy race that, innocent of blood, 
From milk, innoxio::s, ſeek their ſimple food: 
Jove ſees delighted ; and avoids the fcene 

Of guilty Troy, of arms, and dying men: 


Menelaus wounds Helenus, and kills Piſander. 
left wing; Hector ſtill keeps his ground againſt the Ahaxes, till, being 
ſlingers and archers, Palydamas adviſes to call à council 
of war : Hector approves his advice, but goes firſt to rally the Trojans; upbraids 
aris, rejoins Polydamas, meets Ajax again, and renews the attack. ” 


No aid, he deems, to either hoſt is given, 11 | 
5 „ | While his high law ſuſpends the powers of 
Had fix*d great Hector and his conquering hoſt; N | £ 
Mean - time the ® Monarch of the watery main 
Obſerv'd the Thunderer, nor obſerv'd in vain. 


Heaven. 


In Samothracia, on a mountain's brow, 


| Whoſe waving woods o'erhung the deeps below, 
To where the Myſians prove their martial force, | 85 „ „ 20 
He ſate; and round him caſt his azure eyes, 


Where Ida's miſty tops confus'dl; riſe; 


+ Neptune. 


, 


The Trojans are repulſed 


& 


_ Thecrowded thips. a 


Now wears a mortal form; | 
c- hi 1 4 ien and 1 h h1 11 i „ 
Such his loud voice, and inch his manly mein; 70 
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Below, fair Hion's glittering _ were ſeen, 
and ſabje ſeas h Se een. 
There, from the cryſtal ciambers of the main 25 


Emerg'd, he fate 3 and maurn'd his Argives fiain. 


At Jove incens d, with grief and fury ung 

Prone down tlie rocky ſeep he rulh'd long; 
Fierce as he paſt, the lofty mountains nod, 

The foreſt ſliakes! earth trembled is he trod, : 3 
And felt the footſteps of th' immortal God. d 


Frum re:bm to realm thre- ample Rrides he touk, 


And, at the fourth, the diſtant Aga ſhock 


Far in the hay his ti. ining nalace tar: ds. 


Eternal frame ! not rais'd by mortal ha: 75 
This having reach'd, 


his braſs-koof'd Leeds lie 
reins, 

Flect as the winds, and deck'd with 22 manes. 

Refulgent arms his mighty limbs infuld, 

Immortal arn:s of adamant and gold. 

He mounts the car, the golden fcour ge applies, 40 

He fits ſuperior, aud the chariot flies: 

His whirling wheels the glatfs ſurface ſweep ; 

Th enormous monſters, ru ling o'er the deep, 


Gamhol around him on the watery way ; 


And heavy whales in auk ward me:fures play: 45 

The ſea ſubſiding ſpreads a level plain, 

Exults, and owns the monarch of the main; 

The parting waves before his courſers fly: 

The wondering waters Icave his axle dry. | 
cp in the Tiquid reg ons lies a cave; 50 


Between where Tenedes the ſurges i: ave, 
And rocky Imbrus breaks the rolling wave: 


There the great Ruler of the azure n 


Stopp d his ſwift chariot, and his 111 un- 


bound, 
Fed with — herbage b his hand, 8 


And tink'd their ſetlocks with 2 golden band, 
Infrangible, immortal : there they ſtay, 


The Father of the flohds purſues his way + 
Where, like a tempeſt darkening heaven ares, 


Or fiery deluge that devours the ground. 60 


Th' impaticnt Trojans, in a gloomy throng, 
Embattled roll'd as Hector ruſh'd alone: 

To the loud tumult and the barharous cry, 
The neavens re-echn, and the ſhores reply; 


They vow deſtruction to the Grecian name, 65 | 
Aud in their hopes, the fleets already flame. 


But Neptune, riſing from the ſeas profound, 
The God witole earthquakes rock the Clid gr ound, 
like Calchas ſoen, | 


His ſhouts inceſſant every Greek inſpire, 


But moſt th Ajaces, adding fire to fire. 


'Tis yours, O warriours, all our hopes to raiſe; 
Oh, recollett your ancient worth and praiſe : 
is yours, to ſave us, it you ceaſe to fearz 75 


Flight, more than thameful, is deftructive here. 
On other works though Troy with fury fall, 


And pouz her armies o'er our hatter'd wall; 


| There, Greece has ſtrelig mn: but this, this part 


_.. v'erthro:vn, 


Her ſtrength were vain; I dread for you alone. 


80 


Here Hector rages like the force of fire,. 
Vaunts of his Gods, and calls high Jove his ſire. 
Vor. VI. 


* 


Full of the God that urg'd their burning breaſt, 


a 


| 


l 


And Hector's force, and Jove's own aid, be 


taub: 
Strength, not their own, the tonch divine in. 
par's, | 
Prompts their liglit limbs, and ſwells their dar! ing 
heures. 
Then, as 2 falcon from the rocky heicht, 


F. rih-{pringing inſtant, darts herſelf from high, 


The w ive horiz:n 


 P-rcziv*d the firft, and thus to Telamon : 


Tavouring deſcends, and wills to ſtand the ſtorm. | 


Not Calchas this, the venerable ſeer; 


My foul is &indles and my boſon burns: 
| Lit each. ch limb, and brace my arm. 


This ready arm. unthinking ſhakes the dart; 


The heroes thus their mutu:l warmth expreſs'd. 


I truſted in the Ceds, and you, to ſec 


105 

If yet ſome heavenly Power your breaſt excite, 

Breathe in vour hearts, and itring your arms to 
fir! if, 

Greece yet may live, her threaten'd fleet remain ; 

85 


vain: . 
Then with his ſcoptre, that the Gcep controvuls, 
He touch'd the chiefs, and ftect'd their maul 


Her quarr:.ſecn, impetecus at the fight 


ghoots UN the wing. and lein s long the Ky: 
Such, and ſo fwift, the nower of Ocean flew 3 95 
mut him f:om their views 
Th' inſpiring Cod, Oileus' active ſon 


Some Cod, m 


friend, 
form | 


ome God in human 
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Short as he turn'd. I ſaw the Power appear: 

I mark'd his parting, and the ſteps he ti od; 

His own br iglie evidence reveals a God; 

Ev'n now ſome energy divine J ſhare, to 

And ſeem to wa'k on wings, and tread in air! 
With eqnal ardour (Tela men return) 


New rifing ſpirits ali my force alarm, 


11S 


The blood pours back, an fortines my heart 3 
Singly, methinks, yon towering chief Imcet, 
And mreteh the dreadful Hector at my feet. 


ns 


Neptune menn-while the romed Greeł&s inſpir'd. 
Who, breatlilcfs, rale, with length of labuurs 
tl 'd, t | 


Pant i: the ip: ; while Tr oy to conque tt calis, © | 
| 
| 


| And ſu arms victorious o'er their yielding walle: 


| | 120 
Trembling tefore th* impending ſtorm then lie, 
Wh.le tears of rage ſtay: d br arning in their eve. 
Greeze funk they thouglit, and this their fatal 


ont * 3 5 
But breathe new courage as they feel the power. 
Teucer and Leitus fuſt his u rds eccete; 125 


Then ſtern Fencleus riſes to the fight ; _ 

Thoas, Deipyrus, in arms renown *Y 

An Marion next, th' impulſive fury found; 

Latt Neftor's ton the ſame bold ardour takes. | 

While thus the Cod the martial fire awakes: 122 
Oh laſting infamy, oh dire diſgrace | 

To chicts ct vigorous youth and manly race! 


Brave Greece victe rious, and her aut y u ez. 
Oo «£5 M02 
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Ah no—the glorious combat you diſclaim, 135 
And one black day clouds all her former fame. 
Heavens! what a pt: odigy theſe eyes ſurvey, 
Unſecn, unthought, till this amazing day 
Fly we Re length from Troy's oft-conquer'd 
bands ? 
And falls our fleet by ſuch inglorious hands? 140 
A rout undiſciplin'd, a ftraggling train, 
Not born to glories of the duſty plain; 
Like frighted fawns, from hill to hill purſued, 
A prey to every ſavage of the wood: | 
Shall theſe, ſo late who trembled at your name. 
| 145 
Invade your campe, involve your ſhips in flame ? 
A charge fo ſhameful, fay, what cauſe has 
wrought ? | | | 
The ſoldier's baſeneſs, or the general's fault? 
Fools! will ye periſh for your leader's vice; 
The purchaſe infamy, and life the price ? 150 

Tis not vour cauſe, Achilles' injur d fame: 

Another's is the crime, but yours the name. 

Grant that our chief offend through rage or luſt, 

Muſt you be cowards if your king's unjuſt ? 

Prevent this evil, and your country fave: 155 

Small thought retrieves the ſpirits of the brave. 

Think, and ſubdue ! on daſtards dead to fame 
I waſte no anger, for they feel no ſhame: 

But vou, the pride, the flower of all our hoſt, 

My heart weeps blood to ſee your glory loſt ! 160 

Nor deem this day, this battie, all you loſe; 

A day more black, a fate more vile, enſues. 

Let each reflect, who prizes fame or breath, 

Oa endleſs infamy, on inftant death, | | 

For lo! the fated time, th' appointed ſhore; 165 

Hark ! the gates burſt, the brazen barriers roar ! 
Impetuous Hector thunders at the wall; 
The hour, the ſpot, to conquer, or to fall. 5 

Theſe words the Grecians' fainting hearts in- 
ſpire, | 

And liſtening armies catch t e god-like fire, 170 

Fix'd at his poſt was each bold Ajax found, 

With well-rang'd ſquadrons itrongly circled 
round: | | 

Zo cloſe their order, ſo diſpos'd their fight, 

As Pallas' ſelf might view with fix'd delight: 

Or had the God of War inclin'd his eyes, 175 
The God of War had own'l a juſt ſurprize. 
A choſen phalaux, firm, reſolv'd as Fate, 

_ Deſcending Hector and his battle wait. 
An iron ſcene gleams dreadful o'er the fields, 
Armour in armour lock'd, and ſhields in ſhields, 
| | oy | 130 

Spears lean on ſpears, on targets targets throng, 

Helms ſtuck to helms, and man drove man along, 

The floating plumes unnumder'd wave above, 

As when an earchquake ſtirs the nodding grove; 

And, level'd at the ſkies with pointing rays, 185 

Their brandifh'd lances at each moti-n blaze. 

Ius breathing death in terrible array, - 

The cloſe- compacted legions urg'd their way: 

Fierce they drove on, impatient to deftroy ; 

Troy charg'd the firſt, and Hector firſt of Troy. 

| . MY 
As from ſome mountain's craggy forehead torn, 

 Arock's round f agment flies, with fury borne 

(Which from the ſtubborn ſtone a torrent rends) 

Pxecipriatc the ponderous maſs deſcends; 


HOMER. 


From ſteep to fieep the rolling ruin bounds; 19g 
At every ſhock the crackling wood reſuunds; 


amain, 


tha plain: * | 
There ſtops—=So Hector. Their whole force he 
rov'd, 


mov'd. | 

On him the war is bent, the darts are ſhed, 

And all their falchions wave around his head? 
| Repuls'd he ſtands, nor from his ſtand retires; 
But with repeated ſhouts his army fires. 


way 20 


| | | 3 
I Through yon ſquare body, and that black array. 
| Stand, and my ſpear ſhall rout their ſcattering 


power, | | | | 
Strong as they ſeem, embattled like a tower. 
For he tizat Juno's heavenly boſom warms, 


He ſaid, and rouz'd the foul in every breaſt; 
Urg'd with defire of fame, beyond the reſt, 
Forth march'd Deiphobus ; but, marching, held 
Before his wary ſteps his ample ſhield. | 
Bold Merion aim'd a ſtroke (nor hk wide) 

| 
The glittering javelin pierc'd the tough bull-hi ; 
But pierc'd not through : unfaithful to his hand, 


The point broke ſhort, and ſparkled in the ſand. 


The Trojan warriour, touch'd with timely fear, 


And curs'd the treacherous lance that ſpar'd afoe 


The tumult thickens, and the clamour grows. 
By Teucer's arm the warlike Imbrius bleeds, 


The ſon of Mentor, rich in generous ſteeds. 


Ere yet to Troy the ſons of Greece were led, 
In fair Pedæusꝰ verdant paſtures bred, 230 


And bleſs d in bright Medeficaſte's arms: 


With Priam's ſons, a guardian of the throne, 
He liv'd, belov'd and honour d as his own. 


He groans beneath the Telamonian ſpear. 240 

As from ſome far-ſeen mountain's airy crown, 
Suhduecd by ſteel, a tall aſh tumbles down, _ 

And foils its verdaat treſſes on the ground : 

So falls the youth; his arms the fall reſound. 


Sung on, and pierc'd Amphimachus's heart, 
Cteatus' ſon, of Neptune's forceful line; 

Vain was his courage, and his race divine! 250 
Proſtrate he falls; his clanging arms reſound, 

| And his broad buckler thumlers on the ground. 


Still gathering force, it ſmokes; and, urg'd 
Whirls, leaps, and thunders down, impetuous to 


| Reſiſtleſs when he rag'd, and when he ſtopt, un- 


Trojans! be firm; this arm ſhall make your 


The firſt of Gods, this dav inſpires our arms. 210 


de; 


On the rais'd orb to diſtance bore the ſpear: 220 
The Greek retreating mourn'd his fruſtrate blow, 


Then to the ſhips with ſurly ſpeed he went, 


To ſeek a ſurer javelin in his tent. 
Meanwhile with riſing rage the battle glows, 125 


' The youth had dwelt ; remote from war's alarms, 
(This nymph, the fruit of Priam's raviſh'd joy, | 
| Ally'd the warriour to the houſe of Tray.) . 
To Troy, when glory call'd his arms, he came, 


And match'd the braveſt of her chiefs in fame _ | 


Him Teucer pierc'd between the throat and ear: 


| Then Teucer ruſhing to deſpoil the dead, 245 
From Hector's hand a ſhining javelin fled: _ 
He ſaw, and ſhunn'd the death; the forceful dart 


| Wills us to fall, inglorious ! Oh my friend! 
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Yo ſeize his beamy helm the victor flies, For this, behold ! in horrid arms I ſhine, 
And juſt had faſten'd on the dazz!ing prize, And urge thy foul to rival acts with mine: 
When Ajax' manly arm a javelin flung; 255 | Together let us battle on the Plain: 
Full on the ſhield's round boſs tie weapon rung: Two, not the worſt ; n-.r ev'n this ſuccour vain : 
He felt the ſhock, nor more was doom d to feel, 310 
Secure in mail, and ſheath'd in ſhining ſteel. Not vain the weakeſt, if their force nnite ; 
Repuls'd, he yields; the victor Greeks obtain But ours, the braveſt hav e confeſs'd in figlit. y 
The ſpoils conteſted, and bear off the flain. 260 | This ſaid, he ruſhes where tha combat burns; 
Between the leaders of th' Athenian line $wif: to his tent the Cretan king returns : 
(Stichius the brave, Meneſtheus the divine) From thence, two javelins glittering in his hand, 
Deplor d Amphimachus, ſad object! lies; 315 
Imbrius remains the fierce Ajaces* prize. And clad in arms that lighten'd all the ſtrand, 
As two grim lions bear acroſs the lawn, 26; | Fierce on the foe th' impetuous hero drove; 
Snatch'd from devouring hounds, a flaughter'd | Like lightning burſting from the arm of ove, 
fawn, Which to pale man the wrath of Heaven declares, 
In their fell j jaws high-lifting through the wood, | Or terrifies th' offending world with wars; 320 
And ſprinkling all the ſhrubs with drops of blood; In ſtreamy ſparkles, kindling all the ſkies, 
So theſe the chief : great Ajax from the dead From pole to pole the trail of glory flies. 
Strips his bright arms, Oileus lops his head: 278 | Thus his bright armour o'er the dazzled th 
Toſs'd like a ball, and whirl'd in air away, _ | Gleam''d dreadful, as the monarch flath'd along. | 
At Hector's feet the gory viſage lay. Him near his tent, Meriones attends ; 325 
The God of Ocean, fir'd with ſtern diſdain, {| Whom thus he queſtions : Ever beſt of friends! 
And pierc'd with forrow for his * grandion ſlain, | O ſay, in every art of battle ſkill d, 
Inſpires the Grecian hearts, confirms their hands, | What holds thy courage from fo brave a field? 
275 | On ſome important meſſage art thou bou 


| nd, 
And breathes deſtruction on the Trojan bands. Or bleeds my friend by ſome unhappy wound ? > 
Swift as a whirlwind ruſhing to the fleet, 


107 


£2 | 330 
He finds the lance-fam'd Idomen of Crete; 1 1 Inglorious here, my ſoul abhors to ſtay, 
_ His penſive brow the generous care expreſt And glows with proſpects of th* approaching day. 
With which a wounded ſoldier touch'd his breaſt, O prince! (Meriones replies) whoſe care 


280 Leads forth th' embattled ſons of Crete to war; 


Whom in the chance of war a javeſin tore, | 1 This ſpeaks my grief; this headleſs lance I wield ; 
And his fad comrades from the battle bre; 33S 
Him to the ſurgeons of the camp he ſent; 1 The reſt lies rooted in a Trojan ſhield. 8 


That office paid, he iſſued from his tent, Lo whom the Cretan: Enter, and receive 
Fierce for the fight; to whom the God begun, The wanted weapons; thoſe my tent can give; 
: 2385 | Spears [ have ſtore (and Trajan lances all) . 
1 In Thoas' voice, Andrzmon's valiant _— That ſhed a luſtre round th' illumin'd wall. 346 
Who rul'd where Calvdon's white rocks ariſe, Though I, diſdainful of the diſtant war, 
4 Pleuron's chalky cliffs emblaze the ſkies: Nor truſt the dart, nor aim th” uncertain ſpear, 
| Where's now th' imperious vaunt, the __ Yet hand to hand I fight, and ſpoil the ſlain ; 
8 boaſt, f And thence theſe trophies and theſe arms I gain. 
| de Greece victorious, and proud Ilion loſt ? 290 | Enter, and ſee on heops the helmets roll'd, 345 
To whom the king: On Greece no blame be And high-hnng ſpears, and in ĩelds that flame 


thrown, SY. with gold. | 
Arms are her trade, and war is all her own. | Nor vain (ſaid Merion) are pur martial toils ; 
Her hardy heroes from the well-fought plains { We too can boaſt of no ignoble {poils. 
Nor fear withholds, nor ſhameful floth detains. | But thoſe my thip contains; whence diſtant far, | 


*Tis Heaven, alas ! and Jove's all- powerful doom, I fight conſpicuons i in the van of var. 
295 What need I more * if an» Gree there he 
: Who «nows not Merion, 1 appea! to thee. 
To this, Idomeneus: Ti nclus of ook „ 
Once foremoſt in the fight, ſtill prone to lend £ Have prov*d thy valour, and u. conquer“ might; 
Dr arms or counſels, now perform thy beſt, And were ſome ambuſh for the ts Jefign' d, 3 5s 
| And what thou canſt not ſingly, urge the reſt. Ev'n there, thy courage uo not lag hind; | 
: 300 In that ſharp ſervice, ſingied from the reſt, 
Thus he ; and thus the God, whoſe force c can The fear of each, or vatour, aue confeſt, 


make No force, no firmneſs, the pave ccward ;houws ; 
The ſolid globe's eternal baſis ſhake : He ſhifts his place; his cout comes and gocs; ; 
Ah! never may he ſee his native land, 


"0 
That far, far diſtant from our native home 


| 360 | 
But feed the vultures on this hateful ſtrand, A dropping ſweat creeps cold h ev er. part, 
Who ſeeks ignobly in his ſhips to ſtay, 305 Againſt his boſom bears his quivering heart; 
Nor dares to combat on this _ day! Terrour and death in his wi! eye-balls ftare ; * 
3 With chattering tert! he ftand:, aud ſtitfening f 
— —„—-— ne. nn | 
# Amphimachus, And looks a bloodleſs image of deſpair! „ 


92 
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Not ſo the brave—ftill dauntleſs, till the fame, | On every ſide the duſty whirlwinds riſe, * 
Unchang'd his colour, and unmov'd his frame; And the dry neids are lifted to the ikies : 1 
Cor pos d his thought, deter min'd 1s his eye, Thu, by d: -ſpai r, hope, rage, together driven, 7 
And fiz'd his ſoul, to conquer or to die: | Met the black hotts, and, meeting, darkcu'd 1 
If nughit diſturb the tenour of his breaſt, 370 heaven. | 7 
»Tis but the with to ſtrike beſore tlie reit. All dreadfu | glazzal the iron face of war, 430 1 
In ſuchi aſſays thy Ulameleſs vorth is Known, Briſtled with upright fears, „ that flath*d afar; | 
And every art of dangerous war thy oven. Dire was the gleam, of breaſt-p lates, hel, and F 
By chance of fight w katever v . ounds 3 au hore, E iel! 7 
Thoſe wounds were glorious all, and a 1 betore 3 | And poliſh* 0 arms embl 2˙d the flaming ficlds; F- 
| 375 | Trewendous ſcene ! that general horreur gave, ( 
such as may teach, 'tvras Mill thy brave deligi;t But touch'd with joy the boſoms of the brave. 435 C 
'T' oppoſe thy boſom where the foicmnoſt acht. | Satuin's great ſons in fierce contention vy'd, | 
But why, like infants, cold to hondur's chai ms, And crouds of heroes in uu anger dy*d. 5 1 
stand we to talk, w nen glory cal's to ars? "The Site of earth and he ven, by Thetis won N © 
Go—from my conqucr*d ſpears the choiceſt take, To crown with glory Peleus' god-likce fon, | 4 
380 | WilFd not deſtruction to the Grecian powers, ; 1 
. And to their owners fend them nobly back. „ | 1 | a> . : 
Swift as the word bold Merion ſnateh'd a ſpear, I Bit ſpar'd a while the deſtin*d Trojan towers: ; 
And breathing Naughter follow*'d to rhe war. Wie Ngprune, riſing from his azure main, TE 
go Mars armipotent invades the plain © }Þ Varr'd on the ing of Heaven with ſtern diſ- — 
(he wide deſtroyer of the race of main). 385 Cain, | 
T-rrour, his beſt lov'd fon, attends lit courſe, And breatl'd revenge, and fir'd the Grecian 
Arm'd with ftern boldneſs. and enermous forces train. 
The pride Gf haus ty Warriours to contound, G. ds ot one fourve, of ene ethereal race, 443 
And lav the ttreng: i of tyrants e on the ground: Alike divine, and heaven their native place; 
From Thrace they fly, call'd to the die alutms Rut Jore the greater; firſt-born of the ſkies, 
| * 370 [Aud more tlian men, or Gods, fupremely wile. 
Of warring Phlegyians, an! Fpiy ian arms; Fo. tis, of ſove's Prper? our right afraid, | 
Imok'd by both, relentioſr, they difpoſe Neptune in human jorin conceal'd his aid. 430 
Fo thele glad con queſt, murde:ens rout to thoſe. | Theſe powers inful:! the Greek and Trojan train 
of Et march d the leaders of the Cicten train, In War and Diſcord”; adamantine chain, 


Aud ͤ their br isn arms mot lor rou: 00 er the plain. Indiſſolubly ſtrong; the fatal tve 
30; I ftretcy'd on both, and, cloſe-compell' d, they 
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Then firſt ſpake Merion: . Shall 1 ne join the F die. 
„„ Drcadſul in arms, and grown in combats grey, 
Or combat in the centre of the fight? 4 455 
Or to the left our wanted ſuccour lend: . The bold Idomenens controls the v4 | | 
Lazard and fame all parts alike attend. Ii Firit by his hand Orhryonens was Rain, 
Not in the cuutre (Ilomen reply d): 400 | Ewell'd with falſe hopes, with mad ambition vain! 
8 Our : able. t chicf::ins the main batile guide; Call'd by the voice cf war to martial fame, 
Tach god-like Ajax makes that putt his * __ YFrom high Cabeſus' diſtant walls he came; 460 
And gallant Teucer deals deſtraction ti SR Caſſaadra' s love he ſought, with boaſts of pow er, 
Silbe, or with ſhafts ro gail the difiane fend, Jai promi d conqueit was the proffer'd dower. | 
Or bear clote battie n the founding thield. 4056 | The king conſen wo by his vaunts abws'd ; N 
Theve can the rage of hauglity Hector tame: | The king conſented, but the Fates refus' d. TEES Fe 
dale in their arms, the am tcars no flame; {Proud of himſeli, and of th' imagin'd bride, 46s N T 
Tit : Jove himſelz deſcends, his bolts to hed, ' The field he mea fad with a larger ſtride. | 
And hug] the bling ruin at our head. Ilia, as he ſtalk'd, the Cretan javelin found; ＋. 
Gr Tauit he be, of more than human bitth, 4; 4:0 | Vain was lis br eaſt plate to repel the wound: 6 
Nor feed like mortals on the fruits of eurth, | lis dream of glory loſt, he plung'd to hell: oy 
_ Him neither rocks c: an cruth, nor ſtecl can wound, lis arms reſounded as the Eoatter fell. 479 | 
55 Wh am Ajax fells ne. on tur ca nlignin'd g roumd: Ilie great Idomeneus heftrides the dead; _ "PT; 
3:1 Ranting tight he mates A. kilos” tor: e, And oor (he cries) behold thy promiſe ipcd # Bi 
| 2 7& alone in ſwittneſs in the courſe. 415 Such is the elo thy arms to Ilion bring, 1 5 8 
“Then to the left our read, rms apy, Ind fuch the contract of the Phrygian king 1 
An. live with glory, or wit! vlory ac. {| Uur offers now, illuſtrious prince ! receive; $ 479 2 
He init; and Merion to th” appointed place, For ſach an aid what will not Ar TOS give? . 7 5 
Fierce as the God 0f batt' cs, urg'd Nis page, To conquer Troy, with ours thy 1 n 1. 
Sens te foe the nuning chiets behel FER f Aud count Atrides” faireſt daugſitee thine, He 
18 27 5 2 2 Her $3756 one Wer te tied, Toantite. ca furthu- methods to alviſe, Gr 
e Free embad'. ir % tide the pour 10 125 follow to tlie fleet thy new allics; 4380 | Hi 
Tre rifing conbat founds along the ots. Thiere hear wimt Greece his on her part to far. Ar 
Nara Winds, 1 Srias LuarY TRY, -- He ipoke, ani dragy'd the e gory corſe away. 1 * 
Fe. m eren duaiters ve rep die Lindy plain; z This Aſius v.cv d, unable 0 contain, | 


425 } Before his charidt warring va the plain; 


Groans to the oft-heav'd ax, with many a wound, 


Nor ſhuns che foe, nor turns the fteeus away, 
But falis transfix'd, an unreſiſting prey: 


Thus Aſius' ſteeds (thei: mighty maſter gonc) 


> — —-—-—t—t— 


: — the prize of Neſtor's youthful ſon. 


| Beneath the ſpacious targe (a blazing round, 
Thick with buil-hides and brazen orbits bound, 
On his rais d arm by two ſtrong braces fizy'd) 5154 
He lay collected in defenſive ſhade; 


And on the tinkling verge more ſaintly rung. 
_ Ev'n then, the ſpear the vigorous arm confeſt, 


The chief, his people's guardian now no more! Fe 


_ Griev'd as he was, his pious a: ms attend, _ 
And his bread buckler thields his ſlaughter'd 


Till ſad Meciſtheus and Alaſtor bore 
. Reſolv'd to perith in his country's cauſe, 
Or find ſome toe, whom Heaven aud he hall doom 


To wail his fate in death's 8 lm. 
He ſees Alcathous in the front aip ut: 
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{His valued ccurers, to his ſquire ccnſign 
Impatient pante:! on his neck behind, 

To ven» eauic: rifing with a tudden ſpring, 
He hop'd the conquett of the Cretan King. 

The wary Cretan, as his foe drew near, 

Full on his throat diſcharg'd the forceful ſpear: 
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Beneath the chin the point was ſeen to glide, 
And gl. tter' dy extant at the ſartlier fide. 

As when the mountain-OαK, or poplar tall, 
Or pine, fit maſt for tome great admiral, 
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Then ſpreads a length of ruin o'er the ground; | 
Do funk proud Afius in that dreadful day, 


And ttretch'd before his much-lov'd courſers lay. 
He grinds the duſt diſtain'd with ſtreaming gore, 
And, fierce in death, lies foaming on the ſhore. 

500 
Pepriv' d of mation, Riff with ſtupid fear, 
Stands all aghaſt his trembling charioteer, 


Pierc'd by Antilochus, he pants beneath 505 
The ſtately car, and Jabours out his |: reath, 


tabb'd at the fight, Deiphobus dee nizh, 
And made, with force, the vengeful Wngen fly. 
510 


From his ſlope inie!d, the diiappointed lance. 


O'er his ſaie head the javelin idly ſung, 


And pierc'd, obliquely, king Hypienor's breaſt : 
520 
Warm'd in his liver, to the ground i it hore 


Not unattended (the proud Trojan crics) 

ng'd, lamented Afius hes : 

gh hell'sblack portals ſtand diſplay'd, ; 

This mate ſhall joy thy melanch«y thade. 
Heart-piercing anguith, at the haughty boaſt, _ 

Touchꝰ'd every Greek, but Nettor's fon the moit. | 


friend: 


His honour'd body to the tented thore. : 
Yor yet from fight Idomeneus withdraws ; 
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Great Xſyetes was the hero's tire : 
His ſpouſe Hippodamè, divine fair, 


Anchiſes' eldeft hope, and darling care: | 40 


Who charm'd her parent's and her 1 5 heart, 


Vith — lente. and] every work or art; 


5 The Cretan ſaw : and, ſtooping, caus'd to glance 


| When the loud ruſticks ride, and ſhout from — 
| Attends the tumult, and expects the war; 

| Yr is beat back the briſtly honours riſe, 

Fires tircam in lightning from his ſanguine eyes; 


I 


109 


He once, of Iliorſ's youth, the lovelieſt his 
The faireſt ie, of all the fair of Troy. 

Ey Neptune now the hapleſs hero dies: 54 
W hou covers with a cloud thoſe beauteous eyes, 
and fetters every limb: yet, bent to meet 

His fate, he ſtands; nor ſhuns the lance of Crete. 


Fixt as ſome column, or deep rooted ok, a 
(While the winds fleep) his breaſt receiv'd the 
ſtroke. 


Before the ponderous ſtroke his corſlet yields, 5 50 
Long us d to wari the death in fighting fields. 
The 1 riven armour ſends a jarring ſound . 


His labouring heart heaves with ſo ſtrong a 
bound, 


[The long lance ſhakes, and vibrates in the 


wound: 
Faſt- flowing from its ſource, as prone he lay, 
Life's purple tide impetuous guſh'd away. 
Then Idomen, inſulting o'er the ſlain; 


I Behold, 3 nor vaunt in vain: 


See | on one Greek three Trojan ghoſts attend, 560 
This, my third victim, to the ſhades I fend, 
Approaching now, thy hoaſted might approve, 
And try the proweſs of the ſeed of Jove. | 
From Jove, enamour'd on a mortal dame, 


| Great Minos, guardian of his country, came: 565 
| Deucalion, blameicſs prince! was Minos' heir; 


His firſt-born I, the third from Jupiter : 
Oer ſpacious Crete and her bold ſons I reign, 
And thence my ſhips tranſiport me through the 
main: | 
Lord of a hoſt, o'er all mv hoſt I ſhine, | 570 
A ſcourge to thee, thy father, and thy line. 
The Trojan heard; uncertain, or to meet 
6 witl: venturous arms, the King of Crete; 5 
Or ſeek auxiliar force: at length decreed 
To call ſome hero to partake the deed, 


Forthwith Æneas riſes to his thought: IT 230 
| For him, in Trov's remoteſt lines, he ſought ; | 

Where he, incens'd at partial Priam, ſtands, 

And ſees ſuperiour poſts in meaner hands. | 

To him, ambitious of ſo great an aid, 580 


The bold Deiphobus approach'd, and faid: 
Now, Trojan prince, employ thy pious arms, 


| If cer thy boſom felt fair konour's charms. 
 Alcathvus dies, thy brother and thy friend! 


| Cont and the warriour's lov'd remains defend. 


= 
Beneath his cares thy early youth was train'd, , 
One table fed you, and one roof contain'd. 
This deed to fierce Idomeneus we owe; 
| late, and revenge it on th' inſulting foe. . 
Ane heard, and for a ſpace reſignd 590 


To tender pity all his manly mind; 


Ihen, riſing in histrage, he burns to fight : 7 


The Greek awaits him, with collected might. 
s the fell boar on ſome rough mountain's head, 
Arm”! with wi id terrours, and to flaughter bred, 


595 


iis tonamiug talks both dogs and men engage, 600 
But moſt his hunters rouze his mighty rage: 


Abhove the reſt two towering chiefs appear, 


Sa ſtood Idomeneus, his javelin ſhook, = 
And met the Trojan with a lowering look. 
Antilochus, Deipyrus, were near, 
The outhful offspring of the God of war, 605 
Merion, and Aphareus, in field renown'd: 
To tieſe the warriour fent his voice atound : 
Fellows in arms! your timely aid unite; 
Lo, jrcat Æneas ruſhes to the fight: 
Sprung trom a God, and more than mortal _ ; 
10 
He freſh in youth, and I in arms grown od. 
Elie ſhould this hand, this hour, decide the ſtrife, 
The great ditpute, of glory, or of life. | 
He fpoke ; and all as with one ſoul obey'd 
Their lifted bucklers caſt a dreadful ſnade 615 
Around the chief. ZEneas too demands EY 
Flv aſſiſting forces of his native lands: 
Pacis, Deiphobus, Agenoi join 
{Co-aids and captains of the Trojan line) 
In order follory all th* embodied train; 6 
Like Ida's flocks praceeding o'er the plain 
Beſore his fleecy care, erect and boid, . 
Stalks the proud ram, the father of the fold: 
V uh joy * ſw ain ſurveys them, as he leads 
Jo che coo! fountains, through the well-known 
8 Rs 
So joys Æneas, as his native hand | | 
Moves on in rank, and ſtretches o'er the land. 
Nound dead Alcathous now the battle roſe ; 
On every ſide the ſteely circle grows; | 
Now batier'd breait-plates and hack*d helmets 
rin | 
And — heads unheeded javelins ſing. 631 


There great Idomeneus, Eneas here. 


Like Gods of war, diſpenſing fate, they ſtood, 5 


And burn'd to drench the ground with mutual 
- Wm 5 
The Trojan weapon whizz'd along in ar, 
The Cretan ſaw, and ſhunn'd the brazen ſpear : 
 Eent from an arm ſo ſtrong, the miſhve wood 
Stuck deep in earth, and quiver'd where it ſtood. 
But Oenomas receiv'd the Cretan's ſtroke, 
The forceful ſpear his hollow corſelet broke, 
It ripp'd his belly with a ghaſtly wound, | 
And roll'd the ſmoaking entrails to the ground. 
Stretch'd on the plain, he ſobs away his breath, 
And furious graſps the bloody duſt in death. 645 
"The victor from his breaſt the weapon tears; 
| (His ſpoils he could not, for the ſhower of ſpears.) 
Though now unfit an active war to wage, 
Heavy with cumberous arms, ſtiff with cold age, 
His liſtleſs limbs unable for the courſe; 650 
In ftanding fight he yet maintains his force: 
Till, faint with labour, and by foes repet'd, 
. Histir'd flow ſteps he drags from off the field. 
Deiphobus beheld him :s he paſt, 5 
And, fir'd with hate, a parting jave' in caſt: 655 
The javelin err'd, but held its courſe along, 
And pierc'd Aſcalaphus, the brave and young : 
The fon of Mars fell gaſping on the ground, | 


And gnaſh'd the duſt all bloody with his wound. 
660 | 


Nor knew the furious father of his fall; 
High-thron'd amidft the great Olympian hall, 
On golden clouds th' immortal ſynad fate; _ 


— 


Mi 


1 
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Now, where in duſt the breathleſs hero lay, 
For ſlain Aſcalaphus commenc'd the fray. 66g 
Deiphobus to ſeize his helmet flies, | 


And from his temples rends the glittering prize; 


Valiant as Mars, Meriones drew near, 
And on his loaded arm diſcharg'd his ſpear : 


He drops the weight, diſabled with the pain; 670 


| 
| 


| 


1 


— 1 


The hollow helmet rings againſt the plain. 
Swift as the vulture leaping on his prey, 
From his torn arm the Grecian rent away 


The reeking javelin, and rejoin'd his friends. 


Around his waiſt his pious 2rms he threw, 
And from the rage of combat gently drew : 
Him his ſwift courſers, on his ſplendid car, 
Rapt from the leſſening thuader of the war ; 


I To Troy they drove him, groaning from the ſhore, 
And ſprinkling, as he paſs d, the ſands with gore. 
Meanwhile freſh ſlaughter bathes the ſanguine 


| ground, wh 8 
OUNd. 1 9 | 9 5 


Bold Aphareus by great /Eneas bled ; . 


As tew'rd the chief he turn*d his daring head, — N 


He pierc'd his throat; the bending head, dep 
Beneath his helmet, nods upon his breaſt ; 

His ſhield revers'd o'sc the fall'n warriour lies; 
And everlaſting ſlumber ſeals his eyes. 5 
Antilochus, as Thoon turn'd him round, 
Tranſpierc'd his back with a diſhoneſt wound: 


The hollow vein that to the neck extends 
Along the chine, his eager javelin rends: 
Supine he falls, and to his ſocial train 

I Spreads his imploring arms, but ſpreads in vain. 


Tir exulting victor, leaping where he lay, 1 ; 


From his broad ſhoulders tore the ſpoils away; 
His time obſerv'd ; for, clos'd by foes around, 
On all ſides thick, the peals of arms reſound. 


But he impervious and untouch'd remains. 


In arms intrepid, with the firſt he fought, 
His winged lance, reſiſtleſs as the wind, 


Odeys each motion of the maſter's mind, 


Neſtleſs it flies, impatient to be free, 
And meditates the diſtant enemy. 


The ſon of Aſius, Adamas, drew near, 710 


And ftruck his target with the brazen ipear, 


And blunts the javelin of th' eluded foe. 
In the broad buck ler half the weapon ſtood ; 


.  Splinter'd on earth flew half the broken wood. 
N 3 


Diſarm'd, he mingled in the Trojan crew; | 
But Merion's ſpear o'ertook him as he flew, 
Where ſharp the pang, and mortal is the wound. 
Bending, he fell, and doubled to the ground, 720 
Lay panting. Thus an ox, in fetters ty'd, 


hide, 


Dean's from bloody war by Jove and Fate, 


His wounded brother good Polites tends ; 678 


(Great Neptune's care preferv'd from hoſtile rage f 
This youth, the joy of Neſtor's glorious age) 


Fac'd every foe, and every danger ſought ; 70g : ; 


Fierce in his front: but Neptune wards the blow * 


Deep in the belly's rim an entrance found, f c 


While death's ſtrong pangs diſtend his labouring 


8 
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His bulk enormous on the field diſplays; | | 
His heaving heart beats thick, as ebbing life de- 


8. 
| The ſpear, the conqueror from his body drew, 
725 
And death's dim ſhadows ſwam before his view. 
Next brave Deipyrus in duſt was laid : 
King Helenus wav'd high the Thracian blade, 
And ſmote his temples, with an arm fo ſtrong, 
The helm fell off, and roil'd amid the throng : 
| | 730 
There, for ſome luck ier Greek it reſts a prize; 
For dark in death the god-like owner lies ! 
Riging with grief, great Menelaus burns, | 
And, fraught with vengeance, to the victor turns; 
That ſhook. the ponderous lance, in act to throw; 
oY 735 
And this ſtood adverſe with the bended bow : _ 
Full on his breaſt the Trojan arrow fell, 
But harmleſs boun:led on the plated ſteel. 
As on ſome ample harn's weli-harden'd floor, 
(The winds collected at each open door) 740 
While the broad lan with force is whirPd around, 
Light leaps the golden grain, reſulting from the 
ground : | 8 | 
o from the ſteel that guards Atrides” heart, 
| Repell'd to diſtance flies the bounding dart. 
Atrides', watchful of th' unwary foe, 745 
Pierc'd with his lance the hand that graſp'd the 
And paild it to the yew : the wounded hand 
Trail'd the long lance that mark'd with blood the 
e 1 8 | N 
- But good Agenor gently from the wound 
The ſpear ſolicits, and the bandage bound, 750 
A ſling's ſoſt wool, ſnatch'd from a ſoldier's fide, 
At once the tent and ligature ſappir'd. _ | 
Kehold! Piſander, urg'd by F. te's decree, 
Springs through the ranks to fall, and fall by thee, 
| Great Menelaüs! to enhance thy fame; 755 
High-towering in the front, the warriour came. 
Firſt the ſharp lance was by Atrides thrown ; 
” The lance far diſtant by the winds was blown. 
Nor pierc'd Pifander through Atrides“ ſhield; 
Piſander's ſpear fell ſhiver'd on the field. 760 
Not fo diſcourag'd, to the future blind, 


| Sleep's balmy bleſſing, love's endearing joy; 
The feaſt, the dance; whate'er mankind defire, 


— 


Never, ah never, to behold it more! 
His unſucceſsful ſpear he chanc'd to fling : 
Againſt the tar et of the Spartan king; 80 
Thus of his lance diſarm'd, from death he flies, 
And turns around his apprehenſive eyes. ET 


| 


111 
Thus, Trojaris, thus, at length be taught to 


fear; 


{| © race perfidious, who delight in war? 780 


Already noble deeds ye have perform'd, 

A princeſs rapt tranſcends a navy ftorm'd : 

In fuch bold feats your impious might approve, 

Without th* affiſtance, or the fear, of Jove. 

The violeted rites, the raviſn'd dame, 785 

Our heroes ſlaughter'd, and our ſhips on flame, 

Crimes heap'd on crimes ſhall bend your glory 
down, a 

And whelm in ruins yon flazitious town. 


O thou, great Father! Lord of earth and ſkies, 


Above the thought of man ! ſupremely wiſe ! 790 


If from thy hand the fates of mortals flow, 


From whence this favour to an impious foe, 


A godleſs crew, abandon'd and unjuſt, 


Still breathing rapine, violence, and Juſt ? 


The beſt of things, beyond their meaſure, cloy ; 


793 


Ev'a the ſweet cha: ms of ſacred numbers tire. 
But Troy for ever reaps a dire delight 
In thirſt of laughter, and in luſt of fight 


The bloody armour, which his train receiv'd : 


Then fudden mix'd among the warring crew, 
And the bold ſon of Pylemenes flew, | 


Harpalio:'t had through Aſia travel'd far, 
Following his martial father to the war ; 
Through filial love he left his native thore, 


nim, through the hip tranſpiercing as he fled, 
The ſhaft of Meriun mingled with the dead. 


| Beneath the bone the glancing point de cends, 81 


And, driving down, the ſwelling bladder rends: 
Sunk in his tad companions arms he lay, 

And in thort pantings tobb'd his foul away; 
(Like ſome vile worth extended on the ground) 


While life's red torreat g:.\h'd from out the wound. 


tim on the car the Paphlagonian train 


Vain dreams of conqueſt ſwell his haughty mind; 
Dauntleſs he ruſhes where the Spartan lord lulu 
Like lightning brandith'd his far beaming-ſword. 
His left arm high oppos'd the thining _— 
| FP | 
His right, beneath, the cover'd pole-ax held 
n olive's cloudy grain the handle made, 
Diſtinct with ſtuds; and brazen was tlie blade); 
This on the helm diſcharg'd a noble blow ; | 
The plume dropt nodding to the plain below, 770 
Shorn from the creſt. Atrides wav'd his ſteel: 
Deep through his front the weighty falchion fell: 
The craſhing bones before its force gave way; 
ln duſt and blood the groaning hero lay; 
Forc'd from their ghaſtly orbs, and ſpouting gore, 
| 5 775 
The clotted eye · balls tumble on the ſhore. | 
The fierce Atrides ſpurn'd him as he bled, 


Tyre off his arms, and, loud exulting, fail: 


In flow procefſion bore from off the piain. 


The penſive father, father now no more 


Attends the mournful po p along the ſhore ; 


And unavailing tears p. ofuſely ſhed ; $25 

And, um eveng'd, deplor'd his oif-pring dead. 
Paris from far the moving fight beheld, 

With pity ſoften'd, and with fury ſwell d; 

His honour*'d hoit, a youth of matchleſs grace, 


And lov'd of all the Paphlagnnian race; 8930 


With his full ſtrength be bent his angry bow, 
And wing'd the feather'd vengeance at the foe · 
A chief there was, the brave Euchenor nam'd, 
For riches much, aud more for virtue fam'd, 
Why held his feat in Corinth's ſtately town; 833 
Poly dus' ſon, a ſeer of old renown. | n 
Oit had the father told his early doom, 

By arms abroad, or flow diſeaſe at home: 

He climb'd his eſſel, prodigal of breath, 


| And chaſe the certain, gluriuus path to death, 840 


800 
This faid, he ſeiz d (chile yet the carcaſs heav'd). 


15 80; 


— 
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| Whoſe humble barrier ſcarce the foe divides ; 


112 
Beneath his ear the pointed arrow went; 


His ſoul came iſſu ing at the narrow vent 0 
His limbs, unnerv'd, drop uſeleſs on the ground, 
And everiaſtiog darkneſs ſhades him round. 

Nor knew great Hector how his legions 1 


(Wrap: in the cloud and tumult of the field); 
Wille on the left the force of Greece commands, 


And conqueſt hovers o'er th Achaian bands: 


With ſuch a tile ſupet iour virtue ſway'd, 


And he that ſhakes the ſolid earth gave aid. $50 | 


But in the center Hector fix d remain'd, 

Where firſt the gates were forc'd and bulwarks 
g ind; 

There, on tne margin of the hoary deep, 

(Their naval ſtation where th* Ajaces keep, 


And where low walls confine, the beating tides, | 


855 | 


Where late in fight, both foot and horſe engag'd, 

Hand all the thunder of the cattle rag'd) 

There join'd, the whole Bœotian ſtrength re- 
mains, 


The proud Ionians with their ſweeping —_— 
8 


5 Locrians and Phthians, ard th Epean force; 


Bat, join'd, repel not Hector's fiery courſe. 

The flower ' of Athens, Stichius, Phidas led, 
Bias and great Meneſthieus at their head. 

Meges the ſtrong the Epeian bands control'd, 865 


And Dracius prudent, and Amphion bold; 


* 


He du eit far diſtant from his native place, 
Pr his fierce ſtepdame from his father's reign 


Nor beer the helm, nor lift the moon, 


The Pithians Medon, fam'd for martial might, | 


And brave Podarces, active in the fight. 
This drew from Phvlacus his nobie hne; 


Iphielus' fon: ard that (Oileus) thine : 
( Voung Ajax' brother, by a ſtol'n embr ace; 


Ezpeli'd and exil'd for her brother flain.) 


: Theſe rule the Phthians, and t:eir arms employ | 


875 
Mixt with Beecti: ins, on the ſhores of Tr . 
Now fide by fie, with like unweary'd c: 


Each Ajax labour d through the fiel of war: 


So when wo loidly bulls, with equal tial, 
Fo:ce the brigtt plowſhare through tile fallow 

| ſoil, 
Join' d to one yoke, the ſtubborn earth they tear, 


And trace large jurrow: with the ſhiniag ſhar 5 
Oer their huge limbs the foam deicends in | 


ſnow, 


And ſtreams of ſweat down their four forekencs 


flow. 
A train of heroes fellov;'d through the field, 88 5 


Wo bare by turns great Ainx? ſeven- old mic! d; 

VW henc'er he breath'd, remiſſive of his miglit, 

Tir'd with inceſſant flaughters of the fight. 

Na following troops ls brave aſſuciate grace: 
In cloſe engagement an unpractiz'd race, 


890 
The Loc ian ſquad: ons nor the javelin wield, 
ſiield; 

But 5 hd from ſar tl. o fl; ing ſhaft to v. ing. 

Or uit! tlie founding pebble from the ſling; 


* 


1 — 


Neptune. 


880 


| 


I Behold! diſtrets'd within yon hoſtile wall, 
I How many Trojans yield, diſperſe, or fall? 


Whether (the Gods ſucceeding our deſires) 


1 And haſten back to end the dovhtini day. 


And ſcems a meving mountain topt with ſnow. J 
| Through all his how, infpiring ſorce, he flics, . 
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TRAY with theſe they aim a certain nos 
95 

Or fell the diſtant warriour to the ground. 

Thus in the van, the Telamonian train 

Throng'd in bright arms, a preſſing fight main 

tain; 

Far in the rear the Locrian archers lic, 

Whoſe ſtones and arrows intercept the ſky, 900 

The mingled tempeſt on the foes they pour; 

Troy's ſgattering orders open to the ſhower. 
Now Had the Greeks eternal fame acquir'd, 

And the gall'd Ilians to their walls retir'd ; 

But ſage Polydamas, diſcreetly brave, 


90s 
Addreis'd great Hector, and this counſel gave: 


Þ Though great in all, thou ſeem'ſt ay crſe to lend 


Impartial audience to a faithful friend: 

To Gods and men thy matchleſs worth is known, 
And every art of glorious war thy own ; 
But in cool hought and counſel to excel, 
How widely differs this from warring well ? 


Content with what the bounteous Gods have given, 


Seek not alone t' engroſs the gifts of Heaven. 

To ſome the powers of bloody war belong, 915 

To ſome, ſweet muſick, and the charm of ſong; 

To few, and wondrous few, has Jove affign'd 
wiſe, extenſive, all-conſidering mind ; 

"Their guardians theſe, the nations round confeſs, 

And towns and empires for their ſafety bleſs. 920 

If Heaven have lodg'd this virtue in my breaſt, 

Attend, O Hector, what I judge the beſt: 

See, as thou mor ſt, on dangers dangers ſpread, 

And war's whole fur y burns around thy head. 


What troops, out-number"d, {carce the war main- 
tain? 


And what trave heroes at the ſhips lie ſlain? 
| Here ceaſe thy 


fury : and the chicfs and kings 
Convok d to council, weigh the ſum of * 


To yon tail ſhips to bear the Trojan fires ; 
Or quit the fleet, and paſs unhurt r, 
Contented with the cenqueſt of the day. 


II fear, I fear, leſt Greece, not vet undone, 935 
Pay the large debt of laſt rev olving fun ; 


Achilles, gre:t Achilles, yet remains 


The counſel pleas d; and Hector, with ay 
bound, 


To guard this poſt (he cried) thy art employ, 
And here detain the ſcatter d vouthi 0: Troy; 
Where yonder heroes faint, I bend my u ay, 


This faid; 
go, 


the towering chief prepares to 


oY kes his white plumes that to the breezes > | 


ti. R 


And bids anev- the martial thunder riſe. 
To Pantlnis' fon, at Heetor's higli command, 


1 


Latte the bold lea ers of the Tr dan band: 


910 


925 


* 


On vonder decks, and yet v'erlooks che 1 | 


945 


95 | 


Leap'd from his chariot on the trembling | 1 
U ground; | 


Su iſt as he leap' 4 his clanging arms fans. 


ee — 


But round the battlements, and round the plain, 


Some cold in death, fome 
High on the wall ſome breath d their fouls 


The — Paris z whom, with fury mov's, 


As ſmooth of face as fraudulent of mind ! 
Where is 


And great Othryoneus, ſo fear'd of lace ? 970 


„ 


| 


| Black fate hangso'er thee from th* avenging Gods, 
Imperial Troy from her foundations nods ; 
Whelm ' d in thy country's ruins ſhalt thou fall, 


And one devouring vengeance ſwallow all. 
| When Paris thus: My brother and my friend, 


In other battles I deſerv d thy blame, 
3 not deedleſs, nor unknown to 


But ſince you rampart by thy arms lay low, 
I featter'd flaughter irom my fatal bow. 

| Thechicfs you ſeck on yonder ſhore lic lain; ; 
Oft all thoſe heroes two alone remainz 
Deiphobus, and Helenus the feer: 

Each now diſabled by a hoſtile ſpear. 

Bo then, ſucceſsfu), 5 oe Oe nd — 985 
This heart and hand ſhall ſecond all thy fires: 
What with this arm I can, 


- But, tis not ours, with forces not our own 
To combat ; ſtrength is of the Gods alone. 990 


| Then fierce they mingle where the thickeſt rage. 


Cebrion, Phalces, ſtern Orthæus ſtood. 5 
Palmus, wich Pol ypetes the divine, 1 995 
8 And two bold brothers of Hi 
n 

The former day; the nent 
A. when from gloomy clouds à whirlwind ſprings, 
EFF 
| Wide o'r the blaſted ils the eren frecps; 
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For many a chief he look d, but look d in vain ; 
Deiphobus, nor Helenus the ſeer, | 955 
Nor Aſius fon, nor Aſius ſelf appear. 


For theſe were piere d with many —— 
on 


Some low in duſt (a mournful object) lay: 


he found 


| away. 
Far on the left, amid the throng 
the troops, and dealing deaths around) | 


Opprobrious, thus, th" impatient chief ceprov'd.:] 
lii-fated Paris! flave to woman-kind, 9065 


where Aſius gone? 
The gedlike father, and th intrepid ſon ? 
The force of Helenus, di fate ; 


975 
Thy warm impatience makes thy tongue offend. 


prepare to know, 
Till death for death be paid, and blow for blow. 


Theſe words the hero's angry mind aſſuage: 


Around Polydamas, diſtain'd with blood. 


d in war.) 


gather d. ſettles on beer deeps: 
3 - 


Wide-rolling, foaming high, and tumbling 
ao 
Thus rank on rank the thick battallions chrong, 
W. — EI 02s 20 CANS- 
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'Far o'er the plains in dreadful order bei 


The brazen arms reflect a beamy light: 

Full in the blazing van great Hegau ſhin'd, 1010 
Like Mars commiſſion u to confound mankind. 
Before kim flaming, his enormous ſhield 

Like the broad ſun illumin'd all the field ; 

His nodding helm emics a ſtreamy ray; 


eyes through all the battle „tor 
And, while beneath — - 
| Shot terrors round, that wither'd ev'n the ſtrong. 
S he, dreadful ; death was in his 
Whole nations fear'd ; but not an Argive ock. 
The towering with an ample ſtride, 1020 
Advanc'd the firſt, and thus the chief defy d: 
Hector! come on, chy empty threars forbear 
Tis nat thy arm, tis thunderiug Jove we fear: 
The ſleill of war to us not iv! y given, 
Lo! Greece is humbled, not by Troy, but Heaven. 
1027 
<p arbor yay 4 wang. ap IM 
e * 
ts. 
Long e'er in flames our lofty navy fall, | 
Your boaſted city and your god-buile wall SY 
Shall fink beneath us, ſnoking on the ground; 


And ſpread a long, unmeaſur'd ruin round, 
The time ſhall come, when, chav'd alo:: ig the plain, 
Ev'a thou ſhalt call on Jove, and ca! in vain; 


1030 


980 Ev'n chou ſhalt wiſh, to aid thy deſperate cuurſe, 


The wings of fans! for thy flying horſe; 1035 
fame, 


Shalt run, of a warrior's 


| While clouds of friendly duit conceal thy Danie. 


behold, in open view, 
On ings a dexter eagle flew. | 
To Jove's glad omen all the Greci riſe, 040 

— Uh Pan Grungh the._ 


„ | 
They ceas'd; and chus the chief of roy reply d: 
From whence this menace. this inſulting train ? 


As thus he 


' Enormous boaſter ; z doom'd to vaunt in vain. 1045. 
30 may the Gods on Hector life beſtow, | 


(Not that ſhort life which mortals lead below, 
But ſuch as thoſe of Jove's high lineage boru, 
F ; 
As this deciſive day ſhall end the 100 
Of Greece, and Argos be no more a name. 
And thou, imperious! if thy madneſs wait 
The lance of Hector, thou ſhalt meet thy fate: 
extended on the ſhore, 
Shall largely feed the fowls with fat and gore, 10564 
He ſaid, and like a lion ſtalk d along: | 


| Wich ſhouts inceſſant earth and ocean rung, 8 
Sent from his following hoſt ; the Grecian train 


Wich anſwering thunders fill'd the echoing plain ; 
A ſhout that tore Heaven's concave, and above 
to 


Rock the fn's Ghadure of the thoene of Jave. = 
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BOOK XV. 
THE ARGUMENT. 
Juno deceives Jupiter by the Girdle Venus. 


Neſtor, fitting af the table with Mucha, 'ts alarmed with the increafmg 


: on his way he meet that prince with 


clas of the war and baſtens ts 
Diomed and Ulhiſſcs, whom be informs of the extremity 


of the danger. Agamemnon propoſes to make their eſcape by night, which Ulyſſes withſlands ; to rohich 


 Diomed adds his advice, that, wounded as 
their preſence ; which advice is 
n to over-reach bim ; foe ſets 


they were, they ſbould go forth and encourage the army with 


purſued. Juno ſering the partiality of Jupiter to the Trojans, forms a 
off ber charms with the utmeſt cure, and (the more ſurely to enchant bim 


ins the magic circle of Venus. She then applies berſelf to the God of Slvep, and, with ſome difficulty, 


| lim to ſeal the eyes of Jupiter; this done, 
— with ber beauty, 


fore goes to Mount Ida, where the God, at fi, fle, is 


monks 3 in ber embraces, and is laid ge Neptune takes advantage of Lis flum- 


ber, and f.ccours the Greeks : Hector is firuck to the grourd with a prodigions fone by Ajax, and carried 
from the battle. Several actions ſucceed ; till the Trejans, _ _—_ are obliged to * way 
the IT 6 . | es 


vr nor the — feaſt, nor R bowl, 
VDcould charm the cares of Neſtor's — ſoul; 

His ſtartled ears th” encreaſing cries attend: 
Then thus, impacient, to his wounded friend: 
What new alarm, divine Machaon, fay, 5 
What mixt events attend this mighty day! 1 
Hark ' how the ſhouts divide, and how they meet, 
And now come full, and thicken to the fleet! 
Here, with the cordial draught, diſpel thy care, 
Let Hecamede the ſtrengthening bath prepare, 10 
| Refreih thy wound, and cleanſe the clotted gore; 
While I tt adventures of the day explore. 
le ſaid: and ſeizing Thraſymedes' ſhield, 
(His valiant offspring) haſten'd to the field; 
(That day, the fon his father's buckler bore) 15 
Then ſnatch'd a lance, and iſſued from the door. 
Soon as the pruſpect open'd to his view, 
Hi wounded eyes the ſcene of ſorrow knew; 
Dire diſari ay! the tumult of the fight, 
The wall in ruins, and the Greeks in flight. 20 
As when old Occan's filent ſurface ſleepa, 
The waves juſt heaving on the purple deeps; 
While yet th expected tempeſt hangs on high, 
Weighs down the clould, aud blackens in the ſky, 
The wass of waters will no wind obey ; 25 
Juove ends one guſt, and bids them roll away. 
While wavering counſels thus his mind engage, 
Fluctuates in doubtful thought the Pylian lage. 

J join the hoſt, or to the general haſte; 
Debating long, he fixes on the laſt; : 

| Yet, as he moves, the fight his heforn warms ; 3 
Ie ſield rings dreadful with the clang of arms; 
't he gleaming faulchious flaſh, the javelins fly; : 
Blows echo blows, and all or kil! or die. | 
Him, in his march, the wounded princes meet, 35 
By tardy iteps aſcending from the fleet: 
The king of men, Ulyſſes the divine, 

And who to Tydeus owes his noble line. 
(Their ſhips at diitance from the battle ſtand, 
In lines advanc'd along the ſhelving ſtrand; 40 
Whole bay, the fleet unable to contain 
At length; beſide the margin of the main, 
Rank above rank, the crouded ſhips they moor : - 
Who landed firſt lay higheſt on the ſhore.) 
Supported vn their ſpears, they took their way, 45 

Unfit to fight, but anxious for the day. 
Neſtur's approach alarm d each Grecian breaſt, 
. room: | 


| And all-confirming time has fate ſulfill'd. 


Leave theſe at anchor till the coming night: 


10 ans wk glory of th' Achaian name! 


What drives thee, Neſtor, from the field of fame? 


30 
| Shan then proud Hector ſee his boaſt fulfill d. 


Our fleets in aſhes, and our heroes kill'dꝰ | 
| Such was his threat, ah now too ſoon made good, 
On mary a Grecian boſom writ in blond. 
Is every heart inflam'd with equul rage 3 5 
Agunft your king, nor will one chief engage? 
And have I liv'd to ſee with mournful eyes 
la every Greek a new Achilles riſe ? | 
Gerenian Neſtor then: So Fate has will'd; 
Not he that thunders from th* acrial bower, _ 
Not Jove himſelf, upon the paſt has power. 
The wall, our late invio'able bound, — 
And beſt defence, lies ſmoking on the ground: 
'Ev'n to the ſhips their conquering arms extend, 
6 
And groans of flaughter'd Greeks to heaven aſcend. 
| On ſpeedy meaſures then employ your 0 
in ſuch diſtreſs. If courſel profit aught; | 
Arms cannot much : though Mars our ſouls ex- 
cite: 


Theſe gaping wounds withhold us from the fight. 


To him the monarch : That our army bends, 
That Troy triumphant our l. ich fleet aſcends, 


And that the rampart, late our ſureſt truſt, 
30 | And beſt defence, lies ſmoking in the duſt: 
All this from Jove's afflitive hand we bear, 


Who, far from Argos, wills our ruin here. os 50 
Paſt are the days when happier Greece was bleſt, 
And all his favour, all his aid confeſt; 
Now Heaven, averſe, our hands 8 battle ties, 4 
And lifts the Trojan glory to the ſkies. $& 
| Ceaſe we at lenyth to waſte our blood in vain, _ 
And launch what ſhips he ncareſt to the main; 
Thus he. The ſage Ulyſſes thus replies, 
While anger flaſh'd from his diſdainful eyes: 


What ſhameful words (unkingly as thou art) go 


Fali wy that trembling tongue, and timorous 
art. 


Then, if impetuous Troy forbear the fight, 
Bring all to ſea, and Hoiſt each fail for flight. 85 5) 
Better from evils, well foreſeen, to run, 

Than periſh in che danger we may ſhun. 


| 


Loung though he be, diſdain not to-obey : 
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Oh, were thy ſway the curſe of meaner powers, 
And thou the ſhame of any hoſt but ours! 
A toſt, by Jove endued with martial might, 
And taught to conquer, or to ſall in fight: 
Adventurous combats and bold wars to wage, 
Emnploy'd our youth, and yet employs our age. 
And wilt thou thus de ſert the Trojan plain? 
And have whole itreams of blood b-en ſpilt in 
vain? 
In ſuch baſe ſentence if thou conch thy .. 
peak it in whiſpers, leſt a Greek ſhould hear. 
Lives there a man (o dead to fame, who dares 
To thiwuk ſuch meauneſs, or the thought declares ? 
Ard comes it ev'n from lim whoſe ſway 
The bandied legions of ail Greece obey ? 105 
Is this a vere: :''s veice that calls to flivar, 
While war hangs dou ful, while his ſo:diers fight ? 
What more could Troy ? What yet ther fate de- 
» mes, 
' Theu eir d the foe: all Greece — their 
prize. 

No more the troops (our hoiſted f:ris in view, 110 
Themfſclv-s abondon'd, ſhall the fight purſue ; 

But thy ſhips 2ying, with deſpair ſhall fee; 
An l owe d-ttruction to a prince: like thee. 

Thy jult reproots I Atrides calm replies) [115 
Like ar: os pierce me, (for thy words are wile. 
Ur.wiling as I am ta loſe the hoſt, 

I ivrce not Greece to leave this hateful coaſt, 
Glad | ſubmit, whoe'er, or young or old, 
Auzht, more conducive to our veal una 
Tydides cut him fort, and thus began: 
Juch counſel if you feek, behold the man 
Who boldly gives it; and what he fhali fay, 


93 


128 


A youth, who from the mix hty Tydeus iprings, 

May ſpeak to councils and aſſembied kings. 125 

Hear then in me the great Oenides fon, 

Whoſe honour'd duſt (his race of glory run) 

Lies whchn'd in ruins of the Thebau wall; 
Brave in his life, and glorious in his fall; 
Mitch three bold ſous was g: nerous Prothotis bleit, 
WI o Pleuron's walls and Calydon poſſ:ſt; 
 Atilas and Agrius, bur (Who far furpalt 

lhe rett in courage) Oencus was the laſt 

From him, my Sire. From Calydon cxpell * 


He pad to Argos, and in exale dwell d; 135 


Ile monarch's daughter there ((o Jov- ordain'd) 


He won, and flouriſh'd where Adraſtus reign'd; 
There, rich in fortunc's gifts, his acres till'd, 

| Behel I his vines their liquid harveſt yield. tack | 

Aud numerous flocks that whiten'd all the field 
Such Vydeus was, the foremoſt once in ſame! 
Nor lives in Greece a ſtranger to his name. 
Then, what for common good my thoughts OE, 


Attend; and in the ſon, reſpect the fire : 


F Though ſore of battle, though with wounds op- 
preſt, 5 * 
Let each go forth, and animate the reſt, 1 
Advance the glory which he cannot ſhare, 
Though not partaker, witneſs of the war. 
ut leſt new wounds on wounds o'crpower us quite, 
Beyond the miſſile javelin's ſounding flight, 3150 
Safe let us ſtand ; and from the tumult far, 
laſpire the ranks, and rule the diftant-war. 
He added not: the liſtening kings obey, 
Slow moving on; Atrides leads the way.* 
The God of Ocean (ro inflame their rage) 
Appears a warrior furrow'd o'er with age; 


2 


| 


255 


100 
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| | Her artful hands the radiant treſſes yd: 


Each gem 


115 


Preſt in his own, the general's hand ke took, 
And thus the ntrahle hero poke. 

«trides, lo! with whar Gin cye 

Achilles ſees his country's forces fly; 3 160 
Blind iuipi us man! whoſe anger is his guide, 
Who glow i in anutterablr pride. 
So may he periſh, fo may Jove diſclaim. 
he wretch relentleſe, and o erwhelm with ſhame ! 
| Bat heaven iuvirſakes not . 0 'er youder _— 


Soon ſhalt thou view che ſcatter'd 'Frojan bands 12 
Fly diverſe; While proud kings, and chiefs re. 
. nown'd, 
Driven he:ps on heaps, with clouds involy'd 2rouwl. 
Of rolling duſt, their winged. wheels employ 
To hide weir ignominious heads in Troy. 17 
He ſpoke, then ruſt'd amid the warrior crew 
And fent his voice before him as be flew, | 
Loud, as the ſhout encountering armics yield. | 
Vhen twice ten thauſand ſhake the labouring field ; = 
Such was the voice, and ſuch the thuudering = 
ſound | 175 
Of kim, whoſe trident rends the folid ground. 
Each Arg ive boſom byats 0 meet the fight, 
And griſly war appears a picaling sight. | 
Mean tinie Saturnia from Olympus' n 
High chron d in Sold, geheld the fi-lds below; 180 
Vat joy the glurious coullict the ſur vey d, | 


| Where her great brother gave the Grecians acid, 


But plac'd aloft, un Idas :ady height 
Ihe fees her Jove, and te- ables at the N cht. . 
Jove to deccive, what methods ſhall th: : ry, 183 
Wnat arts, to bliud Lis all-bcholi: ug eye? jp 
At leugch ſbe/truſts her power; relle d to prove 
The oll, yet &i!Lfuce: fstal, cheat of wwe; 
Againſt his waſdom to op oi ber char ms, 

And lu“ the L ard of thunders 1 ig her arms. 
Suit to her bright apartment the repairs, 


_- | 


" was. 


| | Sicred to dreſe, and beauty pleaſing care: 


With fill Srige had Vulcan furm'd the Lower, 
$a. from acceſs of cach intruding power - 

rouch'd with her ſecret key, the evory unfold ; 5 
Seli-chos'd, behind her flu: the valves of gold. | 


| Here firſt the bathes ; and round ker body pours | 


Soft oils of fragrance, and ambroſa} ſhowers : 

rhe winds, perfumn's, the balmy ale convey 
Through n through earth, and all rh" ac arial 
Spirit divine ! whoſe 2xhalation greets | | 
he ſenſe of Cods with more chan mortal ſweets. 
Thus while ſhe breath'd of heaven, with, * 


pride 


by; 
Part on her heaq in ſhining ringlets roll d. 205 . 
Part o'er her ſhoulders wav'd like m: gold. | 
| Around her, next a heav.nly mantle flow d. 
That rich with Pallas labour'd colours cw d: 
Large claſps of gald the foldings gather'd round, 
A golden zune her ſwelling bolym pound. 210 
Far- beaming pendants tremble. in her car, 
illamin'd with a triple ſtar 

then o'er o'er her head the caſts a veil more white 
Then new fail'n ſuow, and ©: ,z2lng, as th light. 
Laſt ber fair feet celeſtial ſandals grace. A 
Thus iſſuing radiant with majeſtic pace, 
Forth irom the dein: th* imperial Go: deſs moves, 
nd calls the Mother uf the Smiles aud Loves 

How long (to Venus thus anarf ſuc cries 


Shall human ſtrite ccleſt al minds divide ? 1 


wo 


ird 
1 


Ly 
f 


122 
the ſons of Heaven with ſacred fires! 
| haſte to thoſe remote abodes, 


Io, 5 
„ 1þ 0 De 


"LEE 
; 


1 


Z 


Hy: 
BE 


-- 


: 
7 


5 92 
1+; 


' [| Hear, and obey the 
| | Nor for the deed expect a vulgar prize; 
jo | For know, thy lov'd one ſhall he ever 


Io hear and witneſs fram the 


« Cb 


Great Jove awaking, ſhook the bleſt abodes 
Wich rifing wrath, and tumbled Gods on Gods; 290 
Me chief he fought, and from the realms on high 
Had hurl'd indignant to the nether ſky, | 
But gentle Night, to whom I fled for aid 
(The friend af earth and heaven) her wings dit; 


: 
; 


play; 2 a | 
[power the wrath of gods and men to tame, 295 


ever d the venerable dame. = 
Vain are thy fears (the Queen of Heaven replies 
And, ſpeaking, rolls her large majeſtic eyes) 
Think ft thou that Troy has Jove's high favour 


won, | 
Like great Alcides, his | ing fon? 300 
miſtreſs of the ſkjies, 


geſt Grace, Paſithat᷑ the divine. [305 
| Swear then (he faid) by thoſe tremendous floods 


Let the wank nent Fackk ne nnd faflaia, 


The youn 


d. | And ftretch'd the other oer the ſacred main. 


Call the black Titans, that with Chronos dwell, 

| depths of hell; 310 
That ſhe, my lov'd one, ſhall be ever mine, 
The youngeſt Grace, Paſithae the divine, 


queen affnts; and from th infernal 
228 


: And thoſe who rule th' invislable floods, 
i _ | Whom mortals name the dread Titanian Gods. 


Then ſwift as wind, o'er Lemnos ſmoky iſle, 
They wing their way, and Imbrus' ſea - bent ſoil, 
Through air unſeen, iuvolv'd in darkneſs glide, 


5 And light on Lectos, on the paint of lde 320 


rags, ch cou 24 
Are heard reſounding with a ed rills;) 
Fair Ida trembles underneath the God; 
Huſh'd are her mountains, and her foreſts nod; 
There on a fir, whoſe ſpiry branches riſe 325 
To join its ſummit to the neighbouring fcies; 

in embowering ſhade, couceal'd from fight, 
in of the bird of Night, 


| 


. 


fire, | 
Throngh all his boſom feels the Serce defire; 


Perce as when firſt by ficalth he leis d ber charms, 
| Mix'd with her foul, nod meked in her arms, 


Fix'd en her eyes he fed his laok, 


Ne'er did my ſoul fo ſtrong a 
Or for an earthly er 2 heavenly 
Not Ee i ES have 
Whence roſe Pirithois like the 

Not when fair DagaZ felt the ſhower of gold 
Stream into life, when Perſens heave and bald. 


Nor comelier Ceres more majeſtic 


| Glows with celeſtial red, and thus 
| Is this a ſcene for love? On [di's height 375 


Our joy profau'd by each familiar eye, 
The ſport of beaven, and fable of the r. 
Now ſhall I c'er review the bleſt abodes, 
Or mix among the ſcnate of the Gods? 
Shall I not think, that, with diſorder d charms, 


Wich ſkill divine has Vulcan form'd thy bower, 
| Sacred to love and to the genial hour; . 


Thus e mild the cluud-com 


| His eager arms around the Goddeſs threw. 
( Glad carch perceives, and from her baſes pours 395 


_ Celeſtial dews, deſeendin 
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I owe the n my tender years; 
For ſtrife, I hear, tos nendls tes adew cal, 
Which held fo long this ancient pair in peace. 
The ſteede, prepar'd my chariots to convey 
O er earth and ſeas, and through th? atrial way 350 
Wait under Ke: of thy ſuperior power 

To aſk conſent, I leave th' Olympian bower; 


Nor ſeek, unknows to thee, the ſacred cells 


Deep under ſeas, where hoary Ocean dwells, 
For that (ſaid Jove) ſuffice another day; 

But eager love denies the leaſt delay 

Let ſofter cares the preſent hour employ, 

And be theſe moments ſacred all to joy. 4 

360 


gods in fame. 


* 


Not thus 1 burn d for either Theban dame, 36s 
(Bacchus from this, from that Alcides came) 
Nor Phœnix daughter, beautiful and young, 
godlike Rhadamanth and Minos ſprung. 
The das | bon HOY CAO Honn, - 


370 

Not thus ev'n for thyſelf I felt deſire, - 48 
As now my veins tecrive the pleaſing fire. / 
E 


Expos d to mortal and immortal fight ; 


All heaven beholds me recent from thy arms? 


I ſuch thy will, to that reecſs retire, 385 
And ſecret there indulge thy ſoft deſire. | 
She ceas'd; and, —_— 


Nor ; od nor mortal ſhall 


* 


Shaded with clouds, — —2— 390 
Not ev'n the fun, „„ | 


And whole broad eye th' extended earth furveys. 


Gazing he ſpoke, and kindling at the view, 


Unbidden herbs, and voluntary flowers: 


Thick new-born violets a ſoft 
And cluſtering lotos ſwell'd the riſing bed, 
And ſudden hyacinths the turf beſtrow, 


And flamy crocos made the mountain glow, 


There golden clouds conceal'd the heavenly pair, 
Steep d in ſoft joys, and circumſusd with air 
o'er the ground, 


navy hecne en fat wings, — 
To reer os eber. 


| Let to the weak, the | 


| 


380 Wai e be 5 


9 
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hopes of Troy: 

While ove yer reſts, while yet my vapours mea 

The ON „ 

For Juno's and Somnus pleaſing 

Have clos'd thoſe awful and eternal 4x 4 

Thus having ſaid, the Power of Slumber flew, | gf 

On human lids to drop the balmy der: 5 
» with zeal increas'd, renews his care, 

And towering in the foremoſt ranks of war, 420 

Indignant thus Oh once of martial fame! 

© Greeks! if yer ye can deſerve the name! 

This half-recover'd day, ſhall Troy obtain? 

Shall Hector thunder at your ſhips again? 


L fill he wan, and dead the fleet i 
| fires, 425 


While ftern Achilles in his wrath retires. 
One hero's loſs too tamely you deplore, 
Be ſtill yourſelves, and we Hall need no more. 
— Bees ne hefire was | 5 
— 2 an gaſit comer 429 
| His ſpear each valiant Grecian wield, 
Each valiant Grecian ſeize his broadeſt ſhield; 


ighter arms 
The ponderous targe be wielded by the | 
CE ates oder nie: 7: 435 

3 ye Greeks! myſelf will : 
The troops aſſent; their martial arms they 


. 


The ftrong and cumbrous arms the valiant wield. 


| The weaker warrior takes a lighter ſhield. 
| Thus ſheath'd in ſhinin _ — 


The leads the way: 


legions march, Neptune 
U eyes, 445 


beles 


eroſſing | 
(One —— 7 
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Then back the di appointed Trojan drew, Pr "pt on = that Sor to which then en thy ful 


And curs'd the lance that unavailirg flew : 470 j Go, guide thy durkſome ſtzps to Pluto's dreary 
But 'ſcap'd not Ajax, his tempeſtuous hand hall! 


A ponderous {tone upheaving from the ſand, He faid, and forro's touch'd each Argive 
(Where heaps, laid looſe beneath the war. * feet, br-alt ! $35 
Or ſerv'd to ballaſt, or to prop the fleet The ſoul of Ajax burn'd above the reſt, 


Tofs'd round and round, the miſſive marble flings; As by his fide che groaninꝝ warrior full, 
475 | At the fierce foe he launch'd his piercing ſteel : 


On the raz'd ſheld the falling ruin rings, The foe reclining, ſhunu'd the flying death; _ 
Full on his breaſt and throat with force deſcends; | But Fate, Archilochus, demands thy breath: 540 
Nor deaden d there its giddy fury ſpends, Th, ty birth no ſuccour could impart, 

But whirling on, with many a fiery round, The wings of death o'ertook thee on the dart. 
Smokes in the duſt, and ploughs into the ground. | Swift to Heaven's fatal will it fled, 

480 | Full on the juncture of the neck and head, 

As when the bolt, red-hiſſing from above, - | And took the joint, and cut the nerves in 
Darts on the conſecrated plant of Jove, twain: > 
The mountain oak in flaming ruin lies, The dropping head firſt tumbled to the plain. 


Black from the blow, and fnokes of ſulphur riſe; | So juſt the ſtroke, that yet the body fond 
_ Stiff with amaze the pale beholder's ſtand, 485 Erect chen. roll'd along the ſands in od. 
And own the terrors of th' Almighty hand! Here, proud Polydamas, here tu ru thy eyes 


So lies great Hector proſtrate on the ſhore; (The towering Ajax loud inſulting cries) 450 | 


His r d hand deſerts the lance it bore; ] Say, is this chief extended on the pl: in. 
His following ſhield the fallen chief o'erſpread; IA worthy vengeance for Proth.cenor ſlain? 
 Bencath his helmet dropp'd his fainting head; 490 N ark is port! his fi: ute and his face 


His load of armour ſinking to the ground, Nor ſpeak him vulgar, nor of vulgar race; | 
Clanks on the field; a dead and hollow found Some lines, methinks may make his . 
Loud ſhouts ol triumph fill the crowded plain: known, 555 


Greece ſees, in hope, Troy's great defender flain : | Antenor s brother, or perhaps his ſon. 
All fpring to ſeize him; ſtorms of arrows fly, 495 He ſpake and ſmil'd ſevere, for well he knew 


And thicker javelins intercept the ſky. | The bleeding youth: Troy faiid-n'd at the view. 
ln vain an iron tempeſt hiſſes round: | But furious Acamas aveng'd his cauſe, 
lle lies protected, and without a — ED 45 Promachus his ſlaughter d brother draws, 560 


. Polydamas, Agenor the divine, ; | He pierc'd his heart—Such fat: attends you all, 
7 he pious warrior of Anchiſes line, 3500 Proud Aryives! deſtin'd hy our arms to fall; 
And each bold leader of the Lycian band, | 
With covering ſhields (a friendly circle) ſtand. 
His mournſul followers, with affiſtant care, Behold your Promachus depriv'd of breath, 565 
The groaning hero to his chariot bear: A victim ow'd to my brave brother's death. - 
His foaming courſers, ſwifter than the wind, 505 Not unappeas'd he enters "luto's gate, 
| Speed to the town, and leave the war behind. Who leaves a brother to revenge his fate. 
W hen now they touch'd the meads euamell'd fide, | | ' Heart-piercing anguiſh ſtruck the Grecian hoſt, 
Where gentle Xanthus rolls his caſy tide, : t touch'd the breaſt of by! j Peneleus moſt: 57 
With watery drops the chief they ſprinkle round, | At the proud boaſter he directs his courſe : 
Plac' d on the margin of the flowery ground, 510 The hoaſtcr flies, and ſhuns ſuperior force. 


The toils, the forrows, and the wonnds of war. 


Raiz'd on his knees, he now ejects the gore; Zut young llioneus receiv'd the ſpear, 

No faints anew, low: ſinking on the ſhore; llioncus, his father's only care. Eh 
By fits he breathes, half views the flecting ſkies, + (Phorbas the rich, of all the Trojan train —_ 
And ſeals again, by fits, his ſwimming eyes. Whom Hermes lov'd, and taught the arts of 5 

Boon as the Greeks the chief's retreat beheld, 31 gain:) 

Wich double fury each invades the field. Full in his eye the weapon chanc'd to fall, 
| Oilean Ajax firſt his javelin ſped, i And from the fibres ſcoop'd the rooted ball, . 
Pierc'd by whoſe point the ſon of Enops bled ; ; Drove 2 the neck. and burl'd him to the 
(Satnius the brave, whom beauteous Neis bore | 5 
Amidit her flocks, on Satnio's ſilver ſhore) 320 He lifts his miſerable arms in vain! _ 7 
Struck through the belly's rim, the warrior lies Swift his broad faulchion fierce 3 ſpread, 
Supine, and ſhades eternal veil his eyes. And from the ſporting ſhoulders {truck his head: 
An arduous battle roſe around the dead; [To earth at once the head ani helmet fly; 


By turns the Greeks, by turns the Trojans fled. | The lance; yet ſtriking through the bleeding "Ny 


Fir'd with revenge, Polydamas drew near, 525, The victor ſcia d; and as aluft he ſhoox 385 


And at Prothœnort᷑ ſhook the trembling ſpear; The gory viſage, thus inſulting ſpoke: 
The driving javelin through his ſhoylder thruſt, Ttojans! your great Ilioneus behold ! 

He ſinks to earth, and graſps the bloody duſt.  Þ Haſte, to his father let the tale be told: 
To thus (the vidor cries) we rule the [ Let his high roofs reſound with'frantic woe, 


Andthus their arms the race of Panthus wield : 530 Such as the houſe of Promachus muſt know; 599 * 


From this unerring hand there flies no dart | Let doleful ridings greet his mother's ear, 
But bathe its point within a Grecian heart. Such as to Promachus' fad ſpouſe we bear, 


* 


—_— Cd 


Not Troy alone, but hanghty Greece ſhal! Wh : 


Fre — 


— 
* 


——— 2 — — EI 


And dread the ruin that impends on all. 


Fe all-beholding, all- recording Nine! 


Jupiter, exraking, ſees the Trojans repulſed from the trenches, Hector. in a ſwoon, and N. 


Aud many a chief lay gaſping on the ground: 


| Fear on heir cheek, and horror in their eye. | 
Mean while, awaken'd from his dream of love, 5. 


_ Round the wide fields he caſt a careful view, 
_ "There ſaw the Trojans fly, the Greeks purſue; 
_ Theſe proud in arms, thoſe ſcatter d o er the 


l KHHis fad aſſociates round with weeping eyes) | 
 _ EjeQting blood, and panting yet for breath, 
His ſeuſes wandering to the verge of death. 
The God beheld him with a pitying look, 


For ever ſtudious in promoting ill! Ts By the dread konours of thy ſacred head, 43 
Thy arts have made the godlike Hector yield, | | 
And driv'n his conquering ſquadrons from the 

| - 


Our power immenſe, and brave th* Almighty | 


From the valt concave of the ſpangled ſky, 
hung thee trembling in a goiden chain; 25 Skies! 
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| 7 TY | 89 5 
When we victorious ſhall to Greece return, Phalces and Mermer, Neſtor's fon o erthrew, 


An the pale matron in our triumphs mourn. {595 Lold Mcrion, Morys, aud Hippotion tlew. 


Dreadful he ſpoke, then toſs d the head on high; Strong Periphætes and Prochoon bied, 


The Trojans hear, they tremble, and they fly: By Teucer s arrows mingled with the dead. 619 | 


Aghaſt they gaze around the fleet and wall, Pierc'd in the flank by Menchaüs ſteel, 
þ His people's paſtor, Hyperenor, fell; 1 | 

| ove! that on Olympus ſhine, Eternal darkneſs wrapt the warrior round, 5 
. 3 | 6.⁰⁰ And the ficrce fred anne ruſhing through the 
O ſay, when Neptune mad- proud lion yield, | wound. | 
What chief, what hero, firſt embrued the field? 
Of all the Grecians what immorral name, Fall mighty numbers, mighty numbers run; 
And whole bleſt trophics will ye raiſe to ſame? |} Ajax the tefs, of all che Grecian race | 

Thou firſt, great Ajax, ou th enianguin d plain 605 | Skili'a in purſuit, aud ſwitteſt in the chaſe. 
Laid HyStius, leader of the Myſian train, | . 8 


BOOK XV. 
THE ARGUMENT. 
| The fi/th Battle, at th: Slips; and the Afts of 4 


eptune at the bea 


of the Greets. He is highly incenjed at the artifice of June, ho appeaſes him by ber ſubmiſſions : foe i 
| then ſent to Tris and Apollo, Juno, repeiring to the aſſembly of the Gods, attempts, with extraordinary 
addreſs, to incenſe them again ſt Jupiter; in particular, touches Mars with a wiolent reſentment : be is ready 


to take arms, but is prevented by Minerva. Iris and Apollo obey the orders of Jupiter: Tris commands 


Neptune to leave the battle, to which, after much reluctunce an i puſſiuu, be conſents, Apollo re-inſpires Hear | 
_ avith vigour, brings him Lack to the battle, marches before bim with bis Agi, and turns the fortune of 


| the fight. He breaks down great part of the Grecian wall : the Trojans ruſh in, and attempt to fire the fr 
line of the fleet, but are, as yet, repelled by the greater Ajax with a prodigieus faughter. © © 


IJ OV in geit fight they paſs the trench pro- For godlike Hercules theſe deeds wane Gems, 


found, Nor ſet m'd the vengeance worthy ſuch a ſou: 30 


| hen, by thy wiles induc'd, fierce Boreas toſt 

Then ſtopp'sd and panted, where the chariots lie, [ The ſhipwreck'd hero on the Coan coaſt, 

Him through a thouſand forms of death I bare, 

On Ida's fummit fat imperial Jove ; | | Hear this, remember, and our fury dread, 35 
Nor pull th* unwilling vengeance ou thy head; 

Leſt arts and blandiſhments fvcceibleſs prove, 

Thy foft deceits, and well-diſſembled love. 


plain; 


1 1 55 5 | | The Thunderer ſpoke: imperial Juno mourn'd, 
And, midſt the war, the Monarch of the Main, 10 And, trembling, theſe ſubmiliive words return'd: 


Not far, great Hector on the duſt he ſpies 


By every oath that Powers immortal ties, 
The foadiut earth, and all- inſolding fkies; 


15 flow | 5 5 
And thus, incens d, to fraudful Juno ſpoke: [Through the drear realms of gliding ghoſts be- 
O thou, ſtill adverſe to th Eternal will, low; 5 OY 5 


And that unbroken vow, our virgin bed! 


Not by my arts ihe Ruler of tic Main - 
field 


Canſt thou, unhappy in thy wiles! withſtand By his dn ardour, his own pity, ſway'd 5 

To help his Greeks; he ſought, and diſobey*'d: 50 

Elſe had thy Juno bettur counſels given, 

And taught iubmithon to the Sire of Heaven. 
Think' lt thou with mc? fair Empreſs of the 


hand ? | | | 
Haſt thou forgot, when, bound and fix d on high, 


And all the raging Gods oppos'd in vain? (Oh immortal Father with © fmile replies!) 
Heauiong I hurl'd them from th Olympian hail, | hen won the haughty 5ca-god hall voey, 55 
Stunn d in the whirl, and bros thleſs wich the fall. Nor dare to act but when de pont ule Ways 


But ſtreteh d in heaps before Oileus' for, 6198 


And ſent to Argus, and his native ſhore. a” ; 


By thy black waves, . tremendous Styx! that 


Steeps Troy in blood, and ranges round the plain: 


| 


pn wn 
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If truth 


=. 
Our high decree let various [ris know 
And call the God that bears the filver bow. 


> tings wy gong oh fleet. 
Shall fall by thouſands at the hero's feet. 

He, not untouc!'d with pity, to the plain 
Shall ſend Patroclus, but ſhall ſend iti vin. 70 
What youths he flaughters under lion's walls! 
_ Ev*n my lov'd ſon, divine „ falls! 


Vanquiſh'd at laſt by Hedor's lance he les, 1 
75 


Then, nor till then, ſhall great Achilles riſe ; 
And lo! that inftant godlike Hcdor dies. 
Frem that —_— hour the war's whole fortune 


Palas affits, and lofty ion burns: | 
Ce IIS: 
Nor one venly engage | 

In aid of Greece. The of z God 2⁰ 


I gave, and feal'd it with th nod, Ka Pall, fornpg hugh he drip e. | 
K 7 + „ 8 
Such was our word, and Fate the word obeys. en 

Y png: ! == Struck for th* immortal race with timely fear, | 
8 — — Os os TY is NS as 
As ſome way-faring man, who wanders o'er ſpear ; , 
| ana heb etbadbleend ies, - | Then the huge helmet lifting from his head, 7 
Lends forth his active mind from place to place, i 

| —— 888 
| So ſwift flew Juno to the bleſt abodes, 

I thought of man can match the ſpeed of Gods, * 
There ſat the Powers in awful ſynod —— 1 
They bow d. and made obeiſance as ſhe paſs'd, 5 
Through „ brazen dome: with goblets 

crown 
. the nectar ſtreams around. 


| 9 
| And anions us what cars diturd ber ul? 
To whom the white-arm'd Goddeſs thus re- 
—— — 


plies : y off 

| Toon tho bowl the Tyrant of the Shes d, and yet ſhall fall, 
DEED. am * 
Bo thou, the feaſts of heaven attend thy call; , | 
| Bid the crown'd nectar circle round the hall: - | This menace fin d the warrior to his throne: 160 
. Sullen he fat, and curb'd the riſing groan. 
| Suck ſtern decrees, fuck threat ned woes to come, Then Juno call'd ( Jove*s orders to obey) 


205 | The winged Iris, and the God of Day, 
| As ſoon ſhall freeze mankind with dire ſurpriſe, Go wait the Thunderer's will (Saturnia cry'd) y 
And damp th' erernal banquets of the ſkies. On yoa tall ſummit of the fountful Ide : 166 
The Goddeſs ſaid. and ſullen took her place: | There in the Father's awful preſence ſtand, | 
Black horror ſadden'd each celeſtial face. Receive, and execute his dread command. | | 
To ſce the gathering grudge in every breaſt, 110 She ſaid, and fat ; the God that gilde the day, | 
Smiles on her lips a ſpleenful joy expreſt ; And various Iris, wing their airy way. 


While on her wrinklad front, a. and eye-brow bent, Seit as the wind, to ida's hill they came 170 

Sat ſtedfaſt care, aud lowering diſcontent. i 
Thus ſhe proc red Attend, ye Powers above! 
But know, tis mat2eſs to conteſt with Jove: 115 

Supreme he ſits: and ſces, in pride of ſway, Veils in a miſt of fragrance kim they found, 

| Your vaſſal Godheads grudgingly obey; | With 66——⅛ pteaprtagane 176 


Bid him from fi 


go from the clouds deſ 


Pe II 


In me behold che meſſenger of Jove. 
Ne bids thee from forbidden wars repair 


And art thou 


— + 


4 — 
— —” 


| | Olympus, and this earth, in common lie; 
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Well-pleas'd the Thunderer faw their earneſt 
# care, 
And prompt obedience to the of Air; 
Then (while a ſmile ſerenes his awful brow) 
Commands the Goddeſs of the ſhowery bow: 
Iris! deſcend, and what we here ordain 
Report to yon mad Tyrant of the Main. 
ght to his own repair, 
Or breathe from ſlaughter in the fields of air. 
If he refuſe, then let him timely weigh 
Our elder birthrighe, and ſuperior ſway. 
How ſhall his raſhneſs ſtand the dire alarms, 
If Heaven's omnipotence deſcend in arms? 


185 


_ Striveshe with me, by whom his power was given, 


And is there equal ts the Lord of Heaven? 
Ti yo hg ſpoke: the Goddeſs wing'd her 
h | 


gat 190 
To had Ilion from th' Kzzan height. 
Swift as the rattling hail, or fleecy fnows, }þ*+ 


Drive through the ſkies, when Boreas fiercely 


blows; 
cending Iris falls, 


And to biue Neptune thus the Goddeſs ealls Theo 


Attend the mandate of the Sire above, 


o thy own deeps, or to the fields of air. 
't kis if refus'd, he bids thee timely weigh 200 
His elder birthright, and ſuperior (way. 
How ſhall thy raſhneſs ſtand the dire alarms, 
_ If Heaven's omniporence deſcend in arms ? 
Striv'ſt thou with him, by whom all power is| 
equal to the Lord of Heaven . 
What means the haughty Sovereign of the Skies 
_ (The King of Occan thus, incens' d, replies) 
Rule a» he will his portien'd realms on highs. 
No vaſſal God, nor of his train, am I. 
Ihrer brother Deitics from Saturn came, 
And ancient Rhez, Earth's immortal dame: 
Aſſign'd by lot, our triple rule we know ; 
Infernal Pluto ſways the ſhades below; 
O'er the wide clouds, and o'er the ſtarry 
| Ethereal Jove extends his high domain; 
-- court beneath the hoary waves | keep, 
And huſk the roarings of the ſacred deep: 


What claim has here the Tyrant of the Sky ? 3 
Far in the diſtant clouds let him control, 


And awe the younger brothers of the pole; 


There to his nildren his commands be given, : 


The trembling, ſer vile, ſecond race of Heaven. 


And muſt I then (faid ſhe} O Sire of Floods! 
Bear this fierce anſwer to the King of Gods? 225 


Correct it yet, and change thy raſh intent; 


A uoble mind diſdz:as not ts repent. | 

To elder brothers guardian ſiends are given, 

Jo ſcourge the wrerch inſulting them and Heaven. 
Great is the profit (thus the God rejoin'd) 230 

When miniſters are bleſt with prudent mind: 

Warn'd by thy words, to powerful Jove I yield, 

2 quit, mough ang ry, the contended field. 
N. t but his threats with juſtice I difclaim, 

1 hne ſame. our honours, and our birth the ſame. 235 

If yet, forgetiul of hiv promiſe given 


To ie. _ Pallas, ang the — ef Heaven; 
Var. l. 


180 


| His vill diviue the ſon of Jove obey'd. 


220 


121 


To favour Ilion, that ious 
He breaks his faith with half th ethereal rate; 
Give him to know, unlefs the Grecian train 240 
Lay yon proud ſtructures level with the i 
Howe'er th' offence by other Gods be paſt, 
The wrath of Neptune ſhall for ever laſt. 
Thus ſpeaking, furious from the field he ſtrode, 
And plung'd into the boſom of the food. 245 
The Lord of Thunders from his lofty 
Beheld, and thus beſpoke the Source of Light: 
Behold ! the God whoſe liquid arms are hurl'd 
Around the globe; whoſe earthquakes rock the 
world; | 
 Defiſts at length his rebel war to wage, 
Seeks his own ſeas, and trembles at our rage; . 
Elſe had my wrath, NEC AGERE VE VECLY 
round, | 


ac 


| Burn'd to the bottom of the ſeas profound ; 


And all the Gods that round old Saturn dwell 
Had heard the thunders to the deeps of hell. 255 
Well was the crime and well the vengeance ipar'd; 

Ev'n power immenſe had found ſuch battle hard. 
Go thou, my ſon! the trembling Greeks alarm, 
Shake my broad ægis on thy active arm; 


Be godlike Hector thy peculiar care, 260 


Swell his bold heart, and urge his ſtrength to war: - 


Let llioa conquer, till th Achaian train 
Fly to their ſhips, and Helleſpont again: 


| Then Greece ſhall breathe from toil—The God- 


head ſaid; 


„ 
Not half ſo ſwift the failing falcon flies, * 
That drives a turtle through the liquid ſkies; 
As Pheebus, ſhooting from th' Idzan brow, _ 
Glides down the mountain to the plain below. 
There Hector ſcatcd by the ſtream he ſees, 270 


_ -| His ſenſe returning with the coming breeze; 
| Again his pultcs beat, his ſpirits riſe ; 


Again his lov'd con:panions meet his eyes; 


I Joe thinking of his pains, they paſt away. 


ves the golden day : 275 


Why fits great Hector from the field fo far? 


To whom the God who 


plain, Wer grief, what wound, withholds thee from 


the war? 
The fainting hero, as the viſion bright 


Stood ſhining o'er him, half unſcal'd his ſight : 15 
I Whatbleſt Immortal, with commanding breath, 280 | 


Thus wakens Hector from the fleep of death? 
Has fame nut told, how, while my truſty Iword 
Bath'd Greece in ſlaughter, and her battle gor or d, 
The mighty Ajax with a deadly blos 

Had almoſt ſunk me to the ſhades below ? 255 
127 n yet, methinks, the gliding ghoſts 1 ſpy, ey” 

And hell's black horrors ſwim before my eye. 

To him Apollo: Be no more diſmay'd; 


| Sce, and be ſtrong ! the Thunderer ſends thee aid. 


Behold! thy Phoebus ſhall his arms employ, 290 
Phebus, propitious ſtill to thee and Troy. 
Inſpire thy warriors then with manly force, 
And to the ſhips impel thy rapid horſe : 
Ev'n 1 will make thy fiery courſers way, 


And drive the Grecians headlong to the ſea. 295 | 


Thus to bold Hector ſpe x2 the ſon of Jove, 
And breath'd immortal ardour from al:ove. „ 
As when the pamper'd ſte ed, with reius unbound, 


Breaks from his ſtall, zud pours along the ground; 


Hue comes not, Jove! without thy powerful will; 


The Greeks' main body to the fleet command; 


122 


To bathe his ſides, and cool his fiery blood; 

His head now freed, he toſſes to rhe ſkies; 

His mane diſhevel d o'er his ſhoulders flies: 

He ſnuffs the females in the well-known plain, 

And ſprings, exulting, to hi- fields a ain: 305 

- Urg'd by the voice divine, thus Hector flew, 

Full of the God; and all his hoſts purſue. 

As when the force of men and dogs combin d 
Invade the mountain-goat, or branching hind; 

Far from the hunter's rage ſecure they lie 

Cloſe in the rock (not fated yet to die); 

When Jo! a lion ſhoots acroſs the way! 
They fly : at once the chaſers and the prey. 

So Greece, that late in conquering troops pur- 
5 . of 


310 


Soon as they ſee the furious chief appear, 
Forget to vanquiſh, and conſent to fear. 6 
Thoas with grief obſerv'd his dreadful courſe, 
Thoas, the braveſt of th' Ztolian force: 
SkilPd to direct the javel:«'s diſtant flight, 
And bold to combat in the ſtanding fight ; 
Nor more in councils fam'd for ſolid ſenſe, 
Than winning words and heavenly eloquence. 
Gods! what portent (he cry'd) theſe eyes in- 
* , | 

Lo! Hector riſes from the Stygian ſhades ! 
We ſaw him, late, by thundering Ajax kill'd: 
What God re ſtores him to the frighted field; 
And, not content that half of Greece lie lain, 
Pours new deſtruction on her ſons again? 


320 
325 


Lo! ſtill he lives, purſues and c ſtill! wy 
Vet hear my counſel, and his worſt withſtand : 


But let the few whom briſker ſpirits warm, 
Stand the firſt onſet, and provoke the ſtorm. 335 
| Thus point your arms; and when ſuch foes ap» 


Fierce as he is, let Hector learn to fear. 
The warrior ſpoke, the liſtening Greeks obey, 
U 2 their ranks, and form a deep array. 
= Ajax, Teucer, Merion, gave command, : 
The valiant leader of the — band, wy 
And Marslike Meges: theſe the chiefs excite, 
Approach the foe, and meet the coming fight. 
Behind, unnumber'd multitudes atten | 
To flank the navy, and the ſhores defend. 345 
Full on the front the preſſing Trojans bear, 
And Hector firſt came towering to the war, 
Phœbus himſclf the ruſhing battle led; 8 
A veil of clouds involv'd his radiant head; 
High-held before him Iove's enormous ſhield 350 
Portentous ſhone, and ſhaded all the field ; | 
Vulcan to Jove th' immortal gift conſign'd, 
To ſcatter hoſts, and terrify mankind. 5 
The Greeks expect the ſhock, the clamours riſe 
rom different parts, and mingle in the ſkies. 355 
Dire was the hiſs of darts, by heroes flung, 
Ani arrows leaping from the bow-ſtring ſung; 
Theſe: drink the life of generous warriors ſlain ; 
Thoſe gwiltleſs fall, and thirſt for blood in vain. 
As long as Phebrs bore unmov'd the ſhield, 360 
t doubtful Conquelt hovering oer the field; | 


| | a baniſh'd man, in Phylace he dwell'd, 


| Pierc' through the ſhoulder as he 


| Apollo, planted at the trench's bound, 
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' With awple ſtrokes he ruſhes to the flood, 300 | But when aloft he ſhakes it in the ſkies, 


Shouts in their ears, and lightens in their eyes, 
Deep horror ſeizes every Grecian breaſt, 

cir force is humbled, and their fear confeſt. 365 
So flies a herd of oxen, ſcatter'd wide, 
No ſwain to guard them, and no day to guide, 
When two fell lions from the mountain come, 
And ſpread the carnage through the ſhady gloom. 
Impending Phœbus pours around them fear, 379 


And Troy and Hector thunder in the rear. 


Heaps fall on heaps: the ſlaughter Hector leads; 
Firſt great Arceſilas, then Stichius, bleeds ; 

One to the bold Bœotians ever dear, 

And one Meneſtheus' friend, and fam'd compeer. 


| | | | 375 
Medon and läſus, Æneas ſped ; 8 
This ſprung from Phelus, and th' Athenians led; 
But hapleſs Medon from Oileus came; 
Him Ajax honour'd with a brother's name, 
Though born of lawleſs love: from home ex- 
pell'd, | | 380 


_ by the vengeance of an angry wiſe; 
roy ends, at laſt, his labours and his life. 
Mecyſtes next Polydamas o'erthrew;,  _ 
and thee, brave Clonius, great Agenor flew. 38; 
By Paris, Deiochus inglorious dies, 8 
baſely flies. 


Polites' arm id Echius on the plain 
Stretch'd on one heap, the victors ſpoil the ſlain. 


_ | The Greeks diſmay d, confus'd, diſperſe or fall; 390 
| Some ſeek the trench, ſome ſkulk behind the wall. 
While theſe fly trembling, others pant for breath, 


And o'er the ſlaughter ſtalks gigantic Death, 
On ruſh'd bold Hector, gloomy as the night; 


Forbids to plunder, animates the fight, 395 


Points to the fleet: For, by the Gods, who flies, 


Who dares but linger, by this hand he dies; 

No weeping ſiſter his cold eyc ſhall cloſe, 

No friendly; hand his funeral pyre compoſe. _ 

Who ſtops to plunder at this ſignal hour, 400 

The birds thall tear him, and the dogs devour. L, 
Furious he ſaid; the ſmarting ſcourge reſounds ; 

The courſers fly; the ſmoking chariot bounds: 


_ | The hoſts ruſh on; loud clamours ſhake the ſhope; 


The horſes thunder, Earth and Ocean roar! 405 
Puſh'd at the bank, down ſunk th* enormous 
Roll'd ia the ditch the heapy ruin lay; 

A ſudden road! a long and ample way. 


| Ofer the dread foſſe (a late impervious ſpace) 410 | 


ſteeds, and men, and cars, tumultuous paſs. 


I The wondering crouds the downward level trod; 


Before them flam'd the ſhicld, and march'd the 
Then with his hand he ſhook the mighty wall; 
And lo! the turrets nod, the bulwarks fall. 415 
| Eafy, as when aſhore the infant ſtands, 5 
And draws imagin'd houſes in the ſands; 
The ſportive wanton, pleas'd with ſome new play, 


{Sweeps the ſlight works and faſhion'd domes away. 


Thus vaniſh'd, at thy touch, the towers and walls; 
4%9 

The toil of thouſands in a moment falls. 

The Grecians gaze around with wild deſpair, 


| Confus'd, and weary all the Powers with prayer; 


K —— 


He wrings his handle, he beats his manly breaſt. | 
Though yet thy ſtate requires redreis (he cries) 


Force to the fleet and tents th' impervious way. 
As when a ſhipwright with Palladian art, 


Preſer v d their line, and equal kept the war. 


. 
And every ſhip ſuſtain'd an equal tide. 
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Exhort their men with praiſes, threats, commands; 
And urge the Gods, with voices, eyes, and hands. 


Experienc'd Neſtor chief obteſts the ſkies, 
And weeps his country with a father's eyes: 

O Jove! if ever, on his native ſhore, 
One Greek enrich'd thy ſhrine with offer'd gore; 
If e'er, io hope our country to behold, 430 
We paid the fatteſt firſtlings of the fold; 


425 , 


If Cer thou fign'ſt our wiſhes with thy nod ; 


Perform the promiſe of a gracious God ! 
This day, preſerve our navies from the flame, 
And fave the reliques of the Grecian name. 435 
Thus pray d the ſage : th" Eternal gave con- 
ſt | 


And peals of thunder ſhook the 1 


Preſumptuous Troy miſtook th' accepting ſign, 
And catch'd new fury at the voice divine, 


As, when black tempeſts mix the ſeas and ſkies, | 


440 
The roaring deeps i in watery mountains riſe, 


Above the ſides of ſome tall ſhip aſcend, 


les womb they deluge, and its ribs they rend: Near his lov'd maſter, as he liv'd, he dy'd. S 
Thus, loudly roaring, and o'er-powering all. 


Mount the thick Trojans up the Grecian wall; 445 
Legions on legions from each fide ariſe: 

Thick ſound the keels; the ſtorm of arrows flics, 
Fierce on the ſhips above, the cars below, 


| Theſe wield the mace, and thoſe the javelin throw. 


While thus the thunder of the battle rag'd, ,54 


And labouring armies round the works eugag * 
Still in the tent Patroclus fat, to tend 


The good Eurypylus, his wounded friend. f 


He ſprinkles healing balms to anguiſh kind, 


And adds diſcourſe, the medicine of the mind. 455. 
But when he ſaw, aſcending up the fleet, 
_ Victorious Troy; then, ſtarting from his ſcat, 


With bitter groans his ſurrows he expreſt, 


1 muſt : what horrors ſtrike my eyes! | 
— with Achilles high commands | go, 
A mournful witneis of this ſcene of woe: 


I haſte to urge him, by his country's care, 


 Toriſe in arms, and ſhine again in war. 465 


Perhaps ſome favouring God his ſoul may bend ; 
The voice is powerful of a faithful ſriend. 


He ſpoke ; and ſpeaking, ſwiſter than the wind 
Sprung ſrom the tent, and left the ward behind. 
Th' embody d Greeks the fierce attack ſaſtain, 4 -dl 


But ſtrive, though numerous, to ropulſe, in vain ! 
Nor could the Trojans, through that firm array, 


Smooths the rough wood, and levels every part; 
475 
With equal hand he guides his whole deſign, 


By the juſt rule, and the directing line: 


The martial leaders, with like ſkill and care, 


Brave deeds of arms through all the ranks were 
480 


At one proud bark, high-towering o'er the fleet, 


Aar the great and godlike Hector meet; 


400 Then kifs'd his arrow, and the bow-ftring ſung. 


HOMER. 123 


For one bright prize the matchleſs chiefs contend ; 
Nor this the ſhips can fire, nor that defend; 485. 
One kept the ſhore, and one the veſſel trod; 
That fix d as Fate, this ated by a God. 
Pin fon of Cly vu i his daring hand, 
The deck appr: aching. ſhakes a flaming brand; 
But pierc'd by ch mo huge lance expires; 490 
bay he falls. an-i drops th — 2 
res. 
Great Hee! or view'd him with a fad ſurvey, 
As ftretch'd in duſt before c + liern he lay. | 
Oh! all of 7rojan, all of Ly ciam race! 14s 
Stand to yo.r arms, maiatain this arduous ſpace : 
Lo! where the ſon of royal Clyuus lies; 
Ah, ſave his arms, ſecure his obſ-quies! —_ 
Thus ſaid. his eager jꝭ velin ſoughc the fot . 

But Ajax ſhunu'd the meditated blow. 

| Not vainly yet the forceful lance was thrown ; : 500 
It ſtcetch'd iu duſt unhappy Lycophron: | 
An-exile long, ſuſtain'd at A;ax board, 
| zfaithful ſervant to a Aforeign lord) 

In peace, in war, for ever at his fide, 


From the high poop he tumbles on the ſand, 
And lies a lifeleſs load along the land. | 
With anguiſh Ajax views the piercing fight, 
And thus inflames his brother to the fight ; 
Teucer, behold ! extended on hs more 5e 
Our friend, our lov'd companion! now no more : 
Dear as a parent, with a parent's care 
To fight our wars, he left his native air. 
This death deplor d, to Hector's rage we owe; ; 


| Revenge, revenge it on the cruel foe. Wy 
Where are thoſe darts on which the Fates attend? 


And where the bow, which Phœbus taught 1 
dend? 


Impaticnt Teucer, haſtening to his aid, 


7 Before the chief his ample bow diſplay d; 


The well-ttor'd quiver on his ſhoulders hung 
52 


Clytius, Piſenor's fon, renown'd in fame 


| (To thee, Polydamas! an honour'd name) 
| brove thro? the thickeſt of th' embattled plain = 


The ſtartling ſteeds, and ſhook his cager reins. 52 — 
As all on glory ran his ardent mind, DS 
The pointed death arreſts him ſrom behind. 
Through his fair neck the thrilling arrow flies; 

In youth's firſt bloom reluctantly he dies. 
Hurl'd from the lofty ſeat, at diſtance far, 53“ 
The headlong courſers ſpurn his empty car; 
Till ſad Polydamas the ſteeds reſtrain d, 


And gave, Aſtynous, to thy careful hand; 


Then, fir'd to vengeance, ruſh'd amidſt che ſoe; 
Rage edg'd his ſword, and ſtrengthen'd every 
blow. 335 
Once more bold Teucer, in his country's cauſe, 
At Hector's breaſt a choſen arrow draws; 
And had the weapon found the deſtin'd way, 


5 Thy fall, great Trojan! had renown'd that day. 


But Hector was not doom'd to periſh then: 545 
Th' all-wiſe Diſpoſer of the fates of men 
(Imperial Jove) his preſent death withſtand: ; 
Nor was ſuch glory due to Feucer's hi.nds. 

At its full ſtretch as the tough ſtring he drew, 
Struck by an arm uulcen, it burſt in two; «54; 


| Mark how the flames approach, how near 
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Down dropt the bow : the halt with brazen head 


Fell innocent, and on the duſt lay dead. 
Thꝰ aſtoniſh'd archer to great Ajax cries, 
Some God our deſtin'd en 

Some God, propitious to the Trojan foe, $50 
Has, from my arm unfailing, ſtruck the bow, 
n my hands had twin'd with 


Strong to ory TH the flight of many a dart. 
Since Heaven commands it (Ajax made reply) | 
Diſmiſs the bow, and lay thy arrows by, 855 
(Thy arms no leſs ſuffice the lance to wield) 
And quit the quiver for the ponderous ſhield ; 
In the firſt ranks indulge thy thirſt of fame, 
Thy brave example ſhall the reſt inflame. 
Fierce as they are, by long ſucceſſes vain, 560 
To force our fleet, or ev'n a ſhip to gain, 
Aſks toil, and * their utmoſt 
might 
Shall find its match—no more : tis ours to fight. 
Then Teucer laid his faithleſs bow aſide; 

The four-fold buckler o'er his ſhoulders ty'd; 565 
/ On his brave head a creſted helm he plac'd, 

With nodding horſe-hair formidably grac'd ; 
A dart, whoſe point with braſs refulgent ſhines, 
The warrior wields: and his great brother joins. 


This HeQtor ſaw, and thus expreſs'd his joy: 570| 


Ve troops of Lycia, Dardanus, and Trop! | 
Be mindful of yourſelves, your ancient fame, 


And ſpread your glory with the navy's flame. 


ve is with us; | ſaw his hand, but now, 

rom the proud archer ſtrike his: vaunted bow, 575 

ludulgent Jove! how plain thy faveurs — 

When happy nations bear the marks divine! 

lo eaſy then, to fee the ſinking ſtate 

Of realms accurſt, deſertcd, reprobate ! 
Such is the fate of Greece, and ſuch is ours. 30 
Behold, ye warriors, and exert your powers. 

Death — a fate which all muſt try; 

And, for our country, tis a bliſs to dic, Ts 

lde gallant man, though flain in fight he be, 
Let leaves his nation ſaſe, his children frre; ; 58g 

Eutails a debt on all the grateful ſtate; 

_ His own n 

His wife live honour'd, all his race ſuccecd; 

Aud late poſterity enjuy the deed! | 

This rouz'd the foul in every n 590 
The godlike Ajax next his Greeks addreſt : 

How long, ye warriors of the Argive race 

(To generous Argos what « dire diſgrace! 

_ How long, on theſe curs'd confines will ye lic, 
Vet undetermin' d, or to live or die! 595 
What hopes remain, what methods to retire, 
lf once your veſſels catch the Trojan fire ? 


How Hector calls, and Troy obeys his call ! 
Not to the dance that dreadful voice invites, 690 
It calls to death, and all the rage of fights. 

Fu now no time for wiſdom or debates ; 

'Fo your own hands are truſted all your fates ; 
And better far, in one deciſive frife, 

One day ſhould end our labour, or our life; 605 
Than keep this hard-got inch of barren fands, 

Still preſs d, and pre(s'd by ſuch inglorious bands. 
—— —— liſtening Grecians feel their leader's flame ; 
Ard every kindling boſom pants for fame. 


3 ˙ cmd. ts end 


4 


But Hector's voice excites his kindred train; * 
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Then mutual flaughters ſpread on either fide; 619 


By Hector here the Phocian Schedius dy'd ; 
_— 


'd by Ajax, ſunk Laodamas, 
the foot, of old Antenor's race. 
— laid Otus on the ſand, 

The fierce commander of th' Epean band. 
His lance bold Meges at the victor threw ; 
The victor, ſtooping, from the death withdrew, 
(That valued life, O Phoebus, was thy care]; 
But Creeſmus* boſom took the flying ſpear: 
His corpſe ſell bleeding on the ſlippery ſhore ; 620 
His radiant arms triumphant Meges bore. 
Dolops, the ſon of Lam . ruſhes on, 

Sprung from the race ef old Laomedon, 
And fam'd for proweſs in a well-fought field; 
He pierc'd the centre of his ſounding ſhield : 625 
But Meges Phyleus' ample breaſt-plate wore 


615 


| (Well-known in fight on Scles* winding ſhore; 


For king Euphetes gave the golden mail, 
Compact, and firm with many a jointed ſcale); : 
Which oft, in cities ſtorm'd, and battles won, 630 
Had ſav'd the father, and now faves the ſon. 

Full at the Trojan's head he urg'd his lance, 


| Where the high plumes above the helmet dance, 


New ting'd with Tyrian dye: in duſt below, 
Shorn from the creſt, the purple honours glow. 
635 


|] Mean time their fight the Spartan king ſurvey' ' of 


And ſtood by Meges' fide, a ſudden aid, 

Through Dolops' ſhoulder urg'd his forceful dart, 
| Which held its paſſage through the panting heart, 
And iſſued at his breaſt. With thundering found 


nas 
In ruſh the conquering Greeks to ſpoil the lain: 
The hero moſt, from Hicetaon ſpruvg, 


Fed his large oxen on Percote's plain; 


Return'd to Ilion, and excell'd in war; 


Lo, Melanippus! lo where Dolops lies; 
And is it thus our royal kinſman dies; 
O'ermatch'd he falls; to two at once a prey, 


| And lo! they bear the bloady arms away! 
| Come on—a diſtant war no longer wage, 


But hand to hand thy country's foes engage, 
Till Greece at once, and all her glory end, 
Or llion from her towery height deſcend, 


y fall, | Heav'd from the loweſt ſtone; and bury all 


In ane fad ſepulchre, one common fall. 
Hector (this ſaid) ruſh'd forward on the foes : 


Reſpe& yourſelves, and learn an honeſt ſhame : 
Let mutual reverence mutual warmth infpire, 
And catch from breaſt to breaſt the noble fire. 
On valour's fide the odds of combat lie, 
The brave live glorious, or lamented die; 
The wretch that trembles in the field of fame, 


| Meets death, and worſe than death, eternal ſhame 


— 


_ | Fierce M-lanippus, gallant, brave, and young. 646 
Ie (ere to Troy the Grecians croſs'd the main) | 


But when, oppreſs'd, his country claim'd his care. 
For this, in Priam's court, he held his place, 650 
| Belov'd no leſs than Priam's royal race. | 


Him Hector ſingled, as his troops he led. 5 
And thus inſlam d him, painting to the dead: | 


655 


With equal ardour —＋. lows: 665 3s 
hen Ajax thus—Oh Greeks * — your fame, 


670 


* „ >> — — - 


- 
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His generous ſenſe he not in vain imparts ; 
It ſunk, and rooted in the Grecian hearts ; 


And flank the navy with a brazen wall; 


Shields touching ſhields, in order blaze above, 
And ſtop the Trojane, though impell'd by ru 


Warms the bold ſon of Neſtor in his cauſc : 
Is there (he ſaid) in arms a youth like you, 
So ſtrong to fight, ſo active to purſue ? 


g 
675 


The ſiery Spartan firſt, with loud applauſe, 680 


Why ſtand you diſtant, nor attempt a deed? 
Lift the bold lance, and make ſome Trojan bleed. 


| Unhappy glories ! for his fate was near, 


Due to ſtern Pallas, and Pelides' ſpear : 


They join, they throng, they thicken at his _ 4 Yet Jove deferr'd the death he was to pay, 


And gave what Fate allow'd, the honours of a day! 
Now, all on tire for fame his breaſt, his eyes 740 

Burn at each foe, and ſingle every prize; 

Still at the cloſeſt ranks, the thickeſt fight, 

He points his ardour, and exerts his might. 

The Grecian phalanx moveleſs as a tower, 9 

On all ſides batter d, yet reſiſts his power: 745 

So ſome tall rock o erhangs the hoary main, | 

By winds affail'd, by billows beat in vain ; 


68; | Unmov'd it hears, above, the tempeſt diſs, 


He ſaid; and backward to the lines retir d; 


Forth ruſh'd the youth, with martial fury fir d, 


Beyond the foremoſt ranks; his lance he threw, 
And round the black battalions caſt his view. 
The troops of Troy recede with ſudden fear, 690 


Thus on a roe the — beagle flies, 


While the ſwift javelin hiſs d along in air. 
Advancing Melanippus met the dart 
With his bold _ and felt i it in his heart: 


And rends his fide, freſh- bleeding with the — 


The diſtant hunter ſent into his heart. 


Obſerving Hector to the reſcue flew : 
Bold as he was, Antilochus withdrew. 
So when a ſavage, ranging o'er the plain, | 

Hlas torn the ſhepherd's dog, or ſhepherd ſwain; 
While, conſcious of the deed, he glares around, 

And hears the gathering multitude reſound, 70s 


Timely he flies the yet-untaſted food, 


And gains the friendly ſhelter of the wood. 


70⁰ 


So fears the youth ; all Troy with ſhouts purſue, - 


But, enter d in the Grecian ranks, he turns 


His manly breaſt, and with new fury burne. 


| While ſtones and darts in mingl-d tempefts flew ; 


710 


Now on the fleet the tides of "Trojans drove, 


Fierce to fulfil the ſtern decrecs of Jove : 
Ihe Sire of Gods, confirming Thetis' prayer, 
The Grecian ardour quench'd i in deep deſpair; 715 


Bur lifts to glory Troy's prevailing bands, 
hands, 


On Ida's top he waits with longing eyes, 


To view the navy blazing to the ilcics; 


Bids him with more than mortal fury glow, 


; Swells all their hearts, and ſtrengthens all their 


Then, nor till then, the ſcale of war mall turn, 720 
_ The Trojans fly, and conquer'd llion burn. 
| Theſe fates revolw'd in his almighty mind, 
He raiſes Hector to the work deſign' d, 


And drives him, like a lightening, on the foe. 725 
So Mars, when buman erimes for vengeance call, 


Not with more rage a conflagration rolls, 


Like fiery meteors his red eye-balls glow : 
The radiant helmet on his temples burns, 


Shakes his huge javelin, and whole armies fall. 


Wraps the vaſt mountains, and involves the poles. 
He foams with wroth ; beneath his gloomy brow'| 


739 


Waves when he nods, and lightens as he turns: 
For Jove his ſplendour round the chief had thrown, 


And caſt the blaze af both the hoſts on one. 725 


And ſees the watery mountains break below. 
Like fire from Jove, and burſts upon them all: 


Zurſts as a wave that from the clouds impends, 


And ſwell'd with tempeſts on the ſhip deſcends ; 


Pale, trembling, tir'd, the ſailors freeze with fears ; 
And inſtant death on every wave appears. 

So pale the Greeks the eyes of Hector meet, 

The chief fo thunders, and ſo ſhakes the flcet. 

As when a lion ruſhing from his den, 1 
Amidſt the plain of ſome wide - water d ſen 
(here numerous oxen, as at eaſe they feed, 

At large expatiate o'er the ranker mead) 
Leaps on the herds before the herdſman's eyes: 


| The trembling herdſman far to diſtance flies: 765 


Some lordly bull (the reſt diſfpers'd and fled) 
He fingles out ; arreſts, and lays him dead. 
Thus from the rage of Jove-like Hector flew | 
All Greece in heaps; but one he ſeiz'd, and flew : 


In wiſdom great, in arms well known to fame ; 
The miniſter of ſtern Euryſtheus ire, 

| Againſt Alcides, Corpreus was his fire: 
The fon redeem'd the honours of the race, 
A ſon as generous as the fire was baſoz; 775 


| Oer all his country's youth conſpicuous lar 


In every virtue, or of peace or war: | 
But doom'd to Hector's ſtronger force to yield! ! 
Againſt che margin of his ample ſhield | 


Supine he fell; his brazen helmet rung. 


On the fall'n chief th invading Trojan preſt, 
And plung'd the pointed javelin in his brealt. 


Chac'd from the foremoſt line the Grecian train 


| | Now man the next, receding tow'rd the main: 


 Wedz'd in one body at the tents they ſtand, 


band. 
| Now manly ſhame forbids th" inglorious fight ; 


[Now fear itſelf confines them to the fight : 
Man courage breathes in mans has Mites moſt 
(The ſage preſerver of the Grecian hoſt) | 
 Exhor*s, adjures, to guard theſe utmoſt ſhores; 
And by their parents, by themſelves, impleres. 795 
O friends ! be men: + Yoyr generous br ig. 


Wich equal hopour, and with mutual ſhame ? 


dirt in ſurrounding flames, he ſetms to fall, 756 


White are the decks with foam; the winds aloud | | 
| Howl o'er the maſts, and fing thro' every ſhroud : 


755 


Mycenian Periphes, a mighty name, = 


He ſtruck his haſty faot : his heels up ſprung ; 7h | 


His circling friends, who ſtrove to guard too late 
| he* unhappy hero, fled, or ſhar d his fate. 785 


Wall'd round with ſterns, s gloomy deſperate 


790 
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Think of your hopes, your fortunes ; all the care 
_ Your wives, your infants, and your parents, ſhare : 
Think of each living father's reverend head: 800 
Think of each anceſtor with glory dead; 
Abſent, by me they ſpeak, by me they leg 
They aſk their ſafety, and their fame, from you: 
The Gods their fates on this one action lay, 
And all are loft, if you deſert the day. 805 
He ſpoke, and round him breath d heroic fires; 
Minerva ſeconds what the ſage inſpires. 
The miſt of darkneſs Jove around them threw, 
She clear'd, reſtoring all the war to view ; 
A ſudden ray ſhot beaming o'er the plain, 810 
And ſhew'd the ſhores, the navy, and the main: 
Hector they ſaw, and all who fly. or fight, 
The ſcene wi ing to the blaze of light. 
+ Firſt of the field great Ajax ſtrikes their eyes, 
His port majeſtic, and his ample ſize : 
A ous mace with ſtuds of iron crown d. 
Full twenty cubits long, he ſwings around; 
Nor fights, like others, fix'd to certain ſtands, 
But looks a moving tower above the bands; 
High on the decks, with vaſt gigantic ſtride, 820 
The godlike hero ſtalks from fide to fide. 
So when a horſeman from the watery mead 
(Skilf'd in the manage of the bounding ſteed) | 
ves four fair courſers, practis'd to obey, | 
| ſome great city through the public way; 825 
Safe in his art, as fide by fide they run, 


And now to this, and now to that he flies: 
*- Admiring numbers follow with their eyes. 5 

From ſhip to ſhip thus Ajax ſwiftly flew, 830 
No leſs the wonder of the warring crew, 

As furious Hector thunder d, threats aloud, 
And ruſh'd enrag'd before the Trojan crowd : 
Then ſwift inv. des the ſhips, whoſe beaky prores 
Lay rank d contiguous on the bending ſhores: 835 

So the ſtrong eagle from his airy height, 
Who marks the ſwans' or crancs* embody d flight, 
Stoops down impetuous, while they light for food, 
| And, ſtooping, darkens with his wings the flood. 
Jove leads him on with his almighty hand, 340 

| And breathes fierce ſpirits in his following band. 

The warring nations meet, the battle roars, 
Thick beats the combat on the ſounding prores. 
Thou 1 have thought, ſo furious was their 


: No force could tame them, and no til could view; 
"ag 
| As if new vigour from new. fights they won, 
And the long battle was ** then begun. 
Greece yet unconquer d. kept alive the war, 
Secure of death, confiding in deſpair; 
"Troy in proud hopes, already view'd the main 350 


Bright with the blaze, and 4 with heroes ſlain ! 

Like ftrength is felt from hope and from deſpair 

And each contends, as his were all the war. 
was thou, bold Hector j whoſe reſiſtleſs hand 


855 


Firſt ſciz'd a hip on that conteſted ſtrand; 


He ſhifts his ſeat, and vaults from one — "Mi 
I pour a new deluge on the Grecian band. 


| 


3r5 | 
Is finih'd ! : ! and the day defir'd appears ! 


| 


Ev'n yet, the Greeks with 
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The ſame which dead Proteſilaũs bore, 

The firſt that touch'd th* unhappy Trojan ſhore : 

For this in arms the warring nations 

And bath'd their generous breaſts with mutual 
blood. 


No room to poize the lance or bend the bow; 860 
But hand to hand, and man to man, they 


grow : 
Wounded they wound; and ſeek each other's 


hearts 
With falchions, axes, ſwords, and ſhorten'd darts. 
The falchions ring, ſhields rattle, axes ſound, | 
Swords flaſh in air, or glitter on the ground; 865 
With ſtreaming blood the ſlippery ſhores are dy d, 


And flaughter'd heroes ſwell the dreadful tide. 


Still raging Hector with his ample hand 


| Graſps the high tern, and gives this loud com- 


870 


This happy day with acclamations greet, 

Bright Ad deſtruction of von hoſtile fleet. 

The coward cuunſels of a timorous throng 

Of reverend dotards, check'd our oy oy: long: 375 


Too long Jove lulF'd us with lethargic charms, 
But now in peals of thunder calls to arms: 


r he crowns our full deſires, 
Wakes all our force, and ſeconds all our fires. 
He ſpoke—the warriors, at his fierce * 
8 


Ev'n Ajax paus'd (fo thick the javelins fly) 
Stepp'd back, and doubted or to live, or die. 
Yet where the oars are plac'd, he ſtands to wait 
What chief ap — his fate: 885 * 
Ev'n to the laſt, his naval defends, | 
Now ſhakes his ſpear, now lifts, and now portends; 


Amidit attacks, and deaths, and darts, and fires. 
O friends! O heroes! names for ever dear, 890 


Ouce ſons of Mars, and thunderbolts of war! 


Tis hoſtile ground you tread ; 
1 Far, far from hence: your fates are in your hands, | 


| Sent by great Ajax to the ſhades of hell. 


Ah! yet be mindful of your old renown, 


Jour great forefathers' virtues and your own. 


What aids expect you in this utmoſt ſtrait? 


What bulwarks riſing between you and fate? 258 


No aids, no bulwarks, your retreat _ 

No friends to help, no city to defend; 

This ſpot is all you have, to loſe or keep; 

There ſtand the Trojans, and here rolls the deep. 
your native lands | 


Raging he ſpoke ; nor farther waſtes 1 
But turns his javelin to the work of death. 
Whate'er bold Trojan arm'd his daring hands, 
Againſt the ſable ſhips, with flaming brands, 90 | 
So well the chief his naval weapon ſped, 
The luckleſs warrior at his ſtern lay dead; 
Full twelve, the boldeſt, in a moment fell, 


1 "bring the flames! the ai often long - 


piercing ſhouts inſpires, 
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THE ARGUMENT. 
| The fixth Battle: the As and Death of Patroclus. 7 
— (in purſuance of the requeſt of Neſtor in the eleventh book } entreats Achilles to ſuffer him to go to the | 
aſſifance of the Greeks wwith Achilles troops and armour. He ayrees to it; but at the ſame time charges bis 
ts content himſelf with reſcuing the fleet, ꝛvithout farther purſuit of the enemy. The armour, horſes, ſoldiers, 
and officers of Achilles are deſcribed. Achilles offers @ libation for the ſucceſs of his friend, after which 
| Patroclus leads the Myrmidons to battle. The Trojans, at the fight of Patroclus in Achilles" armour, fal- 
| ing bim for that hero, are caſt into the utmoſt conſternation : be beats them off from the veſſels. Hector hin- 


felf flies. Sarpedon is killed, though Fupiter was averſe to his fate. Several other particulars of the battle 
| are deſcribed; in the beat of which, Patroclus, neglectiug the crders of Achilles, purſues the foe to the walls 
N ef Troy; where Apollo repulſes and difarms bim, Eupborbus wounds bim, and Hector kills him: which © 


| CO warr'd both armies on th' enſanguin'd ſhore,, Nomen unborn, and ages yet behind, 
5 While the black veſſels ſmok d with human gore, | Shall curſe that fierce, that unforgiving mind. 45 
| Mean time Patroclus to Achilles flies; O man unpitying! if of man thy race: . 
| The ſtreaming tears fall copious from his eyes; Zut ſure thou ſpring' ſt not from a ſoft embrace, x 


2 


| Not faſter trickling to the plains below, 5] Nor ever amorous hero caus'd thy birth, 

NY From the tall rock the ſable waters flow. Nor ever tender Goddeſs brought thee forth. 
Divine Pelides, with compaſhon mov'd, Some rugged rock's hard entrails gave thee form, co 
Thus ſpoke, indulgent to his beſt-belov'd:  Þ| And ragivg ſeus produc'd thee in a ſtorm, 


Patroclus, ſay, what grief thy boſom bears, A ſoul well- ſuiting that tempeſtuous kind, 
That flows ſo faſt in theſe unmanly tears? 10 So rough thy manners, ſo untam'd thy mind. 
No girl, no infant, whom the mother keeps |} If ſome dire oracle thy breaſt alarm, DEC 
+ From her lov'd breaſt, with fonder paſſion weeps; If aught from Jove, or Thetis, ſtop thy arm, 55 
| Not more the mother's ſoul that infant warms, | Some beam of comfort yet on Greece may ſhine, 
Clung to her knees, and reaching at her arms, | If | but lead the Myrmidenian line 
Than thou haſt mine! Oh tell me, to what end 15 Clad in thy dreadful arms if I appear, 

Thy melting ſorrows thus purſue thy friend ? Proud Troy ſhall tremble, and deſert the war: 
Griev'ſt thou for me, or for my martial band ? | Without thy perſon Greece ſhall win the day, 60 
Or come fad tidings from our native land? And thy mere image chaſe her foes away. . 


Our fathers live (our firſt, moſt tender care) I preſs by freſh forces, her o'erlabour'd train | 
Thy good Menetius breathes the vital air, 20 Shall quit the ſhips, and Greece reſpire again. 
And hoary Prleus yet extends his days; Thus, blind to fate! with ſupplicating breath, 


Pleas'd in their age to hear their childrens? praiſe. | Thou begy'lt his arms, and in his arms thy death. 6 5 
Or may ſome meaner cauſe thy pity claim! | Unfortunately good ! a boding ſigh Wm” 


| Perhaps yon cliques of the Grecian name, "Thy friend return'd; and with it this reply: 
| Doom d in their ſhips to ſink by fire and ſword, 25 Patrocius! thy Achilles knows no fears; 
l And pay the forfeit of their haughty lord? Nor words from Jove, nor oracles, he hears; 
| Whate'cr the cauſe, reveal thy ſecret care, Nor aught a mother's caution can ſuggeſt ; = 


And ſpeak thoſe forrows which a friend would The tyrant's pride lies rooted in my breaſt. / 


ſhire. 3 I My wrongs, my wrongs, my conſtant thought 
A A ſigh, that inſtant from his boſom broke, engage, e 
. Another follow'd, and Patroclus ſpoke : 30] Thoſe, my lole oracles, inſpire my rage: 
| Be Let Greece at length with pity tcuch thy breaſt, I made him tyrant : gave him power to wrong 8 
'  Thyſelf a Greek, and, once, of Greeks the beſt! | Ev'n me; | felt it; and ſhall feel it long. 77 
Lo! every chief that might her fate prevent, The maid, my black-ey'd maid, he forc'd away, 

| Lies pierc'd with wounds, and bleeding in his tent. | Due to the toils of many a well-fought day; 

*Eurypylus, 'I'ydides, Atreus' fon 38335) | Due to my conqueſt of her father's reign; 


And wile Ulyſſes, at the navy groan, Due to the votes of all the Grecian train, 3 
| More ſor their country's wounds than for their ( From me he forc'd her; me, the bold and brave; 80 


oben. JJ | Difgrac'd, diſnonour'd, like the meaneſt ſave. 
Their pain, ſoſt arts of pharmacy can eaſe, But bear we this the wrongs I grieve are pait ; 
Thy breaſt alone no lenitives appcaſe, 


I His time our fury ſhould relent at laſt : 

May never rage like thine my ſoul enilave, 40| I fix d its date; the d>y I wiſh'd appears, , We 
O great in vain! unproficably brave | Now He Kor to my ſhips his battle bears, 85 
Thy country ſlighted in her laſt diſtreſs, | Che flames my eyes, the ſhours invade my ears, 
What friend, what man, from thee ſhall hop: | Go, then, Patroclus! court fair honour's charms 


nn ln Troy's tam's fields, and in Achiiles' aral 


vo Dangers on dangers all around him grow, 


9 


128 


Lead forth my martial Myrmidons to fight, 
Go, fave the fleets, arid conquer in my right. 90 
See the thin reliques of their 
At the laſt age of yon deſerted land! 

Behold all llion on their ſhips deſcends; 

How the cloud blackens, how the ſtorm impends k 
It was not thus, when, at my ſight amaz'd, 95 
Troy ſaw and trembled, as this helmet blaz d: 
ad not the injurious king our friendſhip loſt, 
Von ample trench had bury'd half her hoſt. 

No camps, no bulwarks, now the Trojans fear ; 
"Thoſe are not dreadful, no Achilles there: 100 
No longer flames the lance of Tydides“ ſon; 

No more your general calls his heroes on; 
Hector alone I hear; his dreadful breath 
Commands your ſlaughter, or proclaims your death. 


= Yet now, Patroclus, iſſue to the plain: 


105) 
| Now ſave the ſhips, the riſing fires reſtrain, 5 

And give the Greeks to viſit Greece again. 
| But heed my words, and mark a friend's com- 


Who truſts his fame and honours in thy hand, 
And from thy derds expects, th' Achaian hoſt 110 
Shall render back the beauteous maid he Joſt. 
uncontrol'd through all the hoſtile crew, 
But touch not Hector, Hector is my due. | 
Though Jove in thunder ſhould command the war; 
Be juſt, conſult my glory, and forbeur ; 115 
Ihe fleet once ſav'd, deſiſt from farther chaſe, 
Nor lead to llion's walls the Grecian race 
Some adverſe God thy raſhneſs may deſtroy; 
Some God, like Phebus, ever kind to Troy. 


L et Greece xedeemꝰ'd ſrom this deſtructive ſtrait, 120 


Do her own work; and leave the reſt to Fate, 
Ohl would to all th immortal Powers above, 
Pallas, and almighty Jove, 
| JE Trojan might be left alive, 
And not a Greek of all the race ſurvive; 
Might only we the vaſt deſtru tion ſhun, = 
And only we deſtroy th' accurſed town! 
Bauch conference held the chicſs; while on the 
Great | ove with conqueſt crown'd the Trojan 


125 


Ajax no more the ſounding ſtorm ſuſtain'd, 13c 
So thick the darts an iron tempeſt rain'd: | 
On his tir d arm the weighty buckler hung; 
His hollow helm with falling javelins rung; 
His breath, in quick, ſhort pautings, comes and 


And ted — from all his members ſlows. 135 
8 and o erpower d, he barcly breathes 4 
mot; : | 


Vet ſcarce au army Aire him from his poſt : 
And toil to tri}, and woe fucceeds to woe, 


How firſt the navy blaz'd with Trojan flame? 

Stern: liccter wav'd his fword: and ftandiny 
near | 5 | 

Where ſurious Ajax ply d his aſhen ſpear, 
Full n the lance a ll. fo jultly ſped, 
That the broad faul->c1 lopp'. its brazen head: I45 
His point ii ſpear the warrr fſrake> in vin; 
Ihe razer head falls lounw:: 0 tic plan. 
Great Al faw, and oe the hand divine, 
Confe iling Jvc, and trembling at the gu; 


| Whom the wing' d Harpy, ſwiſt Podarge, bore, 
I By Zcphyr pregnant on the breezy ſhore: 


Lire furious ruſh'd the Myrmidonlan crew, 
Isch tiieir dread ſtrength, and ſuch their deathful 
Say, Muf..s, thron'd above the ſtarry frame, 140 | | 


i 


Warn'd,heretreats. Thenſwift from all ſide 
The hiſſing brands; thick ſtreams the fiery 
O'er the high ſtern the curling volumes riſe, 

And ſheets of rolling ſmoke involve the flies. 


Divine Achilles view'd the riſing flames, 
— exclaims: 155 


Arm, arm, Patroclus! Lo, the blaze aſpires ! 
The glowing _ — 2 the fires. * 
Arm, ere out vellels catch the ſpreading flame ; 
Arm, ere the Grecians be no more a name; 2 
1 haſte to bring the t hero ſaid; 
The friend with ardour, and with joy obey'd. 
He cas d his limbs in braſs; and firſt around 
His manly legs with ſilver buckles bound | 
The elaſping greaves; then to his breaſt applies 
The flamy cuiraſs, of a thouſand dyes; 
Emblaz'd with ſtuds of gold his faulchion ſhone 
In the rich belt, as in a ſtarry zone: 
Achilles' ſhield his ample ſhoulders ſpread, 
Achilles helmet nodded o'er his head; 
Adorn'd in all his terrible array; 


" Y 
He flaſh'd around intolerable day. 2: 18 
Alone, untouch'd, Pelides' javelin ſtands; 
Not to be pois'd but by Pelides' hands; 
From Pelion's ſhady brow the plant entire 
| Old Chiron rent, and ſhap'd it for his fire; 175 


Whoſe ſon's great arm alone the weapon wields, 

The death of heroes, and the dread of fields. 
Then brave Automedon (an honour'd name, 

The ſecond to his lord in love and ſame, | 


in peace his friend, and partner of the war) 186 


The winged courſers harneſs'd to the car; 
Xanthus and Balius, of immortal breed, 
Sprung from the wind, and like the wind in ſpeed ; 


5 


Swift Pedaſus was added to their fide 
Once great Action's, now Achilles pride) 


| Who, like in ſtrength, in ſwiftneſs, and in grace, 


A mortal courſer, match'd th' immortal race, 
His hardy Myrmidons to blood and arms. 
A, grim terrific formidable band: . 


Grim as ierocious wolves, that ſeek the ſprings 
When lcalding thirſt their burning bowelswrings;19 5 


| When tome tall flag, treſh-flaughter's in the wood, 
{tus drench'd their wide inſatiate throats with 


blood, 


| To the black fount they ruſh, a hideous throng, _ 
Wich paunct diſt ended, and with lolling tongue, 


Fire fills their eye. their black jaw sbelch the gore. 200 
Ard, gorg'd with ſlaughter, ſtill they 


more. A. 


vic w. 


High in the midſt the great Achilles ſtands, 


Full fifty veſſels, mann'd with fifty oars:; 
Five choſen leaders the fierce band; obey, 
Himſelf tupreme in valour, as in way. 

Firſt march'd Meneitheus, of celeſtial birth, 219 
Deriv'd fiom thee, whoſe waters waſh the earth, 
Divire Sperchius! Jove-dricending flood! 


A Mou mother mizmg with a, God, 


160 


165 


183 


Achilles ſpeeds from tent to tent, and warms 190 
All breathi g death, around their chief they ſtand, 


Directs their order, and the war commands. 205 
He, lov'd of Jove, had launch'd from 2 


—— — © oy mgm 
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| This aged with ſulphur, ſacred firſt to flame, 


guch was Menefthcus, but miſcall'd by fame 
The ſon of Dorus that elpous' d the dame. 

Eudorus next; whom Polymele the gay, 
Fam'd in the praceſul dance, produc'd to day, 
Her, ily Cyllenius lov'd, on her would gaze, 
As with ſwift itep ſhe form'd the running maze: 
To her high chamber, from Diana's qaire, 220 
The God purſued her, urg?d, and crown'd his fire. 
The ſon conſeſs'd his father”s heavenly race, 


215 


129 


He purg'd; and wath'd it in the running dream. 


Thin cleans d his hands: and, fixing for a ſpace 280 
His eyes on heaven, his feet upon the place 


Of ſacrifice, the purple draught he pour'd 


Forth in the midſt ; and thus the God implor'd : 


O thou Supreme high-thron'd all height — 1 
Oh great Pelaſgic, Dodouzan Tove ! 285 


| Who 'midſt ſurrounding troſts, and vapours chill, 


Preſidꝰ'ſt on bleak Dodona's vocal hill 


And heir'd his mother's ſwiſtneſs in the chaſe. 
Strong Echeclcus, bleſt in all thoſe charms 
That pleas d a God. ſucc2cded to her arms; 


Not conſcious of choſe loves, Icag hid from fame, | ſ 


With gifts of price he ſought and won the dame; 

Her ſecret offspcing to her fire ſhe bare; 

Her fire carc{s'd him with a parent's care. 
Pi{inder follow'd; matchleis in his art 

To wing the ſpear, or aim the diſtant dart; 

No hand ſo ſure of all th' Emathian line, 

70 Or if a ſurtr, Lreat Petroclus! thine. | 

The fourth by Phenix* grave command was 
+  - ovac'd; 

Laerces' meas offspring; led the laſt. 
Soon as Achilles with {ſuperior care | 

Had call d the chiefs, and order'd all the war, 

This ſtern remembrance to his troops he gave: 

Ye far-fam'd Myrmidons, ye fierce and brave! 

Think with what threats you dar'd the Trojan 

throng, 
Think what reproach theſe cars endur*d fo long, 
* Stern ſon of Pcleus ! (taus ye us d to fay, 
While, reſtleſs, raging, in your ſhips you lay) 


* Oh, nurs'd with gall, unknowing how to yield; 


230 


235 


„ Whoſe rage de! rauds us of fo fam'd a field; ; 24 5 


& If that dire fury muſt for ever burn, 

© What make we here? Return, ye chiefs, re- 
turn! | [no more, 

Such were your words—Now, warriors, erieve | 

Lo there the |rojus! bathe your ſwords in gore! 

This day ſhall give you all four foul demands; 250 

Gut all your Marte! aud weary all your hands! 

Thus while he rous'd the fire in every breaſt, 
Cloſe, and more cloſe, the liſtening cohorts preſt; 
Ranks wedg'd in ranks; of arms a ſtcely ring 
Still grows, and ſpreads, aud thickens reund the | 
dang: © 255 
As when a * wall the builder forms, 
Of ſtrength de fenſive againſt wind and ſtor: na, 
"uy Compacted ſtones the thick-ning work compoſe, 
And round him widethe riling ſtructure grows ; 
Zo helm to helm, and creſt to creſt they throng, 260 
Shield urg'd on ſhield, and man drove man along; 6 
Thick, undiſtinguiſh' a plumes, together join'd, 
Float in one ſca, and wave befoce | the wiad. 

Far o'er the reſt, in glittering pomp appear, 
There bold Automedon, Patroclus here; 265 | 
Brothers in arms, with equal fury ſir d; 

Two friends, two bodies with one ſoul ip d 

But, mindſul of the Gods, Achilles went 
To the rich coffer in his ſhady tent: 

There lay on heaps his various garments roll d, 270 
And coſtly ſurs, and carpets ſtiff with gold 
(The preſents of the filver-footed dame). 

From thence he took a bowl, of antique ſrame, 
Which never man had ſtain'd with ruddy wine, 
Nor rais'd in offerings to the Powers divine, 275 

But Peleus' ſon; and Peleus' fon to none 


* 
„ 


© And ſafe return him to theſe eyes again, 


Had rais'd in offerings, but to Jove exon 
Vor. VI. 


I 


| 


(Whoſe groves, the Selli, race auſtere | fur: ound, 


22 5 Their ſeet unwaſh'd, their flumbers on the ground ; - 


— 


Who hear, from ruſtling rocks, thy dark de- 


crecss 290 
And catch the fates, low-whifper'd in the breeze: I 


Hear, as of old! Thou gav "it, at Thetis' prayer, 

Glory to me, and to the Greeks deſpair. 

Lo, to the dangers of the light ing field 

'The beſt, the deareſt of my friends, I yield; 295 

Though nil determin'd, to my ſhips conſin'd; 

Patroclus gone, I ſtay but half behind. | 

Oh! be his guard thy providential care, 
Confirm his heart, and ſtriug his arm to war: 

Preſ<'d by his fingle force, let Hector ſce 300 

His fame in arms not owing all to me. 

But when the fleets are ſav d from foes and fire, 
Let him with conqueſt and renown retire; 

Preſurve his arms, preſerve his ſocial train, 

Great Jove confents to half the chicſ's 4 4 


But heaven's eternal doom denies the reſt ; 


To free the fleet, was granted to his prayer; 

His ſafe return, the winds diſpers'd in air. 

Back to his tent the ſtern Achilles flies, 

And waits the combat with impatient cyes. | 
Mean while the troops beneath Patroclus' care 

Invade the Trojans, and commence the war. 

As waſps, provok'd by children in their play, 


u 


__ 


Pour from their manſions by the broad high way, 


In ſwarms the guiltleſs traveller engage, 316 
W het all their ſtings, and call forth all the ir rage: 
All riſe in arms, and with a general cry | 


Aſſert their waxen domes, and buzzing progeny. 


Thus from the tents the fervent legion ſwarms, 3 520, | 


So loud their clamour, and ſo keen their arms; 
Their riſing rage Patroclus? breath inſpires, 


| Who thus inflames them with heroic fires : 
On warriors, partners of Achilles“ praiſe ! 


Be miadful of your deeds in ancient days: 325 
Your godlike maſter let your acts proclaim, 
And add new glories to his mighty name. e 
Think, your Achilles ſees you fight - be brave, 


And humble the proud monerch whom you fave. 


Joyful they heard, and, kin ing as he f. oke, 330 


Flew to the fleet, involy* di in fire and ſmoke. 

From ſhore to ſhore the doubling ſhouts — 
The hollow ſhips return a deeper found. 

The war ſtood ſtill, and all around them gaz'd, 
When great Achilles' thin! ng armeur blaz'd, . 33 35 
Troy ſaw, and thought the Jread Achilles nigh; 

At once they {ee, they tremble, and ey fly, 


hen fir{t thy ſpear, divine Patroclus! fl —_ 


Where the war rag'd, aud where the tumult 


W. 


gre 
| 0 to the ſtern of that fam'd ſhip, which bore 349 


Unbleſt ?Protelilaus to Ilion's ſhore, 

The great Pzoman, bold Pyr:zchmcs, ſlood 

(Who led his bands from Axius! windi: * } 
R 


130 


H + honulder-blade receives the fatal wound ; 

* The groaning Hatt ior pants upon the ground. 34; | 
Fi: + hag ago ſee their country's glucy Dain, 
Fir dier, ſcattor'd wer the diſtant plain. 

Parr” ae arin forbids the ſpreading bres, 


And Lom the hat- rd fig proud Fray retires: | 


Clear. irom the ſmo%te the joy ful navy lies: 
In hea; m hep the foe tumultuous flies; 
Triumy hant Greece her reſeued decks aſcends, 
And loun ac-latm the ſtarry recon rends 
So, when tick clouds inwrap the mountzin's head. 
O'cr heaven's expanſe lixe. one black ciclng ſpreaq, 
55 
Sudden the Thunderer, with a flaſhing ray, [day : 
Burſts through the darkneſs, aud lets down the 
The hills Gina out, the rocks in proſpects riſe, 
And ftreams, and vales, and forelts, ſtrike the eyes; 
The ſmiling ſcene wide opens to the ſight, 360 
| And all th* unmeaſur d zther flames with licht. 
But Troy repuls'd, and ſcatter'd o'er the plains, 
Four? d from the navy, yet the fight maintains. 
Now every Greek ſome hoſtile hero New, 
Bur till the foremoſt bold Patroclus flew ; 
\ As Ariclycus had turn'd him round, | 
Sharp in his thigh he felt the piercing wound; 
The brazen pointed ſpear, with vigour thrown, 
The thi h transfix'd, and broke the brittle bone : 
| Headlong he fell. Next, Thoas, was thy chance, 370 


350 


| 365 


Thy breaſt, unarm'd, receiv'd the Spartan lance. 1 


Fhylides dart (as Amphiclus drew nigh) 
His blow prevented, and tranſpierc'd his thigh, 
Tore ail the brawn, and rent the nerves away; 
lu darkneſs and in death the warrior lay. 5 37 5] 
In equal arms two ſons of Neſtor ſtand. 
And two bold brothers of the Lycizn band: : 
By great Antilochus, Atymnius dies, . 
Pierc'd in the flank, lamented youth! ke lies. 
Kind Maris, bleeding in his brother's wound, 380 
DP-fends the breathleſs carcaſe on the ground: 
Furious he flies, his murderer to engage; 
But godlike 'Thrafimed prevents his rage, 
Berween his arm and thoulder aims a blows _ 
His arm falls ſpouting on the duſt below ; 385 
Hs finks, with endleſs darknels cover'd o'er; 
And vents his ſoul, eXus'd with guſhing gore. 
Slain by two brothers, thus two brothers bleed, 
Sar pedon's friends, Amiſodarus' ſeed ; 
Amiſodarus, who, by Furies led, 
Tuc bane of men, abhorr'd Chimera bred ; 
Skill'd in the dart in vain, his ons expire, 
And pay the forfeit of their guilty fire. 
Stapp' d in the tumult, Cleobulus lies 
Beneath Oileus' arm, a living prize; 
A living prize not long the Trojan tood; 
The thirſty falchion drank his recking blood : 
Plung' d in his throat the ſmoking weapon lies; 
Black death, and fate unpityinx. ſcal his eyes. 
Amid the ranks, with mutual thirſt of fame, 400 
Lycon the brave, and fierce Penelcus, came; 
In vain their javelins at each other flew, 
= met in arms, their eager ſwords they drew. 
On the piun'd creſt of his Bœotiun foe, 
The daring Lycon aim'd a noble blow; 
The ſword broke ſhort: but his, Penelens ſpcd 
Full on the jund ure of the neck and head. 
The head, divided by a ſtroke ſo juſt, 


| 


395 


405 


| Dark o'er the fields th' aſcending vapour fli 


— 
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| Vertaken Neamas by Merrion ble da, 419 
Picre'd through the fioutder as he mounts his 
ſterd 5 
Wick from the car nd tumbles to the groum! : 
lis ſeimming eyes etgrnal ſhades ſurrommnd. 
Next Ery mas was doom d his fate to frel, 
li- opau'd mouth rectiv'd the Cretan ſtecl 


45 
Beneath the brain the point 4 paſſage tore, 


| Craſh'd the thin bores, and drow nd the tecth iu 


ore : 
His MD. his eyes, ais noſtrils, pour 2 flood; 
He ſobs his ſoul out in the guſh of blood. 
Y As when the flocks, negle cted by the iwain 420 
Or kids. or lambs, lie ſcatter'd o' er the plain. 
A troop cf wolves tht unguarded charge lurvc Ys 
And rend the trembling, unreſiſting prey: 
Chus on the foe the Greeks impetuous came; 
Croy fled, unmindful of her former fame. 
But ftill at Hector godlike Ajax aim d. 
Still pointed at his breaſt bis javelin flam'd ; 
h- Trojan chief, experienc'd in the field, 


425 


{ O'er his broad ſhoulders ſpread the mally Ka 


Obferv'd the ſtorm of darts the Grecians pour, 4392. : 
Aud on his bickler caught the ringing ſhower. | 


Hs ſees for Greece the lcale of conqueſt riſe, | 


Vet ſtops, and turns, and ſaves his lov'd allies. 

As when the hand of Jove a tempeſt forms, 
And rolls the clouds to blacken heaven with 

ſtorms, 3 

ies, 
And ſaades the ſun, and blots the golden ikies: 
So from the ſhips, along the duſky plain, 
Dire Flight and Terror drove the Trojan train. 
Ev'n Hector fled; through heaps of diſarray 440 
Che ficry courſers forc'd their lord away; 


| While far behind his Trojans fall confu>' 4; 5 
| Wedg'din the trench, in one vaſt Carnage bruis d: 


Chariots on chariots roll; the claſhing foxes | 
while the maddin, ſteeds break Dort their 
pyokes: 445 
in vain they labour up the ſteepy mound; | 
heir charioteers lic foaming on the — 
Fierce on the rear, with ſhouts, Patroclus flies ; 
'Cumultuous clamour falls the fields and ficics; 
Thick drifts of duſt involvetheir rapid flight ; 450 


ſight. 
Thi aſfrighted feeds, their dying lords caſt dow!', 


| Scour o'er the field, and ftretch to reach the town. 


Loud vic the rout was heard the vicior's cry, . 155 
Where the war bleeds, and where the thickeit die, 
Where horſe, and arms, aud chariots lie o er throw, 
And bleeding heroes under axles groan. | | 
No ſtop, no check, the ſtecds of Pelaus knew 
From bank to hank th* immortal courſers flows: 
Hizh-bounding o'er the ſoſſe: the whirling car 460 
— through the ranks, o ertakes the flying wat, 
And thunders aſter Hector; Hector flies, 

troclus ſhakes his lance; but Fate denies. 
Not with leſs noiſe, with leſs i impetuous force, 
Thetide of Trojans urge their deſperate courſe, 30 
Than when in Autumn Jove his fury pours, 
And earth is loaden with inceſſant ſhowers 
(When guilty mortals break th' eternal laws, 
Or judges, brib'd, betray the rizhteous cauſe) ; ; 
From their deep beds he bids the river riſe, 47% 


Hung | by the fein: the body ſuuk to ouſt. 


And opens all the Zucd-gates of the ſkies ; 


| Ciouds riſe on clouds, and heaven 1 D ſnatch' d from _ 


FPorſake, inglorious, the conten led plain; 
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Th? im torrents from their hills obey, 

Whole fields are drown' d, and mountains ſwept | 
away; 

Lond roars the deluge til ! it meets the main; 

And trembling man ſees all his labours vain. 475 

And now the chief (the foremoſt truops repell'd 

Back to the ſhips his deſtin'd progreſs held, 

Bore down half Troy in his reſiſtleſs way, 

And forc'd the rSuted ranks to ſtand the day, 

Between the ſpace where filver Simi flows, 480 

Where lay the ficers, and where the rampires 
roſe, 

All orim in duſt and bloed, Patroctus ſtands, 


| and turns the flaughrer en the conquering bar as, | 


Tirſt Pronoiis died beneath his fiery dart, 
Which piere'd below the ſhicld his valiant heart. 495 
Theſtor was next; who faw the chief appear, 


And fell the . of his caward fear; 


Surunk- up he ſat, with wild and haggar d eye, 


Alor ſtood to combat, nor had force to fly ; 


Patroclus mark'd him as he ſunn'd the war. 
And with unmanly tremblings ſhook the car, 499 
And dropp'd the flowing reins. | Lim "ewIxt the 
Jaws | 
The javelin ſticks, and from the Aber draws. 
As on a rock that over Larigs the main, 
An angler, ſtudious of the line and e. une, 
Some mighty fiſt draws parting to the ihare; 495 
Not with leſs eaſe the harbed Javelin bore 
The gaping daitard : as ihe ipear was ſhook, 
He fell, and life his heartleſs breatt forſook.. 
Next on Eryalus he flies; a flone, 
Large as a rock, was by his fury thrown : Foc 
Full on his crown the ponderous fragment Fr, 
And burit the helm, and cleit the head in two: 
Prone to the ground the breathleſs warrior fell. 
And death involy'd him with the ſhades of heit. 
Then low in duſt Epaltes, Echius lie Jog 
Ipheas, Evippus, Polymelus, die; | 
Amphoterus, and Erymas ſucceed; 
And 'aſt Tlepolemus and Pyres -+#Y | 
Where'er he moves, the growing — ſpread 
In heaps on heaps; a monument of dead. 510 
When now Sarpedon his brave friends beheld 
Grorelling in duſt, and gaſping on the fil, 
With this reproach his flying hoſt he warms: 
(ah ſtain to honour ! oh di grace to arms! 
315 
This hand, unaided, ſhall the war ſuſtain: | 
The taſk be mine, this hero's ſtrength to try, 
Who mows whole troops, and makes an army fly. 
He ſpake; and, ſpeaking, leaps from off the car; 
Fatroclus lighes, and ſternly waits the war. 520 
As when two vultures on the mountains height 
Stoop with reſounding pinions to the fight ; 
They cuff, they tcar, they raiſe a ſerenaning cry : 
The defart echoes, and the rocks reply : 
The warriors thus, oppos d in arms, engage 525 
With equal clamours, and with equal cave. _ 
Jove view'd the combat; whole event ſoreieen, 


| 


He thus beſpoke his Siiter aud bis Queen : 

The hour draws on; the Deitinics ordain, 

My godlike fon mall pref. the Phrygiau plain: 530 
Already on the verge of dcath he ſtumds, 

_ His life is ow's to fierce Patroclus' hands. 

What paſſions in a parent's breaſt debate 

Say, Hall I ſnatch him frem impending fate, 


[| 


| 
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And ſend him ſafe to Lycia, diſtant far 535 
From all the dangers and the toiis of war; 
Or to his doom my braveſt offspring yield, 

And fatten with celeſtial blood he field ? — 


I ben thus the Goddeis with the radi unt eyes: 


What words are theſe? O Sovercignot ti Skics! 5 40 
! Whoſe bounds were 6x'd h-fore his race gan? 


Short is the date preſcrib'd to mortal m 15 
* Jove, for ove, extend the narrow ſi an, 5 
How many fons of (ods, fredoο md ro cath, 

| Roiore prond hen mutt reben their breath! 545 


| Were thine ex: mpt, debate would riſe above, 


And murmuring powers condemn their Partial 
Tove, 

ive the bald chief a glorious fate in night: | 

And, when th" aſcending foul has vwing'd her 
A.ohr, | 


| 
7 et Slee . and Drath convey, by thy oo inet — | 


ne biegt! e ts dody to his native Ln. 


iis friends att people, to his future praiſe, 

A mathle tom ant Pyromick mali rule, 

Aid laſting honours co his athes give ; 

ii fame Ctisan he dead can bs c) ſhall live. 555. 
She fi; the Clondeconripeile:, overcome, 
Aſſents to faite, .d ratifics the 4 un 

hen, touch'd wwh ; 


'twi'd | 


5 „rief. tlie WEEN, heavins G a 


| A thower af blood ne alt ene fatal ficid ; 


he God, his eyes 19 ts from (he plein 560 

Laments his foi, predeitin'd 5 be , 

bar frem the Lycian ſhores, Þ Ez * native 
| rig It, 

| Now met ia arms, the cost atante appe oF, 

Each heav'd the hic 1d, and poi Cd he Ire focar; 

From ſtiong Patroclus' hand cr zehn fel. 505. 

| And pats'd che groin of valiant : Heatwucd; 

| Che nerves unbrac'd, no moe his ulkk GHiituin, 

[ He fail, aud fc ling bires che bloody plan, 

wo foundin:s darts the Lycian leader threw; 

Ike firſt aloof with erring furs flew, 

i he next trauſhiere'd- Achilles me: tal ſteed, 

Phe gencrou. Pedaſus of The ban breed ; 

| fix'd in the aulder's joint, he re I'd around, 

Koll d in the bloody duſt, and paw'd the iure 

ground. 


579 | 


| His ſuddea fall th 1 VER? bro! e; - $7 75 


£ Wach 1xle crackled, and tlic c hariot hook: 


* hen hald Zutamedon, to diſengage 
e ſtarting courſcis, and eſtrain their rage, 
ni eides the traces wi h iis fwor?, ard freed 


* h' incumber' chariot from the dying tees ; 580 


= he ret move on, ohedi-nt to ti rein; 1 
he car rolls flowly ober the duhy plain. | 
The towering chiefs to fiercer fi ahts advance, 


ö . 


| And firtt S rpe. lon w hiri'd his weighty lance, [535 


nich o'cr tue warciar's ſhoulder took its courſe, 
end ſprit in empty air its dying force. 

Not to Patroclu- nevei-rrring dart : 

Aim'd ac his breatt, it picre'd the uhr tal part, 
here the ittong fibres bind the ſolid heart; 


r nen, as che mountain — or pupias tall, 570 
en 

Node ro the axe, till wich a = aning found 

It fink s, and ſpreads ite honons- on the ronnd F 


Thus fell tlie king; 


and, laid oa cart. pe, 


ov 7 ; i 
Before his ckarwot ſtrætch'd his Forts dd,: $95 
He graip'd the duit diflein'd with ftromm: ore, 


And. pale 10 death. lay groauing o the ore. 7 


The trembling limbs, 


132 


8o lies a bull beneath the lion's paws, 
While the grim ſavage grinds with foamy jaws 


blood; boo the wood. 


Decp groans, and hollow roars, re-bcllow through | 


'Chen to the leader of the IL yciau band 


The dying chief addlreſo'd his laſt command: 


Glaucus, be bold; thy taſk be firſt to dare 
The glorious dangers of deſti uAive war, 
To lead my troops, to combat at their head, 
In cite the living, and ſupply the dead. 

Tell them, I charg'd them with my lateſt breath 
Not unreveng'd to bear Sarpedor.'s death. 

What grief, what ſhame, muſt Glaucus undergo, 610 
If theſe ſpoiPd arms adorn a Grecian foe ! | 


605 


Then as a friend, and as a warrior, fight; 


7 


Defend my body, conquer in my right; 
That, taught by great examples, all may try 
Like thee to vanquiſh, or like me to die 
He ceas'd ; 
breath, 


tas! 


And his eyes darken'd with the ſhades of death. 
Th' inſulting victor with diſdain beſtrode | 


The proſtrate prince, and on his boſom trod; 
Then drew the weapon from his panting heart,620 


From the wide wound guſh' d out a ſtream of ” [is half the glory to maintain our prize. 


The reeking fibres clinging to the dart; 
blood, 


- And the foul iſſued in the purple flood. 


i 


__ Suppor 


v 


His flying ſteeds the Myrmidons detain, © 

ided now, their mighty maſter ſlain. 625 

All impotent of aid, transfix d with grief, 5 

Glaucus heard the dying chief. 

ul arm, yet uſeleſs with the — 

Inflicted Ns ove by Teucer's deadly dart, 

ted on his better hand he ſtay d; 630 

10 Phœbus then, {'twas all he could) he pray'd 
All-ſeeing monarch ! whether Lycia's coaſt, 

Or ſacred lion, thy bright preſcnce boaſt, 

| Powerful alike to caſe the wretch's ſmart ! ! 

O hear me ! God of every healing art! 

Lo! Riff with 8 and pere d with 


That ab a my arm, and ſhoots thro” every vein, 
1 ſtand, unable to ſuſtain the ſpear, | 
— dab, at diſtance from the giorious war, 
Low in the duſt is great Sarpedon laid, 
Nor Jove vouchſaf'd his hapleſs oifepring aid. 
But thou, O God of Health ! thy ſucrour lend, 
To guard the reliques of my ſlaughtered friend. 


| 640 | 


Fur chou, though diſtant, canſt reſtore my might, 


To head my Lycians, and ſupport the fight. C45 
Apollo heard; and, ſuppliant as he ſtood, 


His heavenly hand reſtrain” d the flux of blood: 


He drew the Colours from the wounded part, 


And breath'd a ſpirit in his riſing heart: 


Rene wd by art divine, the hero ſtands, 


650 
And owns th' aſſfiſtincs of immortal hands. 


Firſt to the fight his native troops he warms, 


Then loudly calls on 'Yroy's vindictive arms: 
With ample ſtrides he ſtalks from place to place; 
Now fires Agenor, now Polydamas; 
FEneas next, an and Hector, he ends; 
Inflaming thus the rage of all their boſts: 
What cheughts, regardleſs chief! thy breaſt 
employ ? | 


Oh too forgetful of the ſriends of Troy! 


655 
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and fucks the ſmokiny 


IA hoſt of heroes, and out-ſhin'd them all. 


the Fates ſuppreſs'd his TY | 


635 
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Thoſe generous friends, who, from their * 
far, | 
Breathe their brave ſouls out in another's 
See ! where in duſt the great Sarpedon 2 
In action valiant, and in council wiſe, 
| Who guarded right, and kept his people free; 
ro all his Lycians loft, and loſt to thee ! 
 Stretch'd by Patroclus' arm on yonder plains, _ 
o fave from hoſtile rage his lov'FFemains : 
Ah let not Greece his conquer'd trophios boaſt, 
Nor on his coſt revenge her heroes loſt. | 
He ſpoke; each leader in his grief partook, 670 
| Troy, at the loſs, through all her legions ſhook. 
Transfix'd with deep regret, they view o'crthrown 
At once his country's pillar, and their own; 
A chief, who led to Troy's beleaguer'd wall 


"665 | 


673 

Fir'd they ruſh on; firſt Hector ſeeks the foes, 

And with ſuperior vengeance greatly glows. 
But o'cr the dead the fierce Patroclus ſtands, 

| And, rouzing Ajax, rouz'd the liſtening bands 

| Heroes, be men! be what you were before; 680 

Or weigh the great occaſion, and be more. 


| 1s chief who taught our lofty walls to yield, 


Lies pale in death, extended on the field. 
| To guard his body, Troy in numbers flies ; * 
| Haſte, ſtrip his arms, the flaughter round him 
And {nd the living Lycians to the dead. [ ſpread, 

1 The heroes kindle at his fierce command; 
The martial ſquadrons cloſe on either hand: 
Here Troy and Lycia charge with loud alarms, 690 | 
Theſſalià there, and Greece, oppoſe their arms. 


| With horrid ſhouts they circle round the ſlain ; 


The claſh of armour rings o'er all the plain. 
Great Jove, to ſwell the horrors of the fight, 
O'er the fierce armies pours pernicious night; : 695 


And round his ſon confounds the warring hoſts, 


His fate ennobling with a crowd of ghoſts. 

| Now Greece gives way, and great Epigeus falls; 
Agacleus' ſon, from Budium's lofty walls: 

Who, chas'd for murder thence, a ſuppliant came 709 7 5 
Co Pelæus and the filver-footed dame; | : 
Now ſent to Troy, Achille” arms to aid, 

He pays due vengeance to his kinſman's OY 


Soon as his luckleſs hand had touch'd the dead, 


A rock's large fragment thunder'd on his head; 705 
1 Hurkd by Hectoreun force, it cleft in twain | 


| His Mater d hel, aud frerch'd him o'r — 


ſlain, 

Fierce to the van of fight Patroclus came; 
And, like an eagle darting at his gane, 

Sprung on the Trovjan and the Lycian band; 710 
What grief thy heart, what fury urz'd thy hand, 

Oh generous Greek! when with full vigour thrown | 
At Sthenelaũs flew the weighty ſtone, 

Which funk him to the dead: when 3 

near 
-That arm, drew back; and Hector learn d to fear. 
Far as an able hand > lace can throw, 


| Or at the liſts, or at the fighting foe ; 


So far the Trojans from their lines retir'd; ; 
Till Glaucus, turning, all the reſt inſpir'd. 
Then Bathyclæus fell beneath his rage, 
The only hope of Chalcon's trembling age : 
| Wide o'er the land was ſtretch'd his large domain, 


With ſtately ſcats, and riches, bleſt in vain : 


720 
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Him, bold with youth, and eager to purſue | This inſtant ſee his ſhort-liv'd trophies won, 
The flying Lycians, Glaucus met, an flew; 725 | And ftretch him breathleſs on his flaughter'd 


- 


Pierc'd through the boſum with a ſudden wound, ſon; | 
He fell, and, falling, made the fields reſound. Or yet, with many a ſoul's untimely Night, 790 
Th' Achaians ſorrow for their Hero flain ; Augment the fame and horror of the fight. -* 
With conquering ſhouts the Trojans ſhake the | To crown Achilles' valiant friend with praiſe 
| plain, [730 | At length he dooms; and, that his laſt of & days 
And crowd to ſpoil the dead: the Greeks * Shall ſet in glory, bids him drive me for; © | 
An iron circle round the carcaſe grows. - Nor unattended fee the ſhades below. 795 
Then brave Laogonus reſign d his breath, Then HeRor's mind he fills with dire diſmay; 
Diſpatch'd by Merion to the ſhades of death: | He mounts his car, and calls his hoſts away, 
On Ida's holy hill he made abode, Sunk wich Troy' 8 heavy fates, he fees decline - 
; The prieſt of Jove, and honour'd like his God. 735 | The ſcales of Jove, and pants with awe divine. 
Between the jaw and ear the javelin went : Then, or before, the hardy Lycians fled, 200 
I' be ſoul, exhaling, iſſucd at the vent. And left their monarch with the common deal : 
| His ſpear Eneas at the victor threw, I ͤArxound, in heaps on heaps, a dreadful wall 


Who ſtooping forward from the death withdrew ; | Of carnage riſes, as the heroes fall. | 
The lance hils'd harmleſs o er his covering ſhield, | (So Jove decreed 1) at length the Greets Stain 
| 740 | The prize conteſted, and deſpoil the flaia, 806 
And trembling ſtruck and rooted in the field ; The radiant arms are by Patroclus borne, , 
There yet ſcarce ſpent, it quivers on the plain, Patroclus' ſhips the glorious fpoils adorn. 
Sent by the great AEneas' arm in vain, pd Then thus to Phœbus, in the realms above, 


Swift as thou art (the raging hero crics) | | Spoke from his throne tne Cloud-compelling Jove: 
And ſkill'd in dancing to diſpute the prize, 745 | Deſcend, my Phœbus! on the Phrygian plain, $1a 
My fpear, the deſtin'd paſſage had it found, And from the fight convey Sarpedon ſiain; | 
| Had fix'd thy active vigour to the ground. [Then bathe his body in the cryſtal flood: 
Oh valiant leader of the Dardan hoſt! | With duſt dilhonour'd, and deform'd with blood: 
(inſulted Merion thus retorts the boaſt) ider all his limbs celeſtial odours ſhed, 


Strong as you are, tis mortal force you truſt, 750 And with celeſtial robes adorn the dead. | 215 


An arm as ſtrong may ſtretch thee in the duſt. Thoſe rites diſcharg'd, his ſacred corſe bequeath 
D And if to this my lance thy fate be given, xo the ſoſt arms of filent Sleep and Death. 8 
. Vain are thy vaunts; ſucceſs is {till from 3 l to his {riends the mourntul charge mall bear, 
4 | | This inſtaat ſends thee down to Pluto's coaſt; ] His ſricnds a tomb and pyramid ſhall rear; ; | 
Mine is the glory, his thy parting ghoſt. 7 Sy What honours mortals after death receive, Tas 
| | | DOD friend (Menctius' fon this anſwer gave) Thoſe unavailing honours we may give! 
1 With words to combat, ill beſits the brave; | Apollo bows, and from mount tda's height 
| . Not empty boalts the G15 of Troy repel, Swift to the field precipitates his flight; EY 
[1 Tour ſwords muſt plunge them to the ſhades of | Thence from the war the breathleſe hero! bore, 
| 3 hell. Veil'd in. a cloud, to ſilver Simois' ſhore; 823 
| | | To ſpeak, beſrems the council: but to dare 760 There bath'd his honourable wounds, and drek 
In glorious act ion, is the taſk of war. i. His maaly members in th* immortal veſt; 
This faid, Patroclus to the battle flies; And with p-rfumes of ſwect ambroſial dews, | 
Great Merion follows, and new ſhouts ariſe: | Reſtore: | his freſka-ſs, and his ſor n renews. ¶ 8 30 
| Shields, helmets rattle, as the warriors clole; Then Sleep and Death, two twins of winged race. 
| | And thick and heavy ſound the ſtorm of blows. 76; | Of matchleſs ſwittnets, but of ſilint pace, | 
| As thro' the ſhrilling vale, or mountain ground, | Recciv'd Surpedon, at the God's command, 
4 The labours of the woodman's axe reſound; And i in a moment reach'd the Lycian land 
| | Blows following blows are heard re- echoing wide, | The corſe amidit his Weeping! fricnds they laid, | 
5 While crackling foreſts fall on every fide: Where endleſs honours wait the ſ:cred ſhade. 235 | 
18 Thus echo'd all the fields with loud alarms, 770 Mea! while Parroclus pours along the plains, 
So fell the warriors, and ſo rung their arms... | With foaming courſers, and with n eins. 
Now great Sarpedon on the ſandy ſhore, | Fierc: on the Lrojan and the Lycian _ 
His heavenly form defac'd with duſt an E | Ah blind to fate! thy he ullong fury fle 


And ſtuck with darts by _ heroes  Avaint what Fate and powerful Jove a. 240 In 
Lies undiſtinguiſh'd from the vulgar dead. 775. Vain was thy friend's command, thy courage vain ; 


His lon; z-diſputed corſe the chiefs encloſe, | For he, the God, whoſe counſels uncuntrol d 

On every ſide the buſ combat grows; Diſmay he mighty, and confound the bold; 

Thick as beneath ſome ſhepherd's thatehd abode | The Go! who gives, r-{umes, and orders a.1, 

(The pails high-foaming with a milky flood) He urg* i the on, and urg'd thee on to tall, 845 
The buzzing flies, a perſevering train, 730 Who firft, brave hero! by that arm vas ſhin, 


Inceſſant ſwarm, and chas'd return again. | Wao laſt, beacaih thy vengeance, prefs'd the 
Jove view'd the combat with a ſtern ſurvey, Warn Howen itſelf thy fatal fury led, (plain ; 


And eyes that flaſh'd intolerable day. Ian calFd to fit we number of the dead ? 

Fix'd on the field his fi; ht, his breuſt debates Adrettus firit ; v4utonvis then ſuccceds; 850 
The vengeance due, an 4 meditares the fates : 785 þ &chuclus (olluws; next young Mega» bleeds ; 
Whether to ur ge their prompt eſſect, and call IL. air, I 1vpprs, bite the grout : 


The force of Hector to Putrocius? tali, Phe flzurht laius and Mulius cro wa” d: 
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Then ſunk Pylartes to eternal night; 
The reſt, diſperſing, truſt their fates to flight. $55 
Now Troy had ſtoop d beneath his matchleis 
wer, 
But flaming Phebus kept the ſaered tower. 
Thrice at the battlemeuts Patroclus ſtrook, 
His blazirg ægis thrice Apollo ſhook: 1860 


He try d the fourth; when burſting from the cloud, 


A more than mortal voice was heard aloud : 
| Patroclus! ceaſe ; 3 this hea ven- deſended wall 
Defies thy lance ; not ſated yet to fall; 

Thy friend, thy greater far, it ſhall withſtand : 

Troy ſhall not ſtoop ev'n to Achilles hand. 865 
So ſpoke the God who darts celeſtial fires; 

The Greek obeys him, and with awe retires : 
While Hector, checking at the Scæan gates 
His panting courſers, in his breaſt debates, | 
Or in the field his forces ro employ, 870 
Or draw the troops within the walls of Troy. 
Thus while he thought, befide him Phœbus ſtood, 

la Afius' ſhape, who reign'd by 3angar's flood; 

(Thy brother, Hecuba! from Dymas ſprung, 

A valiant warrior, haughty, bold, and young. 875 
Thus he accoſts him: What a ſhameful fight ! 
Gods! is it Hector that fcrbears the fight? 
Were thine my vigour, this ſuccesful ſpear 
Should ſoon convince-thee of ſo falle a fear. 


Turn then, ah turn thee to the field of fame, 880 | 


And in Patroclus' blood eſſace thy ſhame. 

Perhaps Apollo ſhall thy arms ſucceed, _ 

And Heaven ordains him by thy lance to bleed. 

So ſpoke th' inſpiring God; then took his flight, 

And plung'd amidſt the tumult of the _ * 

Ke bids Cebrion drive the rapid ca; 

The laſh reſounds, the courſers ruſh to war: 

The God the Grecians' ſinking ſouls depreſt, 

And pour'd ſwift ſpirits through each Trojan breaſt, 

Patroclus lights, impatient for the fight; 3890 

A ſpcar his left, a tone employs his right: 

With all his nerves he drives it at the foe; 

Pointed above, and rough and groſs below: 

The falling ruin cruſh'd Cebrion's head, 

The lawleis offspring of king Priam's bed; 895 

His front, brows, eyes, one undiſtinguiſh'd wound: 
The burſting balls drop ſightleſs ro the 

The chariotcer, while yet he held the rein, 

Struck ſrom the car, falls headlong on the plain. 
To the dark ſhades the ſoul unwilling glides; goo 

While the proud victor thus his fall derides; 

| Good heavens! what active feats you artiſt 

ſhows! 

What ſkilful divers are our Phrygian foes! 
Mark with whateale they ſink into the ſand! 
Pity! that all their practice is by land! 905 

Then, ruſting forward on his proſtrate * 

To ſpoil the carcaſe fierce Patroclus flies: 

Swift as a lion, terrible and bold, | 

That ſweeps the fields, depopulates the fold; 

Pierc'd through the dauntleſs heart, then tum- 

dles flain; 910 

And from bis fatal courage finds his nag 

At once bold Hector leaping from his car, 

Defends the body, and provokes the war. 

Thus for ſome flaughter'd hind, with equal rage, 

Two lordly rulers of the wood engage; 915 

Stung with fierce hunger, each the prey invades, 

And eching roars rebellow through the ſhades. 


Ha 


HOMER. 


| Stern Hector fiſtens on the warriar's head MN 
And by the foot Patroclus drags the dead., 


—k__— 


Mix the contending hoſts in mortal ſighr. 

So, pent by hills, the wild winds roar aloud 
In the deep boſom of ſome gloomy wood; 
Leaves, arms, and trees, aloft in air are blown, 


This way and that the rattling thicket bends, 
And the whole ſoreſt in one craſh deſcends. 

Not with leſs noife, wich leſo tumultuous rage. 
In dreadful ſhock the mingled hoſts cng1ge. 
Darts ſhower'd on darts, now round the carcaſe 


| ring; 20 
Now flights of arrows bounding from the ſtring : 


Stones follow ſt / nes; fome clatter on the ſields, 

Some, hard and heavy, ſhake the ſounding, ſhields. 

But where the riſing whirlwind clouds the 
plains, 


And, firetch'd in death, forgets the guiding 8 
reins! | 

Now, flaming from the zenith, Sol ha driven 

His fervid orb through half the vault of heaven; 


I While on each hoſt with equal tempeſt {Il | 
The ſhowering darts, and numbers ſunk to hell. 949 
But when his evening wheels o'crhung the main, 


Glad conqueſt reſted on the Grecian train. 
Then, ſrom amidſt the tumult and alarms, 


And, breathing flanghter, pours amid the foes. 


And thrice three heroes at each onlct flew. 
There ends thy glory! there the Fate: vntwine 


Apollo dreadful ſtops the nw. dle way; 

Death calls, and Heaven allows no longer day! 
For lo! the God, in duſky clouds enſhrin d, 

Approaching dealt a ſtaggering blow behind. 


His eyes flaſh ſparkles, his ſtunn'd ſenſes reel 
In giddy darkneſs: far to diſtance flung, 
His bouniling helmet on the champain rung. 


Long us d, untouch'd, in fighting fields to ſhine, 
And ſhade the temples of the man divine. | 
Jove dooms it now on Hector's helm to nod: 
Not long—for Fate purſues him, and the God. 


The corſclet his aſtoniſh'd breaf forſakes : 
Stupid he ſtares, and all- aſſiſtleſs ſtands : 


| Such is the force of more than mortal hands! 970 


A Dardan youth there was, well known to fame, 
From Panthus ſprung, Euphorbus was his name; 
Fam'd for the manage of the foaming horſe, 
Skill'd in the dart, and matchleſa in the courſe; 
Full twenty knights he tumbled from the car, 975 
While yet he learn'd his rudiments of war. 

His venturous ſpear firſt drew the hero's gore; 
He ſtruck, he wounded, but he durſt no more; 
Nor, though diſarm'd, Patroclus* fury ſtood; | 
But ſwift withdrew the long- protended wood f 980 
And turn d him ſhort, and herded in th crowd. 


While all around, confuſion, rage, and fright, 920 


The broadoaks crackle, and the Syivans eroan; 9275 


| Sunk i in ſoft duſt the mighty chief remains, 935 > 


They draw the conquer'd corſc, and radiant arms. 
Then raſh Patroclus with new fury glows, 945 


Thrice on the preſs, like Mars himſelf, he ſlew, | 


The laſt, black remnant of ſo bright a line; 952 


The weighty ſhock his neck and ſhoulders feel; 955 T 


Achilles' plume is ſtain'd with duſt and gore, [960 
| That plume, which never ſtoop'd to earth before; 


His ſpear in ſhivers falls: his ample ſhield 945 ; f 
| Drops from his arm: his baldrick ſtrows the field : 


Looſe is each joint ; each nerve with horror ſhakes. 


„ 8 * TAs _ 


da, Icorcl.'d with leut, along the deſert ſhore, 


At length the ſovereign ſavage wins the ſtrife, 


As ding now at Heetor's fect he lies, 16 
Ile feruly views him, and triumphing cries! 


| Thy pride once prom:s'd, of ſubverting Troy; 


And much enjoin ther, this impertant day. | 
Return not, my brave friend (perhaps he =} 


. ; Lies pierc d with wounds among the vulgar 


_ Great Menclaiis, touch'd with generous woe, 
Springs to the ſront, and guards him from the foe ; 


 Thurnz, and re-turns her, with a mother's care. 
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Thus, by an arm divine, and mortal fpear, : | 


Wound. d at once, Patrocius yields to fear, 

P-ctires for ſuccour to his ſocial train, [985 
And flies the fate, which Heaven decrceld, in vain. 
gtern HeQor, as the bleeding c! he views, 
Breaks thruugn the ranks, and his retreat purſues ; 
The lance wrefts him with a mortal wound; 

He fails, carth thunders, and his arms reſound. 


W th him all Greece was funk ; that moment all 


Fer yet-ſurviving Heroes feem'd to fall. [990 

The roaring lion meets a briſtly boar, 

Faſt by the ſpring : they both diſpute the flood. 

With flaming eyes, and jaws beſmear'd with 
bluod ; 995 


And the torn boar reſigns his thirſt and life. 


Pirrochus thus, fo mary chiefs o'erthrown, =» 


So many lives effus'd, expires his on. 
TITOO 


Liz ti cre, Patrucius: and with thee, the joy 


The iancy'd ſcenes of Hon wrapt in flames, [1c05 


And thy ſoft plealures ſerv'd with captive Games: 
— Vnthinkiag man! I fought, thoſe towers to free, 
Aud guard that beautevas race from lords like 


But thou a prey to vultures ſflalt be made; (there: 


Thy ov-n Achilles connce lend thee aid; Sf 
Though much ac parting that great chief might 


fy, | ICIO 


4. Without the bloudy arms of Hector dead.” 


He ſpoke, Patroclus march'd, and thus he ſped. 


ut thou, imperious! hear my late 
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Supine and wildly gazing on the ſkies, 1015 

Wich faint, expiring breath, the chief replies: 

Vain boaſter ! crate, and know the Powers di- 

Jove's and Apollo's is this deed, not thine; (vine! 

10 Heaven is ow'd whate'er your own you call, 

And Heaven itſelf 6ifarm'd me ere my Fall. 19020 

Had twenty mortals, cach thy match in might, 

Oppos'd me fairly, they had funk in fight : 

By Fate and Phoebus was | firſt o'erthrown, 

| Euphorbus next, the third mean * thy own: 

breath; 1025 

he Gods infpire it, and it ſounds thy death. 

inſulting man, thou Tialt be ſoon as I; 

Black fate hangs o'er thee, and thy hour draws 

Ev'n now on liſe's laft verge | fee thee ſtand, 

I fee thee fall, and by Achilles“ band. 1030 
He faints ; the foul unwilling wings her way 

(The beautcous body left a load of clay) 

Flits to the lone, uncomiortable coait, 

A naked, wandering, melancholy ghoſt! | 

| Then Hector, pauſing, as his eyes he fed 1035 


; Ou the pale carcaſe, thus addreis'd the dead: 


From whence this boding ipeech, the ſtern decree 
Oft death denoung d, or why denounc'd to me? 
Why not as well Achilles' fate be given Fe 
To Hector's lance ? Who knows the will of Hea- 
ven ? : ns © 7 
Penſi ve he ſaid; then preſſing, as he lay, | 
His breathleſs boſom, tore the lance away, 2 
And upwards caſt the corpſe: the recking ſpear 
He ſhakes, and charges the bold charioteer. 
But ſwift Automedon wich looſen'd reins 1043 
Rapt in the chariot o'er the diſtant plains, 
Far from his rage th' immortal courſers drove, 
| Th' immortal courſers were the gift of Jove. 


— 


THE ARGUMENT. 
1 The ſeventh | Battle, for the Body of Patroclus : the AR of M. nelaus. 


Helis advamiry, Mlenelaut retires ; but ſuon returns eith Ajax, and drives bim of. This Glauces objetty 
#* Hector as a flight; udo thereupon puts on the armour be bad won from Patroclus, and renews the battle. 
| The Greeks yive x: ay, till Ajax rallies them : {Eneas ſuſtains the Trizans. Mneas and Hector attempt the 

churict of Achilles, which is borne off by Automedon. The borſes of Achull.s deplore the loſs of Patreclus : 
Japiter covers his body with a thick darkneſs : the noble prayer of Ajax on that occaſion. Menelaus ſends 
Auntilichus ta Achilics, with the news of Patroclus death ; then returns to the fiobt ; wobere, though attached 
uh the vtnnf fury, be and Mer ioncs, afſifled by the Ajaxes, bear off the body to the ſhips. DM 5 


85 The lime ts the eveniag of the eigbt and twentieth day ” 


x the cold earth divine Patroclus ſpread, 
dead. 
Thus round her new-fall*a younꝑ the heifer moves, 
Fruit of her throes, and firſi- born of her loves, [S 
And anxious (helpleſs as he lies, and bare) 


Oppos'd to cach that near the carcaſe came, {10 


5 The ſeene lies in the fields before Troy. 


The ſon of Panthus, ſkill'd the dart to ſend, 
Eyes the dead hero, and inſults the friend : 
This hand, Atrides, laid Patroclus low; 
Warrior deſiſt, nor tempt an equal blow: 5 
To me the ſpoils my proweſs won, reſign; Is 
Depart with life, and leave the glory mine. 
The Trojan thus: the Spartan monarch burn'd 
With generous anguiſh, and in ſcorn return'd : 
 Laugh'ft thou not, ve! ſrom thy ſuperior throne, 


LL broad ſuicld glamers, and his lances flame, 


LO —— 


When moriais boat of proweſs nat their own ? 


[mgh; 


Proud of his deed, and glorious in the prize, 
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Not thus the lion glories in his might, 
Nor panther braves his ſpotted foe in 6ehe, 
Nor thus the boar {thoſe terrors of the plain) 
Ran only vaunts his force, and vaunts in vain, 
But far the vaineſt of the boaſtful kind 25 
Theſe fons of Panthus vent their haughty mind. 
Yet tvras but late, bencath my conquering ſtccl 
This boaſter's brother, Hyperenor, fell; 
Againit our arm, which raſhly he defy'd, 
Vain was his vigour, and as vain his pride. | 
Theſe eyes beheld him on the duſt expire, 
No more to cheer his ſpouſe, or glad his fire. 
Preſumpraous youth! like hi ſhall be thy doom, 
Go, wait thy brother to the Stygian gloom; 3 
Or, while thou may' i, avoid the threaten'd fate ; 
Fools ſtay to fee) it, and are wiſe too late. 
Unmov'd Euphorbus thus: That action known, 
Come, for my brother's blood repay thy own. 
His weeping father claims thy deſtin'd head, 
And ſpouſe, a widow in her bridal bed-:; 
enn tkeſe thy conquer'd ſpoils I ſhall beſtow, 
To ſoothe a corfort's and a parent s woe 3 | 
| AC longer then defer the glorious ſtrife, 
Let Heaven decide our fortune, fame, and life. 
S8 Swift as the word the miſſile lance he flings, 45 
The well-aim'd weapon on the buckler rings, 
But blunted by the braſs innoxious falls. 
On Jove the father, great Atrides calls, 
Nor flies the javelin from his arm in vain, 
le pierc'd his throat, and bent him to the plain; 5 
Wide though the neck appears the grifly wound, 
Prone ſinks the warrior, and his arms re 
The ſhining circlets of his golden hair, | 
| Which ev'n the Graces might be proud to wear, 
Inſtarr d with gems and gold, beſtrow the ſhore, 55 
With duſt diſhonour'd, nd deform'd with gore. 
As the young olive, in ſome ſylvan ſcene, 
| Crown'd by freſh fountains with eternal green, 
_ Lifts the gay head, in ſnowy flowerets fair, 
And plays and dances to the gentle air; 60 
When lo! a whirlwind from high heaven invades 
The tender plant, and withers all its ſhades; 
| It lies uprooted from its genial bed, 
T lovely ruin, now defac'd and dead. 
Thus young, thus beautiful, Euphorbus lay, 
While the fierce Spartan tore his arms away. 


40 


65 


Affrighted Troy the towering victor flies: 
Flies, as before ſome mountain lion's ire 
The village curs and trembling ſwains retire, 70 


When nk the flaughter d bull they hear him 


And e his" jaws Giſtill with ſmoking gore; | 
All pale with fear, at diſtance fatter” d round, 
They ſhout inceſſant, and the vales reſound. [75 

Mean while Apollo view'd with envious eyes, 


And urg'd great Hector to diſpute the prize 


Lin Menres' thape, beneath whoſe martial care 
The rough Ciconians learn'd the trade of war:) 


Forbear, he cry'd, with ſruitleſs ſpeed to chaſe 


Achilles“ courſers, of ztherial race; 80 
They ſtoop not, theſe, to mortal man's command, 
Or ſtoop to none but great Achilles? hand. 

Too long amus'd with a purſuit'fo vain, 
Turn, and behold the brave Euphorbus , 
By Sparta flain ! ſor ever now ſuppreſt 


Tue fire which burn d in dat undauuted breaft! "| _ 


30 | 


| 


HOMER. 


| Thus having ſpoke, Apollo wing'd his flight, 
And mix'd with mortals iu the toils of bght : 
His words infix'd unutterable care 90 
Deep in great Hector's foul : through all the war 
He darts his auxious eye ; and inſtant view'd 
The breathleſs hero in his blood imbrued 

(Forth wel ing from the wound, as prone he lay) 
And in die victor's hands the ſhining prey. 
Sheath'd in bright arms, through cleaving ranks 


8 


he flics, 5 95 
And ſends his voice in thunder to the "TINGS | 
Fierce as a flood of flame by Vulcan ſent, 
It flew, aud fir'd the nations as it went. 


— 
Atrides from the voice the ſtorm divin'd, | 
And thus explor'd his own uncoaquer'd mind: 1co . 
Ihen ſhall J quit Patroclus on the plain, 
Slain in my cauſe, and for my honour flain? 
Deſert the arms, the relicks of my rind? : 
Or, ſingly, Hector and his troops attend! {205 | 
Sure where fuch partial favour heaven beſtuw'd, 
To brave the hero were to brave tue God: 
Forgive me, Greece, if once | quit the field ; 

"Vis not to Hector, but to heaven I yield. 

Vet, nor the God, nor heaven, ſhall give me fear, 
Did but the voice of Ajax reach my ear: 110 
Still would we turn, ſtill battle on the plains, 


And give Achilles all that yet remains 


Of his and our Patroclus— This, no more, 


| | The time allow'd : Troy thicken'd on the ſhore, 


| A ſable ſcene! The terrors Hector led. 
Slow he recedes, and ſighing quits the dead. 
So from the fold th' unwilling lion parts, 


115 


 [Farc'd by loud clamours, and a ſtorm of darts; 


| He flies indeed, but threatens as he flies, 
With heart indignant and retorted eyes. 
Now enter'd in the Spartan ranks, he turn'd 
12 manly breaſt, and with new fury burn d; 

r all the black battalions ſent his view, 
And through the cloud the god-like Ajax knew ; | 


8 


All grim in arms, and cover'd o'er with blood; 
There breathing courage, where the God of Day 
Had ſunk each heart with terror and difmay. 

To him the king : Oh Ajax, oh my friend ; 


Haſte, and Patroclus' lov'd remains deſend: 130 
The body to Achilles to reſtore, . 
Demands our care; alas, we can no more! 

For naked now, deſpoil'd of arms, he lies; 

And Hector glories in the dazzling prize. *s 35 
He ſaid, and touch'd his heart. The raging pair 


Pierce the thick battle, and provoke the war. 
Already had ſtern Hector ſciz'd his head, 


And doom d to Trojan dogs th* unhappy dead; 


But ſoon (as Ajax rear'd his tower - like ſhield) N 


Sprung to his car, and meaſur d back the field. 140 


His train to Troy the radiant armour bear, 


| 'To tand a trophy of his fame in war. 


Mean while great Ajax (his broad ſhield diſ- | 
play'd) 


| vanes ge hero with the dread ute; 


And now before, and now behind he ſtood : 145 
Thus, in the centre of ſome gloomy wood, 
With many a ſtep the lioneſs ſurrounds 
Her tawny young, beſet by men and hounds ; 
Elate her heart, and rouzing all her powers, 
Dark o — the fiery balls cach hanging —— 5 
Wers. 


| Where labuuring on the left the warrior ſtood, 125 | 


But ill this inſult quits a prudent mind. 


Drs 


Faſt by his fide the generous Spartan glows 
Wirth great revenge, and feeds his inward wozs. 
But Glaucus, leader of the Lycian aids, 
On Hector trowning, thus his flight upbraids: 
_ Where now in Hector ſhall we Hector find? 155 
A manly form, without a manly mind! 
Is this, O chief! a heroe's toaſted fame ? 
How vain, without the merit, is the name! 
Since battle is renounc'd, thy thoughts cmploy 
What other methods may preſerve thy Troy; 160 
*Tis time to try if Ilion's ſtate can ſtand | 
By thee al, ne, nor aſk a fore; gn hand ; 
Mean, empty none but ſhall the Lycians ſtoke 
Their lives for you? thoſe Lycians you forſake ? 
What from thy thankleſs arms can we expect? 16 
Thy friend Sarpedon proves thy baſe neglect ; 
Say, ſhall our flaughter'd bodies guard _ walls, 
While unreveng'd the great Sarpedon falls? 
Ev'n where he dy'd for Troy, you left kim there, 
A feaſt for dogs, and all the fowls of air. 170 
On my command if any Lycian wait, 
Hence let him march, and give up Troy to fate.” 
Did ſuch a ſpirit as the Gods impart 
Impel one Trojan hand, or Trojan heart 
(Such, as ſhould burn in every ſoul, that draws 175 
The ſword for glory, and his country's cauſe ;) 
En yet our mutual arms we wih pier. 
And drag yon car cute to the walls of Troy. 


* 
* 


Oh were Patroclus ours, wie might obtain 1 


Sarpedon's arms and honour'd corſe again! 186 
Greece with Achilles' friend ſliould be repaid, 
And thus due honours purchas'd to his ſhade. 
But words are vain Let Ajax once appear. 
And He tor trembles and recedes wich fear; 
Thou dar'ſt not meet the terrors of his eye; 185 
And lo already thou prepar'it to fly. 
The Trojan chief with fix d reſentment ey d 
The Lycian leader, and ſedate replied: 
Say, is it juſt (my friend} that Hector's ear 
From ſuch a warrior ſuch a ſpeech ſhould hear? 190 
I dcem'd thee once the wiſeſt of thy kind, | 


) thun great Ajax? | deſert my train? 

is mine to prove the raſh afſertion van; 

I joy to mingle where the battle bleeds, 195 

And kear the thunder of the ſounding ſteeds. 

But Jove's high will is ever uncontroul'd, 

The ſtrong he withers, and confounds the bold; 

Now crowns with tame the mighty man, and] 

Bo now 

Strikes the freſh garland from the A 3 brow! 20 

Come, through yon ſquadron let ns hew the wey, | 

And thou be witneſs, if | fear to-day: 

If yet a Greek the fight of Hector dread, 

Or yet their hero can deſend the dead. 
Then, turning to the martial holts, he ci * 205 

Ye Trojans, Dardans, Lycians, and allies! 

Be men (my friends) in ad ion as in name, 

And yet be mindful of your ancicnt fame. 

Hector in proud Achilles' arins ſhall ſhine, 

Torn from his friend, by right of conqueſt mine. 2 10 
He ſtrode alony the field, as thus he ſaid 

(The ſable plumage nodded o'er his head: 

Switt through the ſpacious plain he ſent a look; 

One inſtant ſaw, one inſtant overtook 8 

215 


1 


| Now Meſthles, Glaucus, Medon, he inlpires : 25 5 


| 


POPE'S HOMER. 


1 
Forbid by ſate to reach his father's years. 


From thy tir'd limbs unbrace Pelides' arms! | 


| 


Aud Mars himſelf came ruſhing or his ſoul. 


137 


There his own mail unbrac'd the field beftrow'd; 
His train to Troy convey'd the maſſy load. 
Now blazing in th' immortal arms he ſta 

| the work and preſent of celeſtial hands; 
By aged Peleus to Achilles given, 


220 


As firſt to Peleus by the court of heaven: 
1is father's arms not long Achilies wears, 


Hm, proud in triumph, glittering from afar, 
Che God, whoſe thunder rends the troubled air, 
Beh. Id with pity, as apart he ſate, | | 
vnd confcious Jook'd through all the ſcene of fate. 


23 


He hook the ſacred honours of his head; 
Olympus trembled, and the Godhead fait: 


230 
Ah wretched man | unmindful of thy end! 


A moment's glory! and what fates attend! 


In heavenly panoply divinely bright 

hou ftand'it, and armies tremble at thy ſight, 

8 at Achilles ſelf beneath thy dart! 
Lies flain the great Achilles' dearer part: 


Which once the greateſt of mankind had worn. 


| Yet live! I give thee one illuſtrious day, 
A blaze of glory ere thou fad'ſt away: 
For ah! no more Andromache ſhall come, 


With joyful tears to welcome Hecter home; 
No more vicious, with endearing charms, 


hen with his ſable brow he gave the nod, 245 
That ſeals his word ; the ſanction of the God. 
le ſtubborn arms (by Jove's command diſpos d) 


I Conform'd ſpontancous, and around him clas'd ; 
_ FFiill'd with the God, enlarg'd his members grew, 
I Fhrongh all his veins a ſudden vigour flew, 


Che b! heed in briiker tides began to roll, 


Exhorting loud, through all the field he ſtrode, 
And look d, and mov'd, Achilles, or a God. 


Now Phorcys, Chromius and Hippothoũs fires , 
The great i heſilocus like fury found, 
Aitcropzus kindled at the found, 


| And Enuomus, in avgury renowu'd. 


Hear, all ye hotts, and hear, unnumber'd "Os 55 
Ot neighbouring nations, or of diſtant lands! 
Tas not for ttate we tummon'd you fo far, 


Iro boaſt our numbers, and the pomp of war; 


Ye came to fight ; a violeut foc to chale, 
lo like our preſent, and our luture race. als 
For this, our wealtl., our products, you enjoys | 
And glean the relicks ot exhauttcd' Froy. 
ou then to conquer or to die prepare, 
Fo dic, or conquer, are the terms of war. 
Whmeucs hand shall win Patroclus tlain, 
\Whoe'er ſhall drag him to the Trojan train, 
With Hector's fe!f ſhall equal honours claim: 
With _H<Qor part the ſport, and ſaare the fame. F 4 


fears, . 
They oin, theythicken they protend the ii ip ear; 27 
Full on the Greeks they drive in firm array, 


Vain hope what number ſhall the ficl 
prend, 
What victims periſh round the mighty dead! 
Great Aiax mark'd the grow ng ſtorm from tar, 289 


Ibe diſtant band, that on the ſandy ſhore 
The radiant ſpoils to — Vion bure- 
Em VI. 


+ 


Aud thy; betoks 155 brother of the war : 
8 


235 
| Fhou from the mighty dead thoſe arms haſt torn, 


250 


270 


And each from Ajax hopes the glorious pr 25 | 
o el. 


+= om» 
* 


Fir'd by his words, the un dumils tl. cir 4 


- — 


133 


Ourſ atal day! alas! is come (my friend) 
And all out wars and glories at an end! 
"Tis not this corfe alone we guard in vain, 


Condemn ' d to vultures on the Trojan plain; 285 


We too muſt yield: the ſame {ail ſate muſt fall 
On thee, on me, perhaps (my friends on all. 
dee what a tempeſt direſul Hector ſpreads, 
And lo l it burſts, it thun:fers on our heads ! 
Call on our Greeks, if any hear the cali, 
The braveſt Greeks : this hour demands them all. 
The warrior rais'd his voice, and wide around 
The field re-echoed the diftreſsful fonnd ; | 
Oh chiefs! oh princes! to whoſe hand is given 
The rule of men; whoſe glory is from Heaven 295 
Whom with due honours both Atrides grace: 
Ye guides and guardians of our Argive race! [far, 
All whom this well-known voicesſhould reach fo 
All, whom | fee not through this Joud of war; 


and fave Patroclus from the dogs of Troy. 
Oilean Ajax firſt the voice obcy'd, 
Swift was his pace, aud ready was his aid; 
Next him Idomeneus, more flow with age, 
And Micrion, burning with 2 heroe's rage. 395 
And long ſucceeding numbers who can name ? 
But all were Greeks, and eager all for ſame. 
Fierce to the charge great HeQor led the throng ; 
Whole Troy, embodied, ruſh'd with ſhouts along. 
Thus, when a mountain-billow ſoams and raves, 310 
Where ſome ſwoln river diſembogurs his waves, 
Full in the mouth is ſtopp'd the ruthing tide, 
The boiling ocean works from five to ide, 
The river trembles to his utmoſt ſhore, 
And diſtant rocks rebellow to the roar. 
Nor leſs refolv'd, the firm Ac haian band 
Wich brazen ſhiclds in horrid circle ſtand ; 
Jove, pouring darkueſs o'er the mingled fight, 
Conceals the warriors* ſhining helnis in night: 
To him, the chief for whom the huts contend, 320 
Had liv'd not hateful, for he liv'd a friend; 
Dead he protects him with ſuperior care, 
Nor dooms his carcaſe to the birds of air. 
The fi;ft attack the Grecians ſcarce ſuſtain ; 
Repuls d, they yield, the Trejausſeize che flaiu; 325 
Then fierce they rally, to revenge led on 
By the ſwift rage of Ajax Telamon 
(Ajax, to Peleus's fon the ſecond name, | 
In graceſul ſtature next, and next in fame) 


315 


Wich headlong force the foremolt ranks he tore: 330 


So through the thicker burſis the mountain-buar 


And rudely ſcatters, far to diſtance round, 


The frighted hunter and the bayiag hound. 
The ſon of Lethus, brave Pelaſgus' heir, 
Hippothoũs, dragg'd the carcaſe through the war; 335 
The finewy ancles bor'd, the feet he bound 
With thongs, inſerted through the double wound: 
Inevitable Fate o'ertukes the deed, | 


Doom d by great Ajax? vengeful lance to bleed: 
It cleſt the helmets brazen cheeks in twain; 340 


The ſhatter'd creſt and horſe- hair ſtrom the plain: 
With ner ves relax'd he tumbles to the ground: 
The brain comes guſhing through the ghaſtly 


wound; 


Fe drops Fatroclus* foot, and o'cr him ſpread 
Now lies, a ſad companion of the dead: 
Ler from Lariſſa lies, his native air, 
Lund l requites his parent's tender care. 


345 


Shunn'd the deſcending death which hiſſing on, 


| The n-« leſt warrior, and the nobleſt mind: 
290] 


_ 
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Lamented youth ! in life's firſt bloom he ſell, 
Setit by great Ajax to the ſhades of hell. 
Once more at Ajax, HeRor's javelin flies; 


350 
The Grecian m rking, as it cut the ſkies, 


Scretch'd in the duſt the great Iphitus' ſon, 
Schedius the brave, of all the Phocian kind 5 
355 
in little Patepe, for ſtrength renown'd, 

He held his ſeat, and rul'd the realms around. 
Piung'din his throat, the weapon drar.k his blood, 
And deep tranſpiercing through the ſhoulder ſtood; 
In clanging arms the hero ſell, and al! 360 
| The fields reſounded with his weighry fall. N 
Phorcy's, as flain Hippothoũs he defends, 
The Telamonian lance his belly rend 
The hollow armour burſt before the ſtroke, [365 


and throngh the wound the ruſhing entrails broke: 
Come ali! let gencrous rage your arms employ, 300 od 


In ſtrong coavulſions panting on the ſands 


ge lies, and graſps the duſt with dying hands, 


Struck at the ſight, recede the Trojan train: 


5 | The ſhouting Argi ves ſtrip the heroes ſlain. 370 


And now had Troy, by Greece compell d to yield, 
Fled to ker ramparts, and r:fign'd the field ; 
Greece, in her native fortitude elate, | 
With Jove averſe, had turn'd the ſcale of fate: 
ur Phoebus urg'd Eneas to the fight; | 
He ſcem'd like aged Periphas to fight 376 
(A herald in Anchiſes love grown old, FM 
Rever'd for prudence; aud with prudence, bold}. 
Thus he—What methods yet, oh chicf! remain, 


| To lave your Troy, though Heaven its fall ordain? 


There have been heroes, who, by virtuous care, 380 
By valcur, numbers, ard by art of war, | 


Have forc'd the Powers to {pare a ſinking ſtate, 
And gain'd at length the glorious odds of fate. 
Aut you, when Fortune 


ſmiles, when Jove de- 
Clares : EI To: | 
Flis partial favour, and aſſiſts your wars, 335 
Your ſhameful efforts gainſt yourſelves employ, 
And force th* unwilling God to ruin Troy. | 
Uncas, through the form aſlum'd, deſcries 
The Power conceal'd, and thus to Hector cries : 
Oh laſting ſhame! to our own fears a prey, 399 
We icek our ramparts, and deſert the day! 


IA Gerad (nor is he leſs} my boſom warms, 
Id tells me, Jove aſſerts the Trojan arms. 


He ſpoke, and foremoſt to the combat flew ; 
The boid example all his hoſt purſue. 383 
Then firſt, Leocricus beneath him bled, 
in vain belov'd by valiant Lycomede; : 
Who view'd his fall, and, grieving at the chance, 
ift to revenge it, ſent his angry lance; 
The whirling lance, with vigorousforce addreſt, 400 
Deſcends, aud pants in Apifaon's breaſt ; 
From rich Pæonias vales the warrior came, 
Next thee, Aſteropeus! in place and fame. 
Aſteropeus with grief beheld the flain, 5 
And ruſh'd to combat, but he ruſh'd in vain: 40 
Iudiſſolubly firm, around the dead, | | 
Rank within rank, or buckler buckler ſpread. 

And hemm'd with briſtled ſpears, the, Grecian 


Abrazen bulwark, and 2n iron wood. [ſtood 
Great Ajax eyes them with inceſſant care, 


410 
And in an orb contracts the crowded war, 


Cloſe in their ranks commands to fight or fall, 


| Any ſtande the centre and the foul of all; 
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Fixt on the ſpot they war, and, wounded, wound; 
A ſanguine torrent ſtreps the recking ground: 41 
On heaps the Greeks, on heaps the Lrojaus bled, 
And, thickening round them, riſe the hills of dead | 
Greece in cloſe order, aud collect miznty 
Yet ſuffers leaſt, d- lay the waveriug gght; 
Fierce as confiifting ſites che combat burns, 420 
And now it rites, now it ſinks, hy turns. 
In one thick larkneſs all the & cht was loſt; 
The fun, the moon, and all the zrherial host, 
Scem*d as en ind: day raviſid from their ev cs, 425 
And ll * wen“ wien dors Dlotted from the Kics. 
Such ober Datroslus body hung the night, 
The reſt in juni ing fought, and OPC lis ht: = 
Unclouded there, th' acrial azure tpread, 
No vapour reſted on ti.c mountain's head; 
The golden fun pour'd forth a ftronger ray, 
And all the broad expanſion flam'd with c. ay. 
Di ſpers'k around the plain, by fits, they firrhe, 
And here, and there, their ſeatter'd arrows light: 
But death and darkneſs o'er the cartaſe ſpread, 
There burn'd the war, and there the mighty ble 
Mean while the ſons of Neſtor in the reac 4 - 
(Their fellows FOuteG) toſs the diſtant iprar, 
And ſkirmiſh wide: {o Nctor gave command, 
V hen from the ſhips he ſent the Pylian bend. 
The youthful b others thus for fame coateud, 440 
Nor knew the fortune of Achilles' friend; 


| 


435] 


| 


N 


3 —— nel: „bin, - on the duſt. 


| Nor Jove d 


OMER, 


rſt >-riſh all, ere kaughty Troy hall boaft 

We lot Patrocing, and our glory loſt ! 
Thus they. While with one voice the Trojans 

Grant this day, Jove ! or heap us on the dead! 
Then cluſh heir, unding arms; the clangors riſe, 

„rid make the brazen concave of the ſkies. 

Mean time, at diltance from the ſcene of blood, 

Ihe penſive al. of «rreat. Achilles ſtood; 485 

| FE. ir gad-l ze mater lain before their CyCS, 

hey wept, md ar'd in human nuferies. 

in vain Automedon now ſhakes the ria, 

| Now plies the laſh, and ſoothes and threats in vain! 

Nor to the fohe nor H-olletont they go, 490 

2ckive they ituod, and obſtinate in woe: 

3tul av a rombe!L:ne, never to be mov'd, 

On fume good man or woman unrepr-. vd i 

Lays its ecernal weight; or ſix'd as lands 

By marble courſer by the ſculptor's hands, 495 

Mac's on the h-rov's grave. Along their face 

hz big rund drops cours d dow! with ülent pace, 

Their mancs, that late 

Circied thc ir arched necks, and wav'd in data, | 

| FrajPd ou the du't b. neath the yoke were ſpread, 

Aud prone to ear was hung the ir liuguid ical: 52 

Adain'd ta calt a pitying look, 

 Vhile thus relenting to thee tees he g. „oke; > 
Unhappy courſers of immortal ſtrain 


139 


| 


| Exempt from age, and deathleſ-, now in vain 
In thought they view'd him ſtill, with martial joy, 


Zid ve your race on mortal man beſtow, | 


_ Glorious in arms, and dealing deatits to Troy. 

| But round the corpſe the herues pant for breath. 

And thick and heavy grows the work of death; 445 

O erlabour'd now, with duſt, and ſweat, and gore, 

Their knees, their legs and feet are cover d oer; 

Dryps follow drops, the clouds on clouds ariſe, 

And carnage clogs their hands, aud darkneſs fill. 

| their eyes, 

| As when a flaughter A bull's yet- rrek ing hide, 3 50 
Strain'd with full . and tugg d lum hc to 

„ 

The brawny curricrs aretch ; and labour o'er 

Th' extended ſurface, drunk wich tat and gore + 

So, tugging round the corpie both armies t; 38 

F he mangled body bath'd in ſweat aud blood: 455 

| While Greeks and {iions equal ſtrength empicy, 

Now to the ſhips to furce it, now to > Tr oy. 

Not Pallas' ſelf, her breaſt when fury warms, 
Nor he whol- anger ſets the world in arms, 
Could blame this ſcene : ſuch rage, luch horror 
-. +; Benn $1; = nl 
| Such, Jove to hononr the creat dead ordain'd. 

| Achilles i in his ſhips at diſtance —_ 
Nor kae the fatal ſurtune of the * | 
He, yet unconicious of Patroclus' fall, 

In duſt extended under lhon's wall, 465 
Expects him glorious ſrom the conquer d plain, 
Aud for his wiſh d return prepares in vain; | 
Though well he knew, to make proud lion bend, 
Was more than heaven had deſtin'd to his friend; 
Perhaps to him: this Thetis had reveal'd; 470 
The re, in piry to her ſon, conceal'd. 

Still rag d the conflict round the hero dead, 
And heaps on heaps by mutual wounds they bied; 
Lurs' d be the man (ev'n private Greeks would fay) 
Who dares deſert this well-diſputed daß! 475 


1 


1 


| High on the lplendid car: one glorious prize 


506 
pUND alns! to ſhare in mortal woe ? Be 
dor ah! what i, there, of inferior birth, 

Chat breaths or creeps upon the duſt of earth ; 

What wretched creature, of what wretched kind, 
Than mam more weak, calamitous, and blind? 511 
A miferable race! but ccaſe ro mourn; | 
For not hy you tall Priam's fon be borne 


He raibly boaſts; the reſt our will denies. 
Jurſelſ am ſwiſthefs to your nerves impart, 
Ourſzil with rifing ſpirics ſwell your hrart. 
Automedon your rapid flight ſhail bear 


{ 3:ſe to the navy through the ſtorm of war: 


For yet 'tis given to Troy, to ravaye oer 320 
The ficld, and ſpread her daughters ro the ſhore; 
The ſun mall ſee her conquer, till his fall 
With ſacred darkneſs fades the f. ce _—_—-: 
He faid; and, breathing in th' inunortal horſe 
Exceſſive ſpirit, urg'd them to the courſe; 425 
From their kigh maues they ſhake the duſe, and | 


| bear 


| The kindlivg chariot Sarah the parted war; 


$o flies a vulture through the clamorous train 
l geeſe, that ſcream, and ſcatter round the plain. 
From danger now with ſwifteſt ſpeed they flew, 
And now to conqueſt with like ſpeed pur ſue; 530 | 
Sole in the ſeat the charioteer remains, 
Now plies the jav-lin, now dircc*s the reins: 
Him brave Alcimedon behold diſtreſt.,. | 
Approach'd the chariot, and the chief addreſt ; 
What God provokes thee; raſhly thus to dare. 536 
Alone unaided, in the thick<tt war? 
Alas ! thy friend is ſlain, and Hector wields 
Achilles? arm triumphaar in the fields. 
In happy time (the charioteer replies) 
The bold Al imedon now greets my eyes 


a 
- 


$43 


Firſt may the cleaving earth before our eyes 
La head, me drink « our blood for facritice _ 


No Greek like him the heavenly ſteeds reſtraiu 


or holes heir fury in ſuſpended reing 


[faid, 430 


515 = 


140 
Patroclus while he liv'd, their rage could tame, 
But now Patroclus is an empty name ! | 
To thee 1 yield the feat, to thee reſign 545 


Tbe ruling charge: the taſk of fight be mine. 


He ſaid Aicimedon, with active heat, 


Bnatches the reins, and vaults into the ſcat. 


His friend deicends. The chief of Troy defcry'd, 
Aud call'd Æncas, fighting near his fide: $550 
Lo, to*my fighr, beyond our hope, reſtor d 
Achilles car, deſerted of its lord! 935 
The glorious ſteeds our ready arms invite, 

Scarce their weak drivers guide them through the 

„ wat; 

Can 3 — ſtand, when we aſſail ? 555 
Unite thy force, my friend, and we prevail. 
Fe fon of Venus to the council yields | 


Then o' er theit backs they ſpread their ſolid ſhields: | 
gent the broad ſurface ſhin'd, [560 


With braſs refu [50 
And thick bull-hides the ſpacious concave lin'd. 
Then Chromius follows, Aretus ſucceeds; 


Fach hopes the conqueſt of the lofty ſteeds: TY 
In vain, brave youths, with glorious hopes ye burn, 
In vain advance, not fated to return. 


'Unmov'd, Automedon attends the fight, 565 
Implores th* Eternal, and collects his might. | 
Then turning to his friend, with dauntleſs mind: 
Oh keep the foaming courſers cleſe behind 
Full on my ſhoulders let their noſtrils blow, 
For hard the fight, determin'd is the toe; 570 
"Tis Hector comes; and when he ſeeks the prize, 
War knows no mean: he wins it, or he dies 
Then through the field he ſends his voice aloud, 
and calls th* Ajaces from the warring crowd, 
Wich great Atrides. Hither turn (he faid) 575 


Turn, where diſtreſs demands inunediate aid; 


he dead, encircled by his friends, for: go, 
And tave the living from a ficrcer foc. 
Unhelp'd we Rand, unequal jo engage 
The force of Hector, and ZEneas' rage: 
Yet, mighty as they are, my force to prove 
1 pnly mine: th' event belongs to Juve. 


He ſpoke, and high the ſounding javelin flang, 
Which paſs'd the ſhield of Aretus the young; 


580 
IAnd fent his foul with every lance he threw. 
'Therc ſtood a 'Trozau, not unknowu to fame, 
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| So looks the lion o'er a mangled boar, 

All grim with rage, and horrible with gore, 

High on the chariot at one bound he ſprung, 

And o'er his feat the bloody trophies hung. 610 
And now Minerva, lrom the realms of air 

Deſcends impetuous, and renews the war; 

For, plecas'd at length the Grecian arms to aid. 

Ihe Lord of Thunders ſent the blue-ey'd Maid, 

As when high Jove, denouncing future woe, 615 

Oer the dark clouds extends his purple bow. 

(In ſign oi tempeſts from the troubled air, 

Or from the rage of man, defiructive war) 

The drooping cattle dread th impending ſkies, 


Aſſuming Phenix' ſhape, on earth s, 
And in his well-known voice to Sparta calls: 
And hes Achilles' friend, belov'd by all, 
A prey to dogs beneath the Trojan wall? 
What ſhame to Greece, for future times to tell, 
To thee the greateſt, in whoſe cauſe he fell! 

O chief, oh father! (Atreus' ſon replies) 
O full of days I by long experience wiſe 
What more deft 

To guard the body of the man I lov'd ? 
Ah would Minerva ſend me ſtrength to rear 
This we 


And Jove's own glories blaze around his head. 
| Pleag'd to be firſt of all the Powers addreſt, 
She breathes new vigour in her hero's breaſt, 
And fills with keen revenge, with fell deſpight, 
Deũre of blood, and rage, and luſt of ſight. 6.30 


So burns the veugeſul hornet (foul aller!) 
| Repuls'd in vain, and thifty ſtill of gore 
| (Bold ton of air and heat !) on angry wings 


Untam'd, untir'd, he tui us, attacks, and ſlings. 
Fir'd wii like ardur fierce Atrides flew, 


F 6&tion's fon, aud Podes was his name, | 
Wri riches houwour'd, and with courage ble. 


It pierc'd his belt, embuſs'4 with curious aic, £85 Ey Lector lov'd, his comrade, and his guet; 655 


Then in the lower belly ſtuck the dart. 
As when a pouderous axe, deſcending full, 


Cleaves the broad forchead of ſome brawny bull; 
Suck win the horns, he ſprings with many a 


bourd, 


Then tumbling rolls enormous on the ground 590 
© 4 Thus fell the youth, the ait his ſoul receiv'd, 

+ And the ſpear trembled as his entrails heav'd. | 1 5 C 
1 | What Grecian now ſhall tremble at thy nanic? 


Now at Automedon the Trojan foe | 
Diſcharg' d his lance ; the meditated blow, 


| Stooping, he ſhunn'd ; the wavcln ily flad, 595 


And hiſs'd innoxious o'er the hero's head ; 


 Deep-rootcd in the ground, the forccſul {pear 


| In long vibration ſpent its ſury there. 


With claſhing falchions now the chiefs had clos'd, 
But each brave Ajax heard, and interpos d; 600 
Nor longer Hector with his Trojans ttood, 
But left their flain companion in his blood. | 
That ſhaded Ide and all the ſubject field, 


III, arin- Automedon diveſts, and cries, 
Accept, Patrocius, this mean facrifice | 


Thus have I both d my grie s, and thus have 
| GO 


paid, _ — | 
Poor 4s it is, ſome oſſcring to thy Lace! 


„ 


| He bears victortous, white our array flies! 


| 


| 


Through his broad belt the ipear a Pa ſtage Tout, 


| And ponderous ashe tails, nis arms reloun t. 


Sudden at Hedur's fide Apollo flood, 
Like Phænops, Aſius fou, appeur'd the God 
(Altius the great, who held his wealthy reigu 6, 


ay tair Abydes, by the rulling main): 


fame! - 


Doſt thou at length to Kienclatis yield, 
Yer ſingly, now, the long- diſputed prize 


By the fame arm illuſtrious Podes bledʒj 


The friend of Hector, unreveng d, is dead! {66; 
This heard, o'er Hector ſpreads a cloud of woe, 
Rage lifts his lance, and drives him on the toe. 


But now th” Eternal ſhook his ſable ſkield, 


Beneath its ample verge. A rolling cloud [679 
I2volvd the mount; the thunder roar' d aloud ; 
Th' affrighted hills from their foundations nod. 


And bl.ze beneath the lighwings of thy God ; 


4 


And from his half-tilPd field the labourer flies; 
In ſuch a form the Goddeis round her drew 620 
A livid cloud, and to the battle flew. 753 
625 
res my ſoul, than here, unmov'd, 


ary'd arm, and ward the ſtorm of war! ö 
But Hector, like the rage of fire, we dread, 633 


— 


Oh prince (he cricd) oh foremoſt once 1 : 


A chiet once thought nv terror of the fivid ; 60 


— 2 W yy 


POPE'S HOMER. 141 


At one exegard of his all-ſceing eye, Let him to great Achilles ear convey 
The vanquiſh'd triumph, and the victors fly. , | Che fatal news ——Atrives haſtes away. 
Then trembicd Greece. The flight Peneleus] 80 turns the lion from the nightly fold, 740 


—— 2 2 


led: 675] Though high in courage, and with hunger b d, 
For, as the brave Bœotian cond his head Long gall'd by herdſmen, and long vex'd by | 
To fc the foe, Phiyd mas drew near, hounds : | 
＋ raz d his ſhuulder with a ſhorten'd ſpear: Stiff with fatigue, and fretted fore with wounds; 
Hcctur wounded, Leitus quits the plain, The darts fly round him from an hundred hands, 
Here d through the wriſt; and, raging with (And the red terrors of the blazing brands: 745 
e dhe pads 680 Tul late, reluctant, at the dawn of day 
Graf * his once formidable lance in vain. | Sour he departs, and quits the untaſted prey. 
-4or follow'd, Idomen addreſt So mov'd Atrides from his dang: :rous place 
Tik Snake javelin to his manly breaſt ; With weary limbs, but with unwilling pace; 
The brittle point before his curſelet yields; | The foe, he fear'd, might yet Patro lus gain, 750 


Exulting Troy with clamour pills the fields; 625 | aud much ad mon. nd, much adjur'd, his train: 
High on his chariot as the Cretan ſtood, O guard theſe relicks, to your charge couſign's, ? | 
The ion of Priam kurl'd the miili ve wood; And bear the merits of the dead in mind; | | 
But, erring from its aim, ch 'mpetuous ſpear How ſkilbd he was in each obligiag art; _ 
Strucl to the duſt tie ſquire and charioteer The mildeſt manners and the geacleit heart : 755 — 
Of martial Merion: Cœranus his name, 690 He was, alas} but fate decreed his end; | 
Who left fair Lyctus for the fields of fame. la deach a hero, as in life a friend! | 
On ſoot bold Mer ion fought : and now, laict low, | So parts the chief; from rank to rank he flew, 
Flad graz'd the triumphs of his Trojen for ; And round on all fides ſent his piercing view. 
But the brave ſquire the ready courtcrs brought, | As the hold bird, endued with ſharpeſt eye 769 
And with his life his maſter's ſafety bought. 6955 Of all that wing the mid atrial ſky, | 


— — 


— OI 


l Betwern hischeek and ear the weapon went, | The {acred eagle, from his walks above 5 
| The teeth it ſhatter'd and the tongue it reut. Looks down, and fees the diſtant thicket move: 
| Prone from the ſeat he tumbles to the plan; Then ſtoops, and, ſouſing on the quivering hare, . 
| lis dying hand forgets the falling rein: Snatches bis life amid the clouds of air. 765 
his Merion reaches, bending from the car, 70⁰ Not with leſs quickneſs, his exerted ſight 

And urges to defert the hopcleis war; 1 Paſod this, and that way, thro' the ranks of fight: 

_ Id»meneus conſents ; the laſh applies; _ | Till on the left the chief he ſought, he found, 

Ani! the ſwift chariot to the navy flies. | Cheering his men, and ſpreading deaths xooud. 

Nor Ajax Irfs the will of Heaven deſcry'd, To him the king: Belov'd of Jove! draw near, 


. Ard conqueit thifting to the 1 rojan fide, 70 51 For ſadder tidings never touch'd thy car; [770 
Juru'd by the hand of Jove. Then TR By hy eyes have witneſs'd, what a fatal turn 
To Atrens' feed, the godlike Telamon ; { Now llion triumphs, and th' Achaians mourn 
Als who ſecs not Jove's almighty kand This is not all: Patroclus, ou the ihore 
ran - ſers the glory to the Fro m band? [710 Now pale and dead, ſhall ſuccour Greece no | 
| Whettier the weak or ſtrong diſcharge the dt, more, 778 


II guides each arrow to 3 heart: i to the flect, this fon, fy, and tell 


Not fo our ſpears: inceflant rhouzgh they rain, Fhe fad Achilles, how his lov'd one fell: 

_ Rieſuſter> every lance to lat] in vam. He too may haſte the naked corple to gain; 
Deterted of the God, yet let us try [71 Tune arms are Hector“ 5, who dei poi d the ſlain. 
What human tirength and prudence can ſupply; The youthful warrior heard with filent woe, 
I yet this honour d corple, in triumph borne, From his fair eyes the tears began to flow; 780 
May glad the fieets that hope not our return, | Big with the mighty grief, he ſtruve to fly 

B = © trembled yet, lcarec reſcued from their | What ſorrow dictates, but no word found way. 

| | fats, o brave Laodocus his arms he flung, [78e 

5 1 d Bill hear Hdd or chunderi: 2 at their 1 Who near him wheeling, drove his ſteeds along; | | 
| done hero too malt be Hiſpat« h*s, to boas 720 | Then ran, the mournĩul meſſage to impart, 5 

| i he mouruful meſlage to Pchides' car; I With tearful eyes, and with dejected heart. | 

Far ſure he ki:ows not, ditlant on 3 ſhore, | Swift flei the youth: nor Rlenelaũs ftan.is, 
Hits frignd, bis od Patrocius, is no more. (Though tore d:ſtreſt} to aid the Pylian bacule; | 
But tuch a chici I ly nov through the hoſt; Lut bids bold 'Fhraſymede thoſe troops trirain; | 


22 — — = 
— 


ne meu, the flerds, the armice, ail are loſt 725 | Hunſelf returns to his Patroclus flain, [796 
el rennt knuh>— I. ord of carth and air! Gone is Antilochus 'the hero ſaid) KY 5 
On Fung! Oh Nahen hear my humble prayer: | But hope not, warriors, ſor Achilles' aid: | 
U.fpc} this cloud, the light of heaven reſture; Though fierce his rage, unbounded be his woe, 


1 Cive me to ſte, aud Ajax atks no more; | Unarm'dhe fights not with the Trojun foe. 795 
U Greece muſt periſh, we thy will obey, 730 Ti- in our hands alone our hopes remain; 
But let us periſh in the ſace of day! | Tis our own vigor muit the dead regain, 

With tears the hero fpuke, and at his prayer | And fave ourſelves, while with impetuous hate 
The Cod rekwiine, Cicar d the clouded air; Troy pours aloag, and this way rolls our fate. 
Forth burſt the fun with ail-culighteni ws ray, Lis well (ſaid Ajax); be ic then thy care, 300 
The blaze of armour flaſh'd againſt che day. 7455 | With Merion's aid, the weighty corpſe to rear; 
Now, now, Atrides! caſt aconnd thy fü ht; 'B 1 Myſelf and my bold —_ will ſuſtain 


if yet Anzilochus bur wives the 6 zbe, | © Thy ſhock of Hector and his chargiog train: 


— — 
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| The heroes ſweat beneath their honour'd load: 
As when two mules, along the rugged road, 83r 
From the ſtecp mountain with exerted ſtrength 
Drag ſome vaſt beam, or maſt's unwiekdy lengta ; ® 
[aly they groan, big drops of ſweat diſtil, „ 
Th' enormous timber lumbering down the hill : 
ot fiercer ruſh aloug the gloomy wood, So theſe——Pchind, the bulk of Ajax ſtands, 835 
With rage inſatiate and with thirſt of blood, And breaks the torrent of the ruſhing bands. | 
Voracious hounds, that many a length b re Thus, when a river fweiPd with ſudden rains 
Their furious hunters drive the wounded boar; Spreads his broad waters o'er the level plains, 
But, if the ſavage turns his glaring eve, Some inte rpoſing hill the ſtream di vides, 340 
They howl aloof, and round the foreſt fly. And breaks its force, and turus the winding 
Thus on retreating Greece the 'Fro1ins pour, tides. 5 i 3 | 
Wave their thick faulchions, and their javelins Still cloſe they follow, cloſe the rear engage; 
| ſhower: | | .ncas ftorms, and Hector foams with rage: 
Bot, Ajax turning, to thcir fears they yield, While Greece a heavy, thick retreat maintains, 1 
All pale they tremble, and forſake the field. Wedg' d in one holy, like a flight of cranes, 845 | 
While thus aloft the hero's corpſe they bear, $20 } That ſhrick inc eſſant while the falcon, hung | 
B-hind them rages all the ſtorm of war; High onpois'd pinions, threats their callow young. 
Confuſion, tumult, horror, o'er the throng Jo from the Trojan chiefs the Greciavs iy, | 
Of men, ſteeds, chariots, urg*d the rout along: | Such the wild terror, and the mingſed cry: 
| Lefs fierce the winds with riſing flames conſpire, | Within, without the trench, and all the way, 850 
Ta whelm ſome city under waves of fire; 825 ; Sirow'd in bright heaps, their arms and armour 
No fink in gloomy clouds the proud abodes; Ay: | 3 35 
Now crack the blazing temples of the Gods; ] Such horror Jove impreſt ! yet ſtill proceeds 
The rumbling torrent through the ruin rolls, | The werk of death, and ſtill the battle blecds. 
And Licets of ſmoke mount heavy to the poles. | N 


Nor fear we armies, fighting fide by fide; 
What Troy can dare, we have already try'd, 805 
Have try'd it, and have ſtood, The hero ſaid ; 
High from the ground the warriors keave the 
A gen-ral clamour riſes at the ſignt: [ead. 
ent ſhout the Trojans, and renew the fight. 


810 


ers 
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THE ARGUMENT. 


x 


The Gri:f of Acliltes, and new Armour mad: bim by Fulcan. 


| Be news of the death of Patreclus is brought to Achillcs by Antile:bus. Thetis, beariry bis Limentetions, 

comes Tvith all ber ſea-nymphbs to comfort bim. The ſpeeches of ile mother and ſon on this occaſion. Iris 

| effpears to Achilles Ly the command of Func, and orders bim to fbew bimſelf at the bead of the entrenchments. 

The fight of bim turns the fortune the day, axd the body of Patroclus is carried off by the Greets. The 

| Trojans call a council, where Hectur and Polydamas diſigree in their cpinions ; but the advice of the former 

pPerevaila, to remain encamped in the field. The grief of Achilles over the bedy of Putrechus. „ 

Dbeti, goes to the palace of Vulcan, to cbtain new arms for ber ſon. The deſcription of the Twond: Ful 2 br of 
Fulcan; and luſily, that noble one of the ſhield of Achilles. © „ 
The latter part of the nine and twentieth day, and the night enſuing, tale up this b The ſcene is at Aclilles"s 
bens, an the ſea: fbere, from whence it changes to the palace of Vulcan, _ 


12 like the rage of fire, the comb it burns; ] In vain I charg'd him ſoon to quit the plain, 
I And now it riſes, now it ſinks by turns. {And warn'd to ſhun Hectorean force in vain ! 1 55 ; | 
Nic n while, where Helleſpont's broad waters | Thus while he thinks, Antilochus appears, LY 
Be REC Ind tells the melancholy tale with tears: 20 | 


Stood Neſlor's ſon, the meſſenger of woe: 
There fat Achilles, ſhaded by his ſails, 
On hoiſted yards extended to the gales; 
Penſi ve he ſat; for all that Fate deſign'd 
Roſe in fad proſpect to his boding mind. | 
Thus to his ſoul he ſaid : Ah! what conſtrains 
The Greeks, late victors, now to quit the plains ? 
Is this the day, which heaven ſo long ago II 
Ordain d, to fink me with the weight of woe? 
(So Thetis warn'd) when by a Trojan hand 
The braveſt of the Myrmidonian band 
Should loſethe light ? Fulfili'd is that decrec 
_ Fall n is the warrior, and Patreclus he ? 


s 


{Sad tiding, fon of Peleus l thou muſt hear; Rs 


And wretched I, th' unwilling meſſenger ! 


Dead is Patroclus! For his corpſc they fight, 


His naked corpſe ; his arms are Hector's right. 
A ſudden horror ſhot through all. the chicf, 25 
And wrapt his ſenſes in the cloud of grief; 
Caſt on the ground, with furious han . 

ſpread | | 


The ſcorching aſhes o'er his graceful head; | 
His purple garments, and his golden hairs, {39 

| Thoſe he deforms with duſt, and theſe he tears: 

On the hard ſoil his groaning breaſt he threw, 


? * 


| 


And rell'd and grovell'd, as to earth he grew. 


All thefe, and all that deep in ocean held 
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The virgin captives, with diſorder'd charms 
(Won by his own, or by Patroclus' as) 
Ruſh'd from the tents with cries ; and gathering 

round. 35 
Beat their wide breafts, and fainted on the ground 
While Neſtor's ſon ſuſtains a manlier part, * 
And mourns the warrior with a warrior's heart; 
Hangs on his arms, amidſt his frantic woe, 
And oft prevents the meditated blow. 

Far in the deep abyſſes of the main, 
With hoary Nereus, and the watery train, | 
The mother Goddeſs from her cryſtal throne 
Heard his loud cries, and anfwer*dyroan fer groan. 
The circling Nercids with their miſtreſs WerP, 45 
And all the ſca-green ſiſters of the deep. 
Thalia, Gluuce (every watery name) 
Neſæa mild, and ſilver Spio came: 
Cymothoë and Cymodoce were nigh, | 
And the blue lang uiſh of ſuft Alia's eye. 
| Their locks AQza and Limnoria rear, 
Then Proto, Doris, Panope, appear, 
Thoa, Pheruſa, Dot o, Melita; | 
Agave gentle, and Amphithoe gay; 
Next-Callianira, Callianaſſa, ſhow | 
Their ſiſter looks; Dexamene the flow, 
And ſwift Dynamene, now cut the t.des;: 
kera now the verdant wave divides: 
Nemertes with Apſeudes lifts the head, 

Bright Gaiatea quits her pearly bed; 
Theſe Orythia, Clymene, attend, 
Mzra, Amphinome, the train extend; 
And black — and Janafſa fair, 
And Amatheia, with her amber hair. 


40 


1 


65 
Their ſacred ſeats, the glimmer ing grotto fills; 
Eack beat her ivory breatt with filent woe, 
Till Thetis' ſorrows thus began to flow: 
Hear me, and judge, ye ſiſters of the main! 

How juſt a cauſe has I hctis to complain ? 
How wretched, were i morral, were my fate! 


How more ham wretched in the immortal ſtate! 


Sprung from my bed a god-Jike hero came, \ 
The braveſt far tha: ever bore the name; 
Like ſome ſair alive, by ray careful band 
He grew, he fiouriſh'd, and adorn'd the land. 
To Iroy I ſent him: but the Fates ordain 
He never, never, muſt return again. 
So ſhort a ſpace the light of heaven to view, 
So hart, alas! and fill'd with anguith too. 
| Hear how lis ſorrows echo through the ſhore! 
cannot eaſe them, but I muſt * 1 
I go at leaſt to bear a tender 
Aud mourn my lov'd-one with a mother 8 keart. 
She faid, and left the caverns of the main, 8 $ 
All bath'd in tears; the melancholy train 
A' te d cr way. Wide-openiog part the tides, 
While the long pomp the ſilver wave divides. 
Approacking now, they touch'd the 'Trojan land; 
Then, two by two, aſcended up the ſtrand. 
Th' immortal Mother, ſtanding cloſe beſide 
IIer mournful offspring, to his ſighs reply d; 
Along the coaſt the ming led clamours ran, 
And thus the filver-foored Dame began [95 
Why mourns my ſon ? thy late preferr d requeit | 
The God has granted, and the Greeks diſtreſt: 
Why mourns my ſon ? thy anguiſh let me ſhare ; 
Reveal the cauſe, and truſt a parent's care. 


. 


80 


os 


f Ah then, I ſee thee dying, fce thee dead! 


70 


Su ert to the ſoul, as honey ꝛc the taſte: 
G.tliering like vapours of a noxious kind. 


143 


He deeply groaning To this enrelefs eri-f 

| Not cven the 'Fhunderer's favour brings relief. 100 
Patroclus—Ah !-—fay, Goddels, can I boaſt 

A pleaſure now? revenge itfelf is loſt ; 
Patroclus, lov'd of all my martial train, 

Beyond mankind, beyond myſell, is lain? [og 
Loft are thoſe arms the Gods themſelves beflow'd 
On Peleus; Heddor bears the glorious load. | 
Cur-'d be that day, when ail the powers above 


| hy charms ſubmitted to a mortal love: 
| Oh hadſt thou ftill, a ſiſter of the main, 
| Purſued the pleaſures of the watery reign; 


116 
And happier Peleus, leſs ambitious, led | 
| Amortal beauty to his equal bed? 

Ere the fad fruit of thy unhappy womb 


Had caus'd ſuch ſorrows paſt, and woes to come. 


For ſoon, alas! that wretched offspring flain, 115 
New woes, new ſor rows, ſhall create again, 
eis not in Fate th' aiternate now to give; 
Patroclus dad, Achilles hates to live. 
Let me revenge it on proud Hector's heart, 
Let his laſt ſpirit ſmoke upon my dart; 120 
On thefe conditions will J breathe : til chen, 
I bluſh to walk among the race of men. 
A flood of rs, at this, the Goddeſs ſhed, | 

128 
When Hector falls, thou dy'ſt.— Let Hector 5 » 
And let me fall! (Achilles made reply) 

Far lies Patroc lus irom his native plain ! 
He fell, and, falling, with'd my aid in vain. 
Ah then, fiuce from this mileraile ay. 
I caſt all hope of my return away; _ 130 
Since, unreveng' d, a hundred yhoſts demand 
The fate of Le or from Achilles hbaud. 
Since here, for brutal courage far renown d. 


live an idle burden to the ground 
| {Dker: 3 in counci! ſam' 


tor novler kill, 
More uic:ul to preterve, than I to kill). 
Let me— Eut oh! ye gracious powers above! 
Wrath and revenge from men and God remove: 
Far, far tuo dear to every mortal breaſt, 


, ' % 


From fiery blood, and darkening all the mind. 
Nie Agamem2on urg'd to deadiy hate; 


| Vis palt—l quell it, I rcfign to Hate. 


| Ves—! will mect the murderer of my friend ; 145 


| Or (it the Gods ordain it) meet my end, 


Ihe firoke vi fate the braveſt cannot ihun; 


N The great Aicides, Jove's unequal'd fon, 
_ | To Juno's hate at length reſign'd his breath, RG 
[Ad ſunk the victim of all conquering death. 1 0 


So hall Achilles fall? ſtretch'd pale aud dead, 
No more the Grecian hope, or Trojan dread! 
Let me, this inſtant, ruſh into the Helds, 
Aud reap what yloty life's ſhort harveſt yicids, 
Shall I not ſorce ſome widow'd dame to tear 133 
With frantic hands her long diſhevel'd hair? 


90 Shall I not force ker breafl to heave with fizghs, - 


And the ſoft tears to trickle from her eyes? 
Les, I ſhall give the fair thoſe mournful charmg— 


| * vain you hold me- Hence {—my arms, my 


arms 100 
Soon ſhall the fopeine torrent ſpread ſo wide, 
That all ſhail know Achilles ſwells the tide. 


| My ton (carulcan Thetis made reply, 
To ſate ſubmitting with a fecret ſigh} 


144 
The hoſt to ſuccour, and thy ſriends to ſave, 165 
Is worthy thee : the duty of the brave. 

Eut canft thou naked iſſue to the plains? 
Thy radiant arms the Trojan foe detains 
Tofulting Hecter bears the ſpoils on high, 
But vainly glories, ſcr his fate is nigh. 

Yer, yet a while, thy generous ardour ſtay : 


1;0 


Aflur'd d, I mcet thee at the dawn of day, 
Charg'd with rcſulgent arms a gloricus lond) 


 Vulcanian arms, ihe labour of a God. 


Then turning to the daughters of the main, 175 


The Coddeſs thus diſmiſs'd her azure train: 
Ye ſiſter Nereids ! to your deeps detcend ; 


| Haſte, and our father's ſacred ſeat attend: 
I go to find the architect divine, 


Where vaſt Olympus' ſtarry ſummits ſhine :—1$0 
So tell our hoary fire—This charge ſhe gave: 


The ſea-green liſters plunge beneath the wave: 


- 42> 


' Urg'd to broad Helleſpont their headlong cout ſe: 


Thetis once more aſcends the bleſt abodes, 


And treads the brazen threſhold of the Gods. 
And now the Greeks, from furious Hcctor's 
force, | I85 


Nor yet their chiefs Patroclus* body bore ' 
Safe through the tempeſt to the uated ſhore, 

The horſe, the foot, with equal fury join'd, [190 
Pour'd on the rear, and thunder d cloſe behind, 
And, like a flame through fields of ripen'd corn, 


The rage of Hector o'er the ranks was borne. 


As oft th' Ajaces his aſſault ſuſtain; 


Thrice the ſlain hero by the foot he drew ; 
Thrice to the ſkies the Trojan clamours flew : 


Tge | 


| But check'd, he turns; repuls'd, attacks again; 


With ſiereer Mouts his lingerin troops he fires, 


Nor yields a ſtep, nor from his poſt retire- ; 


| N o watchful ſhepherds ftrive to force, iu vain, 


he hungry lion from a carcaſe ſlain. 200 


Kv'n yet Patroclus had he borne aw ay, 


And all the glories of th' extended Gay: 
Had nor high Juno, from the realms of air, 


Secret, difparch' d her truſ y meſſenger. 


Shot in a whirlwind to the ſaore below: 
To great Achilles at his ſhips ſhe came, 
And thus began the Many-colour'd Dame: 


1 Aſtiit the combat, and Parrocius ſave: 
For him the ſlaughter to the fleet they ſpread, 


"Che various Gocdels of the ſhow'ry bow, 205 


Riſc, ſon of Peleus! rife divinely brave! 
210 


And fall by mutual wounds around the dead, 
To drag him back to Troy, the foe contends: 


Nor with his death the rage of Hector ends: 
A xrey to dogs he dooms the corpſe to lie, 215 
And marks the place to fix his head on high. 


Riſe, and prevent (if yet you think of ſame) 


© Achilles was. 


Thy friend's disgrace, thy own eternal ſhame. 
Who ſends thee, Goddeſs! from the ztherial 


ITh' immortal Empreſs of the realms above; 


Except the mighty Telamonian ſhield ? 


Unknown to him who ſits remote on high, 
Unknown to all the ſynod of the ſky, [225 
"t hou com'ſt in vain, he cries (with fury warm'd) 


Arms l have none, and can I fight unarm'd ? 


Unwilling as I am, of force 1 ſtay, 
Till 'Yhetis bring me at the dawn of dav, 
Vulcanian arms: what other can I wield ; 


1 
| And thrice hey fled, confounded and amaz'd. 220 
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That in my ſriend's defence, has Ajax ſpread, 
While! 
The gallant chief deferde Menctius' ter, 

And does, what his Achilles ſhould have done. 
1 hy waut of arms (ſaid Iris) well we know, 
But though unarm'd, yet clad in terrors, go! 236 
Let but Achilles oer yen trench appear, 

Proud Troy ſhall tre mble, aud conſent to ferr ; 
Greece from ore glance of that tremendous cye 

| pr take new courage, and wiſdain to fy, 240 
"She {poke, and pats'd 1 in air. The hero roſe; 
Her zyis Pallas o'cr his ſhoulder throws ; 7 
Around his brows a golden cloud ſhe ſpread ; Fo 

a ſtream of glory flam'd above his head. 

A 


The ſmokes, high curling to the ſhaded firies 
(Seen from ſome 1iflar.d, o'er the main atar, 
When men diftre!! hang out the ſign of war) 
Soon as the ſun in ocean hides his rays, 


With long- projected beams the ſeas are bright, 
And heaven's high arch reflects the ruddy light: 
80 from Achilles head dhe ſplendors riſe, 


Forthmarch' the chief, and, diſtant from the crowd, 
High on the rampart rais'd his voice aloud, 

| With her own ſhout Minerva ſwells the ſound; 
Troy ſtarts aſtoniſh'd, and the ſhores rebound. 
As the loud trumpet's brazen mouth from far 


With ſhrilling chu:gor founds the alarm of war, 
| Struck from the wall, the echoes float on high, 26t 


And the round bulwarks and thick towers reply; - 
So high his brazen voice the hero rear'd: 
Hoſts drop their arms, and trembled as they heard; 


Aghaſt they ſee the living lightnings play, 
And turn their eye-ba!l> frum the flaſhing ray. 
Fhrice from the trench his dreacful voice he rais'd: 


Twelve, in the tumult wedg'd, untimely ruſh'd 
On their own ſpears, by their ownchariots cruſh'd: 


4 While, ſniclded from the darts, the Greeks obtain 
Ine long- con ended carcaſe of the flain. | 
1 lofty bier the breathlefs warrior bears: 275 


Arc-and, his ſad companions melt in trars,. 
But chief Achilles, bending down his head, 


Pours unavailing forrows o'er the dead, 5 
{| Whom late triumphant, with his leeds and car, | 
280 
Unhappy change!) now ſenſeleſs, pale, ae ſound, - 
Stretch'd forth, aud gaih'd with many @ coping 


He ſent refulgent to the field of war; 3 


wound. 


| 


| Quench" d his red orb, at J:nc's high command, 


5 And Iristhus replies; I ſkies? 220 And from their dons? 8 & 'd ti Achaian hat. d. 
I come, Pelides! from the Queen ot Jove, 


| The frighted Trojans (pantirg from the war, 
Their ſteeds unharneſs c from the weary car) 
| A ſudden council call'd: each chicf appcar'd 


ln haſte, and ſtarding ; tor to fir they frar'd. 290 


"Fwas now no ſraſon for prolong'd debate, 
hey ſaw Achilles, and in him their fate, 
Silent they ſtood: Polydamas at laſt. 
Skill'd to diſcern the future by che paſt, 
thus expreis d his fears; 295 


I 


230 (Tue {riend of — «ng ot equal years; 


ſtrong lance around him heaps the dead: 


s when from ſome belraguer'd town ariſe 245 


Thick on the hills the flaming beacons blaze; 250 


And back the charints roll, and courſers bound, 265 i 
And ſteeds and men Jay mingled on the ground. 


Mean time, unweary'd with Lis 3 woy, 80 
In ocean's waves, th' unwilling light of day [255 


| Reflecting blaze on blaze againſt the ſkies. [255 | | * 


oO 


„ 
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The ſelf-ſame night to both a being gave, * 
A 


One wiſe in counſel, one in action brave): 
In frre debate, my friends, your ſentence ſpcak; 


For me I move, before the morning break, 300 
To raiſe our camp: too danz--: ::5 here our poſt, 


Far from Troy walls, and on naked con. 


deem'd not Greece fo dreadful, while, engag'd 
In mutual feuds, her king and hero rag*d: [305 
Then, while we hop'd our armies might prevail, 
We boldly camp'd beſide a thouſand fail. 


I dread Pelides now: his rage of mind 
| Not long continues to the ſhores conſin d, 


Nor to the fields, where long in equal fray 
Contending nations won and loſt the day; 310 
For Troy, for Troy, ſhall henceforth be the ſtrife, 


And the hard conteſt not for fame bur life. 


Haſte then to lion, while the favouring night | 


Detains thoſe terrors, keeps that arm from fight; 
I but the morrow's fun behold us here, 
That arm, thoſe terrors, we ſhall feel, nor fear; 


315 


And hearts that now diſdain, ſhall leap with joy, 
[if Hcav'n permit them then to enter 'Froy. « 
Let not my fatal prophecy be true, 
Nor what I tremble but to think, enſue, 
Whatever be our fate, yet let us try 


320 


What force of thought and reaſon can ſupply; 


Let us on counſel for our guard depend? 4 
he town, her gates and bulwarks ſhall defend: 


When morning dawns, our well- appointed powers, 


Array'd in arms, ſhall line the loſty towers. 326 
| Let the fierce hero then, when fury calls, 
Vent his mad vengeance on our rocky walls, 
Or fetch a thouſand circles round the plain, 

ili his ſpent courſers ſeek the fleet again: 330 


do may his rage be tir'd, and labour d down ; 


and dogs ſhall tear him ere hie lack the town. 
urn? (ſaid Hector, fir d with ftern diſdain) 


net! coop whole armics in our walls again 
Vas't not etiough, ye valiant warriors fay, 335 


Nite vears impriſon'd in thoſe towers ye lay? 
Wide o':r the world was Ilion tam'd of old 
{ ur bruf- exhauſtk(:, and for mines of gold: 


mut vehile inglot ian in her wall we ftay'd, 
uk were her teraſures, and her ſtures decay'd; 34% 
he Phr;o:ans now ber ſcatter'd ſpoils enjoy, 


4.1.4 proud M::onia waſtes the fruits of Troy. -4 


Great Jove at jep#th my arm» to conquelt calls, 


And hut the Grecian in tc wooden walls 
Dar'k thou difpirit whom the Gods incite;  £ 


Flies any Trogen? I ſhall ftop his flight. 


% better counſel then attention Ind; 


* 
Lake duc refreſhment, aud the Watch a' tend. „ 


If there be one whole riches coſt him care, 


Forth lat him bring them for the troops to ſhare: | 


"Tis better generoutly beſtow d on thoſe, "364 
"Than leit the plunder of our country's foes, 
Soon as the morn the purple orient warms, 
Tierce on yon navy we will pour our arms; 
It great Achilles rife in all hi- might, 355 


His be the danger. I ſhall ſland the fight. —- 


Honour, ye Gods! or let me gain, or give! 
- An live he glorious, whoſoe'cr ſhall live ! 


Mars is our common lord, alike to all: 
And oft the victor triumphs but to tall. 
"The ſnhut in: Loft in loud applauſes join'4 ; 
So Pallis robb'd the many of their mind ; 
. | | 


60 


62 


n 


To their own ſenſe comdemn d, and leſt to chooſe 


The worſt advice, the better to refulc. 


Around Patro-\us mourn'd the Grecian train. 
Stern in ſuperior grief Pelides ſtood ; 


Now clatp'd his elay-cold limbs: then guſhing ſtacc 
The tears, and fighs burſt from his ſwelling heart. 


Roars thro" the deſart, and demands is young: 
Wen the grim favaye, to his rifled Cen 

Too late returning, ſauff> the track of men, 

And o'er the vales and o'er the foreſt bounds; 37 5 
His clamorous grief the v<llowing wood reſounds. 
So grieves Achilles; and impetuous vents 
"To all his My ca dons his loud laments, 

ln what vain promiſe, Gods! did l engage, 
When, to conſole Meretws' ſeeble ure, 5 
I vow'd his much-iov'd offspring to reſtore, 
Chary'd with rich ſpoils, to fair Opuntia's ore? 


But mighty Jove cuts ſhort, with quit cuſdain, 


The long, long views of poor, delizning man! 


And Troy's black fands muit arink our blood ali ; 
Me tov a wretched mother flall deplore, 

An aged father never ſce me more! 

et, my Patroclus! yet a ſpace I ſtay, | 
Then ſwift purſue thee on the darkſome way. 390 
Ere thy dear relicks in the grave are laid, 
Shall Hector's head be offer d to thy ſhade ; 


hat, with his arms, ſhall hang before thy ſhrine . 
0) And twelve tlie nobleſt of the T ops liac, ©. 


Sacred to vengeance, by this hand expire; 395 
Their lives effus'd around thy flaming pyre. ® 
| Thus let me lie till then! thus, cloſciy preſt, 


j Bathe thy cold face, and fob upon thy breaſt! 
| While Trojan captives here thy mourners ſtay, 


Weep all tne night, and murmur all the day: 400 


He ſpoke, and bade the fad attendants round 


Cleanſe tic pale corpſe, and wath each honour'd 


A mafly caidron of tupen.ious frame | wound. 405 
hey brought, and plac'd it cer the rifing flame 


| Then heap the livhred wood ; the flame divides 


Bencath the vale, and climbs around the ſides; 


la its wide womb they pour the ruſhing ſtreain; 
| The boiling water bubbles to the brim. 


412 
The body then they bathe with pious toll. 1 
Embalm tlie wounds, anviat the limbs with oil, 
High en 4 bed of ſtate extenicd 111, . 
And decent cover'd with a Lien ſhade ; 1475 
Laſt o'er the dead the milk- white veil they threu; 
Chat dong, their torrows and tic 14 renc w. 
Mean while to Juno, in the raums above, 


| (His wife and fiſter) ſpoke Almighty Jovz : 


At laſt thy will prevuils; great Peu fon 
Riſes in arms: ſuch Grace thy Gre: ks have won. 
Say (for I know not) is their race divine, FIT: 
And thou the mother of that martial line? 


While anger flaſh'd from her majettic cv es) 
Succour like this a mortal arm nught hund, 4235 
And fuch ſucceſs mere human wit won: 
And ſhall not J., the ſecor? Pun e akoy. 


1 


145 


While the long night extends her ſable reign, 365 
Choſe flaughtering arms, fo us'd to bathe in blood, 


The lion thus, with dreadful anguiſh ſtung, 371 


330 


One fate the warrior and the frieud ſhail ftrike, 385 


Spoils of my arms, aud thing; when, waſting wide, 
_ | Our ſwords kept time, and conduer'd fide by fide. 


What words are theſe (th' imperial dame replies, 


f ee, 
Heaven's Qieen, aud count of cle thut d u 


* 


FA 


Fay. ſha! not I, one nation's ſate command, 
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Nec:  ceuk my vengeance on one guilty land? 430 
Su they. Meanwhile the Silver-ſooted Dame 
Reach'd the Vulcanian dome, etcrnal frame ! 
Hrgh-emirent amid the works divine, 
Where Heaven's far beaming brazen manſions 
No ſhine. 55 | 
There the lame architect the Goddeſs found, 435 
Obſcure in ſmoke, his forges flaming round, 
While bath'd in ſweat from fire to fire hu flew ; 


And puffing loud, the roaring bellows blew. 


That day no cummon taſk his labour claiin's : 
Full twenty tripods for his hall he fram'd, 440 
Thar, plac'd on living wheels of maſſy gold 
(Wondrous to tell!) inſtinct with ſpirit roll'd 


a * From place to place, around the bleſt abodes, 
» SelE-moyv'd, obedient to the beck of gods 


a0, 


High on a throne, with ſtars of ſilver grac'd, 


For their fair handles now o'erwrought with 
OI. — 
In moulds prepar d the glowing ore he pours. 
Juſt as reſponſive to his thought the frame 

Stood prompt to move, the azure Goddeſs came: 
Charis, his ſpouſe, a grace divincly ſair 
(With purple fillets round her braided hair} 450 
Obſerv'd her entering? her ſoft hand ſhe preſe'd, 
And, ſmiling, thus the watery Queen addieſo d: 
What, Goddeſs! this unuſual favour draws ? 
All hail, and welcome! whatſoe'er the cauſe: 


Till now a ſtranger, in a happy hour 455 


Approach, and taſte the dainty of the bower. | 


And various artifice, the Queen ſhe plac'd : 


A footſtool at her feet; then, calling, ſaid, 


Vulcan, draw near; tis Thetis aſks your aid. 460 


„ Thetis (reply'd the God) our powers may claim, 


An ever- dear, an ever-honour d name! | 
When my proud mother huri'd me from the ſky 
(My aukward form, it ſcems, diſpleas'd her eye) 
She and Eurynome my griefs redreit, 465 
And ſoit receiv'd me on their filver breaſt. 


_ Ev'n then, theſe arts employ'd my infant thought; 


Chains, bracelets, pendants, all their toys, | 
wrought. 8 


* Nine years kept ſecret in the dark abode, 5 


"bs 


vas 


lde ruſhing ocean murmur'd oer my hend. 


f Vouchſafe, O Thetis! at our board to mare 475 
The genial rites, and hoſpitable furc; _ 


| Veep in a cavern'd rock my days were loi; 


Now ſince her preſence glads our manlion, ſay, 
For ſuch deſert what ſervice can | par? 


While I the labours of the forge forego, 


And bid the roaring bellows ceaſe to blow. 


Then from his anvil the lame artiſt rote; 
Wide with diſtorted legs, oblique he gu, 4% 
And ſlills the beilows, and (in order laid) 
Locks in their cheſts his inſtruments ot trade. 
Then with a ſponge the footy workman dreſt 


Cane halting forth the Sovereign of the lire: 

i" monarch's ſteps two female forms uphold, 
Fiat 1z0v'd, and breath'd, in animated gold; 

Pu m Was Voice, and ſenſe, and fcience given 
JU: works divine, (iucn wonders are in heaven! 
+ thete fupporred, with unequal gait, 491 
1. 5vecRt's the throne where penſive Thetis ſate ; 


His brawny arms imbrown'd, and hairy vreail. | 
With his huge fceptre grac'd, and red attire, 46; | 
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He thus addreſs'd the Silver-footed Dame: 
Thee, welcome Goddeſs ! what occaſion calls 495 
(So long a ſtranger) to theſe honour'd walls ? 
is thine, fair Thetis, the command to lay, 
And Vulcan's joy and duty to obey. 


V. To whom the mournful mother thus replies 
(The cryſtal drops ſtood trembling in her eyes) 


Oh, Vulcan! ſay, was ever breaſt divine gor 
So pierc'd with ſorrows, ſo o'erwhelm'd, as mine? 
Of all the Goddeſſes, did Jove prepare 

For Thetis only ſuch a weight of care! 


By force ſubjected to a man's em 

Who, finking now with age and forrow, pays 
;Che mighty fine impos'd on length of days. 
Sprung from my bed a godlike hero came, 


Like ſome fair plant beneath my careful hand, 
He grew, he flouriſh'd, and he grac'd the laud; 


| To Troy I ſent him! but his native ſhore 
| Never, ah never, ſhall receive him more; 


(Ev'n while he lives, he waſtes with ſecret woe) 
Nor l. a Goddeſs, can retard the blow! $16 
Robb'd of the prize the Grecian ſuffrage gave, 


| The king of nations forc'd his royal flave : 


For this he griev'd; and, till the Greeks oppreſt 
Requir'd his arm, he ſorrow'd unredreſt. 52 


Chen, flain by Phebus (Hector had the name} 


| But thou, in pity, by my prayer be won: 
Grace with immortal arms this ſhort-liv'd ſon, 
And te the held in martial. pomp reſtore, 

To thine with: glory, till he ſhines no more! 535 
To her the Artilt-god : Thy griefs refign, 
Secure, what V ulcau can, is ever thine. 

O coul 1 hide him [rom the Fates as well, 
Or with thele hans the erucl ſtrokte repil, 
As I hall forge molt envy'darms, the gaze <5 


| [Of wondering ayes, and the worid's amaze ! 
Secure I lay, concral'd from man and God: 470 


Thus having faid, the Father of the fires 
To the biack Jabours of his forge retires. 


Soon us he bat? then blow, the bellows tur.“! 


Ficir irou mouths; aud where the firnace burr it, 


{ Rulounding breath'd; at ence the blatt vxpires, 53“ 


And twenty forges cutch at ouce the res; 

Tet the God directs, now loud, now lo, 
hey raiſe a tempett, or they gently blow. 
lu Joing Names huge fiiver bars arc roll, 5 
And tubvorn braſs. and tin, and folid gull: 
3-tore, decp fix'd, tir eg rnal auvils Hand 

Fre hundetrous hanuner loads his better hand, 


Lud thick, ſtrong ſtrokes, the doubling vaults r. + 
' - - hound... | 


Rich various artince embliz'd the field; 

[ts utmoſt verge a theeciold circic hound; 

A filver chain ſuſpends the maily round; 

Five umple plates the broad expanſe compoſe, 555 
And godlike labours on the ſurface roſe. 

here ſhone the image of the maller-mind: 


There earth, thc e lic. ven, tiiær e vill, he deu'd; 


| There, plac'd behind her on 2 ſhining frame, 


I, only I, of all the wat'ry race, —— 5 


The braveſt ſure that ever bore the name; 510 


Large gifts they promiſe, and their elders ſ-na ; | 
Ila vain-—he arins not, but permits his friend 
His arms, his ſtreds, his forces, ro employ ; 
5 He marches, combats, almoſt conquers troy. 


At once reſigns his armour, life, and fame 526 


Hi: leit with tongs turns the vex'd metal round, 


550 
Ihen firſt he ſorm' d th immenſe and ſolid luck, 


! 


The youthſul dancers in a circle bound 
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Th* unwearied fun, the moon completely round; 
The ftarry lights that heaven's high couvex 
crown'd; 
The Pleiads, Hyads, with the northern team; 
And great Orion's more refulgent beam; 
To which, around the axle of the ſky, 
The Bear revolving points his golden eye, 
Still ſhines exalted on th' æthereal plain, 
Nor bathes his blazing forehead in the main. 
Tuo cities radiant on the ſhield appear, 
The image one of peace, and one of war. 
Here ſacred pomp and genial feaſt delight, 
Aud ſolemn dance, and Hymenzal rite; 570 
Along the ftreet the new-made brides ate led, 
With torches flaming, to the nuptial ted: 


56s 


To the foft flute, and cittern's ſilver found; 75 
Through the fair ſtreets, the matrons in a row 
Stand in their porches, and enjoy the ſhow. 
There, in the forum ſwarm a numerous train. 
The ſubject of debate, a townſman flain : | 
One pleads the fine diſcharg'd, which one denz d, 
And bade the public and the laws decide: 380 
The witneſs is produc'd on eicher hand? 
For this, or that, the partiai people ſtand: 
Th' appointed heralds ſtill the noiſy bands, 
And form a riug, with ſceptres in their hands 
On ſeats of ſtone, within the ſacred place, 385 
The reverend clders ny ded oer the caſe; 
Alternate, each th' attciting fceprre tcok, 
And riſing, ſolemn, each his ſentence ſpoke. 
Two golden talents lay emidft, in fight, _ 
The prize of him who beſt adjueig d the right, 90 
Another part (a proſpect d. Hering far) _ 
_ Clow'd with refulgent arms, and horrid war. 
Two mighty hoft+ a leaguer'd town embrace, 
And one would pillage, one would bun tic 
Pier. [595 | 


NTean time the townſmen, arm'd with ſilent care, | 


A ſecret ambuſh on the foe prepare: (band 
"Their wives, their children, aud the watchial 
Of trembling parents, on the turrets Rand 
They march, by Pallas and by Mars made belt, 600 
Bold were the Gods, their radiant garnier te gold, 
And gold their armour : thete the fquadron led, 
Auguſt, divine, ſuperior by the head! 
A place for ambuſh fit, they found, and ſtocd 
Cover'd with ſhields, belide a filver flood. 
Two ſpies at diſtance lurk, and watchful ſcem 605 
It ſheep or oxen ſeek the winding ſtream. 
Soon the white flocks proceeded o'er the plains, 
Aud ſteersflow moving, and two ſhepherd ſwains: 
| Behind them, piping on their reeds, they go, 
Nor fear an ambuſh, nor ſuſpect afoe. 610 
ln arms the glittering ſquadron riſing round, 
Ruſh ſudden ; hills of flaugnt:r heap the ground; 


| 


| Whole flocks and herds lie blecding on the plains, | 


And, all amidſt them, dead, the ſhepherd ſwains! 
The bellowing oxen the beſiegers hear; (war; 615 


They riſe, take horſe, approach, and meet the | 


They fight, they fall, beſide the ſilver flood; 
The waving ſilver ſeem'd to bluſh with blood. 
There tumult, there contention, ſtood contelt ; 
Ore rcar'd a dagger at a captive's breaſt z 620 
One held a living foe, that freſhly bled 

With new-made wounds; another dragg'd a dead. 


560 


b Behind, the riſing earth, in ridges roll'd : 


| 


And nive tour dogs complete the ruſtic band. 07 
To lions ruſhing from the wood appear d, 


; In lofty Gnoſſus, for the Cretan queen, 
| Form'sd by Dadalean art: a comely band 
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And the whole war came out, and met the eye; 625 
And each bold figure feenr'd to live, or die. 

A ſield deep-furrow'e next, the Gn! defign'd, 
The third time labour d by the iwcoting hind; 
The ſhining ſhares full many ploughmen guide, 
And turn their crooked yokes on every fide; 630 
Still as at cither end they wheel around, | 
The maſler meets them with his goblet crown'd ; 
The hearty draught rewards, renews their toil, 
Then back the turning plough-ſhares cleave the 


fall : | 
[635 

And fable look'd, though form'd of molten gold. 

Another field roſe high with waving grain; 

| With bended fickles ſtand the reaper- train: 

Here, ſirctch'd in ranks, the level'd ſwarths are 

| ſound, | 640 

Sheaves heap'd on ſh the 

| ground. | ES 

With ſweeping firoke the mowers ſtrow the lands: 

The gatherers follow, and collect in bands; 

And laſt the children, in whoſe arms are horne 

{Too ſhort to gripe them) the brown ſheave: of 

he ruſtic manarch of the hieid detcrics, [cora, 65 

With filent glee, the heaps around him riſe, 

A ready banquet on the turf is laid, 

Beneath an ample oak's expanded ſhade. 

The victim ox the ſturdy youth prepare ; 

The reaper's duc repaſt, the women's care. 65 

Next, ripe in yellow gold, a vineyard ſhines, 


-aves here thicken up 


| 


Bent with: the ponderous harveſt of its vines; 
| A deeper dye the dangling cluſters ſhow, 


And, curt'd on filver props, in order glow: - 


A darker metal mixt, wtrench'd the place; 65 4 
Aud ples of glittering tin th' encloſure grace. 


To this, one path-way gently- winding leads, | 
here march a train with barkets ou their heads 
(Fair maids, aud blooming youths; that Imiling f 
heur | | _ 

The purple product of th' autumnal year. 60 Fo | 
To thef.: a youth awakes the wat bling ſtrings, ©. 
| Whoſe render lay the fate of Linus fings: 
in menſur'd dance behind him move the train, 
Tune ſoſt the voice, and an{wer to the ſtrain, 

Hore herds ef oxen march, erect and bold, 64; 
Reor high their horus, and ſeem to low in gold, 
And ſpred to mendows, on whole founding ſhure » 


A rapid torrert through the ruſhes roars ; 


Four golden herdſmen as their pnardians ſtand. 


And ſeiz'd a bull, the maſter of the herd: 
Fe roar'd: in vain the dogs, the men, withſtood ; 
hey tore his fleſh, and drank the ſable blood. 


| The dogs (oft cheer'din vain) deſert the prey, 675 : 


Lread the grim terrors, and at diſtance bay. 

Next this, the eve the art of Vulcan leads 

Deep through fair foreſts, and a length of meads 
And ſtalls, and folds, and ſcatter'd cots between; 
Ane fleecy flocks, that whiten all the ſcene. 68 
A figur'd dance ſucceeds : ſuch once was ſeen 


Gf youths and maidens, bounding band in hand 
The maids in ſoft cymars of linen dreſt; «& 
be youths all graceful in che gloſſy veit: 

Of thoſe the locks with flowery wreath: intel! 


Now here, now there, the carcaſes they tore 
Tate ſtalk d amièſt them, grim with human gore. 


| 


Of cheſe the ſides adoi n with ſwords » gn 
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That. glittering gay, from ſilver belts depend. 2 
Now all at once they riſe, at once deſcend 690 


Wich well-taught fect; now ſhape, in —— 
ways, 

Confus'. yl RY the moving maze : 
Now forth at once, too ſwift for ſight, they W 
And undiſtinguiſh'd b.cad the flying ring: 
So whirls a wheel, in giddy circle tuſt, 695 
And rapid as it runs, he ſingle ſpokes are loſt. 
"The gazing muititudes admire around, 
The active tumblers in the centre bound; _ 
hey bend : 


Now high, now low, their pliant limbs th 


And general ſongs the ſprightly revel end. 70⁰ 


Swift from Olympus' ſnowy ſummit flies, 
And bears the blazing preſent through the ſkies. 
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Thus the broad ſhieid complete the artiſt 
crown'd 
With his laſt hand, and pour'd the ocean round 
In living ſilver ſeem'd the waves to roll, [ whole. 


And beat the buckler's verge, and bound the 


This done, whate'er a warrior's uſe requires, 70; 
He forg'd ; the cuiraſs that outſhines the fires. 
The greaves of ductile tin, the helm impreſt 
With various ſculpture, and the golden creſt. 

At 'Thetis' feet the finiſh'd labour lay: 


She, as a falcon, cuts th' aerial way, 51> 


BOOK XXX. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Reconciliation of Achilles and Agamemnon. 


TZ. tis bologs tn ber fon the armour awd by Fulcan. She preſerves the body cf bis friend from — — 
commanits Sine ts aſſemble the army, to declare his r:ſentment at an end. Ag amemnon and Achilles are 


Solemnly reconciled : the ſpeeches, preſents, and ceremonies, on that occaſion. Achilles is with great difficulty 
| ferſuaded ti refrain from the battle till the troops bave refreſbed themſelver, by the advice of es. 
Preſents are convryed to the tent of Achilies ; ⁊c hre * laments ever the body of Patroclus. 


The bero 


ebftinately refuſes all repaſt. and gives himſcif up to !amentation er his friend. Minerva deſcends to 


frengthen Lim, by the order of Jupiter. 


The arms for the finbt : 
Limſelf tn bis borſes, end reproaches them with the death of Fatreclus. 


_ evith voice, and inſpired to propheſy bis fate ; nds the —_ not aſtont ou by that ws gw 4 with 2 tn 


the combat. 
| The thirtieth day. The ſc ene is un the ſcu· ſcore. 


oox as Aurora heav'd her orient head 
Above the waves, that bluſt,'d with early red 
( With new-born day to gladden mortal fight, 
And gild the courts of heaven with ſacred light) 
n' immortal arms the Goddeſs-mother bears 5 
Swift to her ſon : her ſon ſhe finds in tears 
+ Stretch'd o'er Patroclus* corpſe ; while all the reſt 
Their ſovereign's ſorrows in their own ezprelt, 
ray divine her heavenly preſence ſhed, 
And thus, his hand ſoft touching. Thetis ſaid 70 
Fuppreſs (my ſon) this rage of grief, and know 
It was not man, but Heaven, that gave the blow; 
| Kehold what arms by Vulcan are beſtlow'd? 
| Arm worthy thee, or fit to grace 2 God. 

"Then drops the radiant burden on the 3 1 5 
Clung the ſtrong arms, and ring the ſhorcs a- 
5 round: | 

Pack ſhrink the Myrmidons with hd ſurpriſe, 
And from the broad effulgence turn'd their «ys, 
Unmov'd, the hero kindles at the ſhow, | 
And feels with rage divine his boſom giow : 13 06 

From his fierce eye-halls living flames expirc, 
Ard flaſh inceſſant Ike a ſtream of fre ; 
He turns the radiant gift, and feeds his mind 
On all th' immortal artiſt bad deſign'd. 
Goddeſs! (he cry'd) thete glorious arms that 
ſhine 25 
With matchleſs art, confeſs the hand divine. 
Nu to the bloody battle let me bend: 
bn: ah! tbe rclicks of a argbter'd fiend! 


| 


ſ 


| | in thoſerwide wand through which his ſpirit 


fled, 


| Shall flies and worms obſcene pollute the dead ? 30 | 


| That unavaiſing care be laid afide, 

(The azure Goddeſs to her fon replx'd) | 

w hole years untouch'd, uninjur'd, ſhall remain, | 
Freſh as in life, the carcaſe of the lain. 

But go. 
Before the Grecian peers renounce thine ire; 
hen uncontroll'd in boundlets war engage, 


And Heaven with {ſtrength ſupply the mighty | 


rage ! 


Then in the noſtrils of the ſlain the pour'd 


| O'er all the corple. 
| Untouch'd it reſts, and facred from decay. | 
Achilles to rhe ſtrand obedient went: 8 
the ſhores reſounded with the voice he ſent. | 
The heroes heard, and all the naval train 45 
That tend the ſhips, or guide them oer the main, 
Alarm'd, tranſported, at the well-known ſound, 


| Frequent and full, the great aſſembly crown'd ; 


Studious to fee that terror of the plain. 
Leng loſt to battle, ſhine in arms again. 55 
ydides and U)yſles firſt appear, {ſpear ; 
Lame with their wounds, and leaning on the 
| Uhelſe on tlie ſacred teats of council plac'd, 
The king of men, Atrides, came the laſt : 
He too tore wounded by Agenor's fon, 


— (rilng in the midſt) begun: 


The bo 


"bis appearance deſcribed. He addreſſes 
One of them is miraculouſly endued 


Achilles (as affairs require) 35 z 1 


Nectareous drops, and rich ambroſia ſhower'd 40 8 
"The flies forbid their rey. 


rr fu iQ _ _Q@Xw=D]D.£.a'. oo a 


' Raſh we contended for the black-ey d maid) 60 


| wir hn alas ! 2 mortal man, as I, 
Burn with a fury that can never die? 70 
Here then my anger ends; let war ſucceed, 
And ev'n as Greece has bled, let Llion bleed. 
No call the hoſts, and try, if in our fight 
_ 'Froy yet ſhall dare to camp a ſccond night? [75 | 


| The Grecks accept, and ſhout Pelides“ name. 


Unruly murmurs, or ill-tim'd applauſe 85 N 
Wrong the beſt ſpeaker, and the juſte ſt cauſe. 


Know, angry Jove, and all- compelling Fate, 

With ſell Erinnys, urg d my wrath that day 
When from Achilles arms I forc'd the prey. 99 
What then could I againſt the will of Heaven? 


She. Jove's dread daughter, fated to infeſt 


Rut prints her lofty footſteps on the heads 


Ii ong feſtering wounds, inextricable woes! Fd 
Of old. ſhe ftaik'd amid the bright abodes; 

Aud Jove himtelf, the Sire of men and Gods, too 

The world's great ruler, felt her venom'd dart; 
Decciv'd by Juno's wiles, aud female art. 


And Jove expected his RICKY fon: : 4 

Io Gods and Goddeſſes th* unruly joy 105 

He ſhow'd, ard vaunted of his matchleſs hoy : 
From ws he faic) this day au infant ſprings, 


— Saturniaaſk'd an oath, to vouch the truth, 
And fix d dominion on the favour'd youth. 110 
The Th::nderer, unſuſpicious of the fraud, 
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Oh monarch ! better far had been the fate [ 
Of thee, of me, of all the Grecian ſtate, 
If, (ere the day when by mad paſſion ſway'd, 


Preventing Dian had diſpatch'd her dart, 

And ſhot the ſhining miſchief to the heart : 

Then many a hero had not preſs'd the ſhore, 
Nor Troy's glad fields been fatten'd with our 


gore: 
Long, _—_— the woes we caus'd be- 


65 
And fad pe 2 the tale. | 
— * no more the ful ſubject of debate, 
paſt, forgotten, and reſign'd to fate : 


deem their mightieſt, when this arm he knows, 
Shall *ſcape with tranſport, and with joy repoſe. 
He ſaid : his finiſh'd wrath with loud acclaim 


When thus, not riſing from his lofty throne, 
la ſtate unmov'd, the king of men begun: 80 


Hear me, ye ſons of Greece! with ſilence 
hear! | 


And grant your monarch an impartial * 
A while your loud, untimely j joy ſuſpend, 
And let your raſh, injurious clamours end: 


Nor charge on me, ye Greeks, the dire debate: 


Not by myſelf, but vengeful Ate driven; 


The wrath of mortals, enter'd in my breaſt, ___ 
Not on the ground that haughty Fury — 95 


Of mighty mer ; inflicting as ſhe goes 


For when Alcmena's nine long months were 
| run, 


Fated to rule, and born a king of kings. 


Pronouuc'd thoſe foiemn words that bind a God. 
The joy!ul Goddeis from Olympus” height, 

Swift to Achatan Argos bent her flight; 

Scarce ſeven moons gone, lay Stheneleus's wife; 


She pul her lingering infant into life ; 116 
Her chums Alcmena's coming labour ſtay, - 
Aud ſtop the babe, juſt iſſuing to the day. 


Then bids Saturnius bear his oath i in mind ; 
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* Is this day born; ſrom Sthenelus he ſprings, 

« And claims thy promiſe to be king of kings.” 

| Grief ſeiz'd the Thunderer, by his oath engag'd; 
Stung to the ſoul, he ſorrow d, and he rag'd. 

From his ambroſial head, where perck'd ſhe ſat-, 

He fſnatch'd the Fury-Goddeſs of debate, 126 

The dread, th' irrevocable oath he ſwore, 

Th' immortal cats ſhould nc'er Echold her more: 

And whirl'd her headlong down, for ever driven 

From bright Olympus and the ſtarry heaven: 130 
hence on the nether world the Fury fell; 

Ordain'd with man'> contentious race to dwell. 

Full oft the God his ſon's hard toils bemoan'd, 

Curs'd the dire Fury, and in ſecret groan'd. 

Ev'n thus, like Jove himſelf, was I miſled, 1375 


| While raging Hector heap'd our camps with | 


dead. 


| What can the errors of my rage atone ? = 


My martial troops, my treaſures, are thy own: 
This inſtant from the navy ſhall be ſent 
M kate'er Ulyſſes promis d at thy tent: 140 
But thou! appeas'd, propitious to our prayer, 
Reſume thy arms, and ſhine again in war. 

O king of nations! whoſe ſuperior ſway 
(Rerurns Achilles all our hoſts obey! 
To keep or ſend the preſents, be thy care; T45 
To us, tis equal: all we aſk is war. 8 
While yet we talk, or but an inſtant ſhun 
| The fight, our glorious work remains undone. 


| Let every Greck, who ſees my ſpear confound 


The Trojan ranks, and deal dellruction round, 155 I. 
With emulation what I act ſurvey, | 

And learn from thence the buſinels of the day. | 
The ſon of Peleus thus: and thus replies 

] he great in councils, Ithacus the wiſc : 

Though, godlike, chou art by no toils oppreſt, 185 

At leatt our armies claim repaſt and reſt : 

Long aid laborious muit the combat be, | 

When by the Gods inſpir'd, and led by thee. 


Strength is deriv'd from ſpirits and * blood, 


And thoſe augment by generous wine and 

food: | 160 
What bouſtful ſon of war, without that ſtav, | 
Can laſt a hero through a ſingle day? 


Courage may prempt ; but, ebbing out his frength 


| Mere unſupported man muſt yield at length; 166 


Shrunk with dry famine, and with toils ; declin' d, 
The drooping body will defert the mind : 

But built anew with ttrength-conferring ſare, 
With limbs and foul untam'd, he tires a war. 
Ditmuls the people then, and give command, 


With ſtrong repaſt to hearten every band ; I 


But let the pretents to Achilles made 
In tull atlembly of all Greece be laid. 


| The king of men ſhall riſe in public light, 


And ſolemn ſwear (obſervant of the rite) 
I hat, ſpotleſs as ſhe came, the maid removes, 1, 
Pure from his arms, and guiltlels of his lovcs. 


| Ch..t done, a ſumpenous banquet tha!ll be made, 
And the full price of mjur'd honour paid. 
Stretch not henceſorth, O prince! thy ſovereig;: 


might 
Beyond the bounds of reafon and cf right; 12: 
"Tis the chief praiſe that e er to kings belong d. 


To right with juſtice whom with power they 


wrong 'd. 


To him the monarch : Juſt is thy decree, 


% A youth {aid he; of Jove's immortal kiad 120 


Thy words give joy, nd wiſdom breathes in thee, 
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Each due atonement gladly 1 
And Heaven regard me as I rftly forear ! 8 
Here then a while let Greece aſſembled ſtay, 
Nor great Achilles grudge this ſhort delay: 
Till from the fleet our preſents be convey d, 
And, Jove atteſting, the firm compact made. 190 
A train of noble youths the charge ſhall bear; 
"Theſe to ſelect, Ulyſſes, be thy care: , 
In order rank d let all our giſts 
And the fair train of captives cloſe the * 
Talthybius ſhall the victim boar convey, 195 
Sacred to Jove, and yon bright orb of day. 
For this (the ſtern Æacides replies) 
Some leſs important ſeaſon may ſuffice, 
When the ſtern fury of the war is o'er, 
And wrath extinguiſh'd burns my breaſt no more. 
By Hector flain, their faces to the ſky, 201 
All grim with gaping wounds our heroes lie: 
"Thoſe call to war! and, might my voice incite, 
Now, _ this — ſhould commence the 
5 5 | 
The, when the day's complete, let generous 
bowls, 205 
And copious banquets, glad your weary ſouls. 
Let not my palate know the taſte of food, 
Till my infatiate rage be cloy'd with blood: 
Pale lies my friend with wounds disfigur'd o'er, 


185 


And his cold feet are pointed to the door. 210 


Revenge is all my ſoul! no meaner care, 
Inte reſt, or thought, has room to harbour there; 
' Deftrudtion be my feaſt, and mortal wounds, 
And ſcenes of blood, and agonizing ſounds. | 
DOD firſt of Greeks (VIyfſes thus rejoin'd) 

The beſt and braveſt of the warrior-kind ! 
Thy praiſe it is in dreadful camps to ſhine, 
But old experience and calm wiſdom, mine. 
Then hear my counſel, and to reaſon yield, 
The braveſt ſoon are fatiate of the field; 22E 
1 hough vaſt the heaps that ſtrow the crimion 

lain. 

The blondy k . brings but little gain: 
The ſcale of conqueſt ever wavering lies, 
Great Jove but turns it, and the victor dies! 

The great, the bold, Ly thouſands daily fell, 225 
And endle ſe were the grief, to weep for all. 
Eternal ſorrows what anal to ſhed ? IS 
| Greece honours not with ſolemn faſls the dead: 

_ Enough, when death demands the brave, to pay 

The tribute of a melancholy day,  * 2 30 
One chief with puticnce to the grave reſign' d, 
Our care de volvo, on otliers left behind. ö 
Let generous food ſupplies of ſtrength produce, 1 
Let riſing ſpirits low from ſprightly juice, 
Let their warm hcads with fccnes of battle glow, 
And pour new furies on the feebler foe. 236 
Jet a ſhort interval, and none ſhall dare 
Expect a ſecond ſummons to the war; 

Who waits for that, the dire eſſect mall find, 
If trembling in the ſhips he lags behind. 240 
Embodicd, to the battle let us bend, | 
And all at cn ce on kaughty Troy deſcend. 
And now tte delegates Ulyſſes ſent, 
To bear the preſents ſrom the royal tent. 
The ſons of Neſtor, Phyleus' valiant hei ir, 245 
Thias and Merion, thunderbolts of war, 
With Lycomedes of Creontian ſtrain, 
And Melanippus, form'd the cholen train. 
wilt as the won. was given, the 2 obey'd; 


HOMER, 
A row of fix fair tripods then ſucceeds : 


Seven captives next a lovely line compoſe; 

The eighth Briſeis, like the blooming roſe, 
Clos'd the bright band: great Ithacus, before, 255 
Firſt of the mais, the golden talents bore: 

The reſt in public view the chiefs . 

A ſplendid ſcene l then A 

The boar Talthybius held: the Grecian 1 

Drew the broad cutlaſs, ſheath'd beſide his ſword 


He crops, and offering meditates his vow. 
His hands uplifted to thꝰ atteſting ſkies, 


And Greece around fat thrill d with ſacred awe. 
All-good, alk-wiſe, and all-furviving Jove ! 


light, 
And ye, fell Furies of the realms of night, 
Who rule the dead, and horrid woes - —_ 
For perjur'd kings, and all who falſely ſwear ! 
The black-cy'd maid inviolate removes, 
Pure and unconſcious of my manly loves. 
If this be falſe, Heaven all its 


The bleeding ſavage tumbles to the ground ; 
The ſacred herald rolls the victim ſlain 


| (A feat for fiſh) into the foaming main. 2% 
Then thus Achilles: Hear, ye Greeks! and know 


17 Whate' er we feel, tis Jove inflicts the woe: 


Not elſe Atrides could our rage inflame, 
Nor from my arms, unwilling, force the dame. 

_ I Twas Jove's high will alone, o'erruling all, 285 
That doom'd our ftrifc, and doom'd the Greeks 


to fall. 
Go then, ye chiefs! indulge the genial rite! 


Achilles waits you, and expects the fight. 


he ſpeedy council at his wordadjourn d: 


Iro * black veſſels all the Greeks return d. 290 : 
Achilles ſought his tent. His train before Oi 
March'd onward, bending with the gifts they 


hore. | 
Thoſe in the tents the "ſquires induſiricns ſpread: 


| The foaming courſers to the ſtalls they led; 
o their new ſeats the female captives move: 295 | 


Briſetz, radiant as the Queen of Love, 

Slow as ſhe paſt, beheld with ſad ſurvey, 
Where, gaſh'd with crue] wounds, Patroclus lay. 
Prone on the body fell the heavenly fair, 


Beat her fad breaſt, and tore her golden hair; a 


All beautiful in grief her humid eyes 
Shining with tears ſhe lifts, and thus ſhe cries : 
Ah, youth for ever dear, for ever kind, 


| Once tender friend of my diſtracted mind! 
IL left thee freſh in life, in beauty gay 305 


Now find thee cold, inanimated clay 
What woes my wretched race of life attend! 


Sorrows on ſorrows, never doom' d to end 


The firſt lov'd conſort of my virgin-bed 
Before theſe eyes in fatal "Pa bled! 319 
My three brave brothers in one mournful day, 


All trod the dark irremeable way: 


Thy friendly hand upreat d me from the plain, 


And dry'd my ſorrows for a huſband ſlain; 
Achilles care you promis'd I ſhould prove, 315 


* 0 M4 laid ; 250 


The firſt, the deareſt partner of his love; 


And twice the number of high-bounding ſeeds: t 


The ſtubborn briſtles — the victim's brow 261 


On heaven's broad marble roof were fix d his eyes; 
The ſolemn words a deep attention drew, 266 


Witneſs, thou firſt ! thou greateſt Power above! 
And Mother-carth, and Heaven's revolving 


And level'd thunder ſtrike my guilty head! 276 
With that, his weapon deep inflicts the wound; 
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That rites divine ſhould ratify the band. 


And make me em eſs in his native land, | 
theſe tears! for thee they flow, 
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So helms helms, ſo ſhields from ſhields 
Catch the quick beams, and brighten all js es 


For thee, that ever felt anathes's wor ! 9 


Her ſiſter captives echoed groan for 
Nor mourn'd Patroclus fortunes, but their a: 
The leaders preſs d their chief on every ſide; 


rays, 
Mix in one ſtream, r blaze on blaze; 
n 
Wich ſplendour flame the ſkies, and laugh the 


* 


VUnmov'd, he heard them, and with ſighs deny d: F fields around, 


If yet — 7 2 325 Tull in the midſt, high-towering o'er the reſt, 390 


Is bent to pleaſe him, this requeſt forbear 

Till ntl 4. ſun deſcend, ah let me pay 

To grief and anguiſh one abſtemious day. 
He ſpoke, and from the warriors turn'dhis face : 


Yer till the brother-kings of Atreus race, 330 


Neſtor, Idomeneus, Ulyſles ſage, 

And Phenix, ſtrive to calm his grief and rage: 
His rage they calm not, nor his grief control; 
He groans, he raves, he ſorrows from his ſoul. 


His limbs in arms divine Achilles dreſt; 

Arms, which the Father af the Fire beſtow d, 

Forg'd on th' eternal anvils of the God. 

Grief and revenge his furious heart inſpire ; 

His glowing eye-balls roll with living fire; 395 

He grinds his teeth; and, furious with delay, 

5 * embattled hoſt, and hopes the bloody 
5 Y- NE | 

| The filver cuiſhes firſt his thighs infold: 


Thoutoo, Patroclus! (thus his heart he vepts) 335 Then o'er his breaſt was brac'd the hollow 


Once ſpread th* inviting banquet in our tents; 


Thy ſweet ſociety, thy winning care, 
Once ſtaid Achilles, ruſhing to the war. 
But now, alas! to death's cold arms refign'd, 


What banquets but revenge can glad my mind? ? 340 


What greater ſorrow could afflict my breait, 
What more, if hoary Peleus were deceas'd ? 
Who now, perhaps, in Phthia dreads to hear 
| His ſon's ſad fate, and drops a tender tear. 


What more, ſhould Neoptolemus the brave 345 


(My only offspring) ſink into the graue? 
If yet that offspring lives (I diſtant far, 
Ok all neglectful, wage a hateful war). 

I could not this, this cruel ſtroke attend ; 


I hop'd Patroclus might ſurvive, to rear 
My tender orphan with a parent” s Care. 


And glad his eyes with his paternal reign, 

The loity palace, and the large domain; 355 
For Peleus breathes uo more the vital air, 

Or drags a wretched life of age and care, 
But till the news of my fad fate invadcs 


From Scyros iſle condudt him o'er the main, 1 ” 


5 His haſtening ſoul, and ſinks him to the ſhades. 


Sighing he ſaid. His grief the heroes join'd ; 3 
Each ole a tcar for what he left behind. 
Their mingled grief the Sire of Heaven ſurvey'd; 
And thus, with pity, to his blue-cy'd Maid: 

I then Achilies now no more thy care, 


And doſt thou thus deſert the great in war; 365 


Lo, Where yon ſails their canvas wings extend, 
All comfortleſs he fics, and wails his friend: 

Ere thirſt and want his forces have oppreſt, 
Haſte, and infuſe ambroſia in his breaſt. 


H ſpoke ; and ſudden, at the word of Jove, 370 


Slot the deſcending Goddefs from above. 

do wit through æther the ihrill Harpy ſprings, 
The wide air floating to her ample wings. 

To great Achilles ſhe her flight addreſt, 


And pour'd divine ambroſia in his breaſt, 375 


Wich nectar ſweet (refection of the Gods 42 

Th n, ſwift aſcending, ſou lit the bright abodes. 
Now iſſued from the hips, the war rior-train, 

And, like a deluge, pour'd upon the plain. 


A+ when the piercing biaſts of Boreas blow, 380 


And ſcatter o'er the fields the dri ving ſnow ; 


Fe am duſky clouds the feecy winter _ 


Wa. I cazzlipg luſt-c whitens ail the R. 


The brazen ſword a various baldrick ty'd, 400 
That, ftarr'd with gems, hung glittering at his fide; 
: And, like the moon, the broad refulgent ſhield 
| Blaz'd with long rays, and gleam'd athwart — 


＋ 


So to \night-wandering ſailors, pale with fears, 
Wide o'er the watery waſte, a light appears, 405 
Which, on the far-ſcen mountain blazing high, 
Streams from ſome lonely watch-tower to the ſcy ; 
With mournful eyes'they gaze, and gaze again; 


| | Loud howls the ſtorm, and drives them — 


Nent, his high head the helmet grac'd; behind 122 "7 
The ſweepy creſt, hung floating in the wind: 5 


FF Fate claim*dAchilles, but might ſpare hisfriend. 3 50 Like the red ſtar, that from his flaming hair 


Shakes down diſeaſes, peſtilence, and war; 

So ſtream'd the golden honours from his head, 

Trembled the ſparkling plumes, and the looſe zlo- | 
ries ſhed. 415 

The chief beholds himſelf witch wondering eyes; 

| His arms he poiſes, and his motions tries; 

Buoy'd by ſome inward force, he ſeems to ſwim, | 

And feels à pinion lifting every limb. 1 

And now he ſhakes his great paternal ſpear, 420 | 

Ponderous and huge! which not 4 Greek could 


1 3 - mans 


From Pelion's cloudy top an alk e entire 

Old Chiron ſell'd, and ſhap'd it for his fire; 

A ſpear which ſtern Achilles only wields, . 
The death of heroes, and the dread of fields. 425 | 
Automedon and Alcimus prepare | 

| Th' immortal courſers and the radiant car 

| (The ſilver traces ſweeping at their fide); 

Their fiery mauths reſplendent bridles 77 4. 8 
The ĩvory- ſtudded reins, returu'd behind, 430 
Wav'd o'er their backs, and to the chariot join d. 
The charioteer then whirl'd the laſh around, 

And ſwift aſcended at one active hound. 

All bright in heavenly arms, above his ſquire 

wts, and ſets the field on fire; 4335 
Not brighter Phabus, in th' etherial way, 
Flames from his chariot, and reſtores the day 

| High o'er the hoſt all terrible he ftands, 

And thunders to his ſteed> theſe: dread commands : 

| Xanthus and Balius! of Podurges' tirain 440 
Uuleſs ye boait that heavenly race in vun) 

Be ſwitt, be mindiul of the load 5 bear, 

And learn to make your Wallet more your care. 


' 


85 8 s him away 'in a cloud. 


| 3 near impending from | a2 neighbouring 
Troy's black battalions wake the ſhock of ſieht. 


Then Jove to Themis gives command, to call 5 
The Gods to council in the ſtarry hall! 
Swilt o'er Olympus hundred hills ſhe flies, 
And ſummons all the ſenate of the ſkies. 


Not one was abſent, not a rural Power, x 
That haunts the verdant gloom. or roly bower ; - 


Lach azure Sitter of the ſilver flood; , 
All but old Ocean, hoary Sire! who keeps 15 
His ancient feat beneath the facred deeps. | 
On marble thrones with lucid columns crown'd 


 Aftum's his throne amid the bright abodes, 
And queſtion d thus the Sire of men and Gods: 


And graſps the thunder in his awful hands, 


152 POPE'S 

Through falling ſquadrons bear my anghtering 

Nor, as ye left Patroclus, leave your lord. [ ſword, 
The generous Xanthus, as the words he ſaid, 45 

Seem'd ſenſible of woe, and dropp'd his head 

Trembling he ſtood before the golden wain, 

And bow'd to duſt the honour's of his mane, 


But come it will, the fatal time muſt come, 


Nor ourꝰs the fault, but God decreesthy doom. 460 


Not through our crime, or ſlowneſs in the courſe, 
Fell thy — but by — force; 


5 
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The bright far-ſhooting God who gilds the day 
(Confeſt we ſaw him) tore his arms away. | 
No—could our ſwiftneſs o'er the windsprevail, 465 
Or beat the pinions of the weſtern gale, 

All were in vain—the Fates thy death mend, 


| Due to a mortal and immortal hand. 
When, ſtrange to tell! (fo Juno will d) he broke 45 
Eternal filence, and portentous ſpoke. 

Achilles! yes! this day at leaſt we bear 


Thy rage in ſafety through the files of war : 


Then ceas'd for ever, by the Furies ty'd, 
His fateful voice. Th' intrepid * reply d, 470 
Wich unabated rage 50 let it be! 
portents and prodigies are loſt on . | 
I know my fate, to die, to fee no more | 
My much-lov'd parents, and my native ſhore— 
Now yer in Heaven ordains, I fink in night; 47; 


_ I Now periſh Troy! he ſaid, and ruſh'd to * 


BOOK XX. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Tb. Battle of the Gods, 


1 day continues. 


Greece, ſheath'd in arms, delice her veſſels 
ſtood :; 


height, 


Theſe ſhining on, in long proceſſion conie 


To Jove's eternal adamantine dome. © 6 


Each fair-htair'd Dryad of the fhady wood, 


(Che work of Vulcan) ſat the Powers around. 
Ev'n“ he whoſe trident iways the watery reign, 
Heard the loud ſummons, and forfook the main, 20 


What moves the God who heaven and carth 
commands, 


Thus to convene the whole zthereal ſtate? 25 
Is Greece and Troy the ſubject in debate? 
Already met, the lowering hoſts appear, 
And death fan's ardent on the edge of war. 

I is true (the 6— vF Power replies 


0. „, Wc cali ihe coul il of the Kies Zo 


and the Ack. of Achilles. 


ET Jupiter, uþon Achilles" return to the battle, calls a council of the Gods, and permits them to 2 „ either party. 
Te terrors of the batile deſcribed, when the Deities are engaged. 


Achilles. After a long — theſe tuo bereet encaynter : 
of Neptune. Achilles 7. al. upon the ret of the Trojans, and is upon the point of lilli Hlecter. bur 5 


"1. billes purſues the Troians with you — 
| The ſeene is | in * Troy. | 


Wuvs round Pelides breathing war and blood, | 


Apolly encourages AEneas to meet 


but A ned is preſerned by the affijtus.* 


[In care of human race; ev'n u Jour- s OWN eye 
Sees with regret unhappy mortal dic. | 
Far on Olympus” top in ſecret ſl © 
Ourſelf will fit, and fee the hand of Fate 
Work out our will. 

And, as your minds direct, your ſuccour lend 


What can they now, if in his rage he riſe? 45 

Aſſiſt them, Gods! or llion's ſacred wall : 

May fall this day, though Fate forbids the all. 

He faid, and fir d tr heavenly breaſts wit! 
rave; 

Ou adveric parts the warring gods engage. [a 

Heaven's awful Queen; ant he whoſe azure round 

 Girds th: vaſt globe ; the Naid in arms renown'd ; 

Hermes, of proſicabic arts the fire; 

Aud Vulcan, the black fovereign ol the fire ' 

Theſe to the fleet repair with inſtant flight; 

The veſlels tremble as the Gods alight. 0 

In aid of Troy, Latons, Phebus, came, 

Mars ficry-helm'd, rhe laughter loving Dame, 

Xunthus, whole GEreams in golden currents flow, 

And the chaſtc Fuutreſs of the filver bow. 

Ere yet the Guds their various wid cnip! oy, £5 


| Each Argive boſom ſwell'd with manly joy, 


While great Achilles (terror of the plain) 
Long loſt to battle, ſhone in arms again. 
Dreadtul he {od in front of all his hoſt; 
Pale "Troy bet cl, and ſee:n'd already loſt; 
Her braceſt . roes pant with inward fear, 
And Ugg 0 Le another God of r 


* A: 67 Wis 


| 


Celeſtial Powers! deſcend, 13 


To cither hoſt. Troy fron muſt lie © erthrowr.. - 
{If uncontrol'd Achilles fights alone: 
heir troops but lately durſt not meet his eyes; 
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. fight, 

Then tumult roſe; fierce rage and pale affright 
Varied each face; then Diſcord founds alarms, 6 5 
Earth echoes, and the nations ruſh to arms. 

Now through the trembling thores Minerva calls, 
And now ſhe thunders from the Grecian walls. 
Mars, hovering o'er his Troy, his terrors rounds 
In gloomy tempelis, and a night of clouds: 70 
Now through each Trojan heart he fury pours 
With voice divine, from llion's topmoſt towers; 
| Now ſhours to Simeis from her beauteous hill; 
The mountain ſhook, the rapid ſtreams ſt ood ſtin. 
Above, the Sire of Gods his thunder rolls, 75 
And peals on peals redoubled rend the poles. | 
Beneath, ſtern Neptune ſhakes the folid ground; 
The foreſts wave, the mountains nod arouud ; 
Through all their ſummits tremble Ida's woods, 
And from their ſources boil her hundred floods, 80 
Troy's turrets totter on the rocking plain; 
And the toſs'd navies beat the heaving main. 
Deep in the diſmal regions of the dead, 
Th' infernal monarch rear'd his hoary head, {$5 
Leap'd from his throue, leit Neptune's arm ſhould 
His dark don.inons open to the day, 
And pour in light ou Pluto's drear abodes, 
Ablwrr'd by men, and dreadful cv'n to Gods, 
Such war th' immortals wag? : fuch horrors 
rend 
The world's vaſt concave; when the Gods con- 
Firſt fiiver-thafted Pho took the plain 
Avamit blue Neptune, monarch of the main: 
Vie God of Arms his giant bulk ditplay'd, 
Oppos“ l to Pallas, War s triumphant Maid. 
Aguinſt Latoua march'd the Sou of May ; 
Tac quiver'd Dian, ſiiter of the Day 
(Fler golden arrows founding at her ny 
Saturnia, Majeſty of ricaven, defy" d. 
Wien fizry Vulcan lat in battle ftauds 
The facred flood tnat rolls on golden ſands; oc 
Xantl. us his name with thoie of heavenly Lirth, 
But cal? Scan ider hy the ſons of earth. 
VV thus the Cols in various league engage, 
Achilles vl wit with more than mented rage : 


Hector % wughit; in ſearch of Hector turu'd 15 


Elis ess argund, tor Hie or ouly e | 
_ Andurit like lightaing through t. th Ei, and 
| | | 


5 vou 'd 
8 zlut the God of Battles with his Wied. 

Anas was the firit who dar'd to ftzay; 
Anvil wedg'd him in the warriors 3 ; 
But twell d u, be fom with undaunzed might, 
 Half-farc'd, and half. perſuaded, to the i, ht. 
| Like young Lycdon, of the royul line, 
lu voice and af{yect, ſcem'd the Power divine; 

Aud bade the chick reflect, how late with ſcorn 115 
In dittont threats he brav'd the Goitefs-born, 

Th ts the hero of Auchiles“ Krain; 
To mezr Pelid:s, you perſuude in vain: 
Alrcaly hive | met, nor void of fear 
Gaterv'd the fury of his flying (pear; 

Fro u Ida's woods he chas'd us to the field, 
Cure force he ſcatter d, and dur herds he kill'd ; 
— rnetſus, Pedaſus, in aſhes lay, 

But (Jove aM' tin, z) I ſurviv'd the day; 
Elſe hid 1 funk, 4 opreit in fatal Aght 
By fier:: Ahiiles at iner va's ini At. 

Vot. VI. 


120 


Nor fear the vaunting of a mortal fce. 


[lay | 


(tend. 90 
That ſpun fo ſhort his life's illuſtrious line: 


95]! 


The ſolid globeꝰs eternal baſis ſuake: | 
 Aviinſt the might of man, fo feeble known, | 
| Why fiould celeſtial Powers exert their own? 
| dullice, from yonder mount to view the ſcene, 


110} Q - 
IAdvane d upon the field there ſtood z mound (175 
J earth congeſted, wall'd, and trench'd around; 
la elder times to guard A: cides made 


145 


153 


Where“ er he mov d, the Goddeſs ſhone beſore, 
And bath'd his brazen lance in hoſtile * 
What mortal man Achilles can ſuſtain 
Th 1 I tals guard him through the dreadful 

plain, 130 

And fuffer not his dart to fall in van. 
Were God my aid, this arm ſhould check his 

power, 

Though ſtrong in battle as a brazen tower. 

To whom the Son of Jove: That God implore, 
und be what great Achilles was before. 3s 

From heavenly Venus thou deriv'ſt thy ſtrain, 

| And he, but from a Siſter of the Main: | 

An aged S-a-god father of his line, 


But jove himfelf the ſacred fource of thine. 


| then lift thy weapon for a noble bow, * 
This ſaid and fpiric breath d iuto his bret, 
Through the thick * th emboiden d hero 


peel: (rd, 
His venturous act the white-arm'd Queen ar- 


Aud thus, aſſembling all th: Powers, the ſaid : 145 


Behold an action, Gods ! that claim your care; 
Lo great Ainees ruſhing to the war; 
Ayainit Pelides he directs his courſe, 
Phebus impels, and Phœbus gives him force. 
Retiram his bold career; at leaſt, t* attend 
Our favour'd hero, let tome Power deſcend, 
Lo guard his life, and add to his renov-n, | 
We, the great armament of heaven, came down. 
 Hereafter let him fall, as Fates deſign, 5 


153 
Eut, lait lome adverſe God now croſe his way, 
Gier hin to know what Powers aſſiſt this day: 
vor how ſhall mortal ſtand the dire alarms, 
When heaven's refulgent hoſt appear in arms? 
Thus ſhe; and thus the God whole force can 
make | x60 | 


And lzave to war the f:tes of mortal men. 
But if th' Armipotent, or God of li 

Y'ftrut Achilles, or commneace the the, 5 
Th.:nc: on the Gads of Troy we ſwift x EP 
Fill ſoon, I doubt nat, ſhall the confii& end; 
And the! in ruin ant confulion hurl'd, | 


165 ' 


AY 


| Yieid to our conquering arms the lower world. = ob 


Thus having ii d, the i rant of the Sea, 
Jeruleau Neptune, role, and led tne way, 


{'Fhe work of Trojans, with Minerva's aid) 

What-time a vengetul monſter of the main 

dwept the wide ſhore, and drove him to the plain. 
Here Neptune and the Godsof Greece repair, 180 

With clouds encompaſs'd, and a veil of air: 

The adverſe powers, around Apollo laid, 

Crown the fair hills that filver Simois ſhade. 

ln circle cloſe each heavenly party ſate: 


lateut to form the future ſcheme of Fate; 185 


| Bat mix not yet in fight, though Jove on kign 


Gives the loud tignal, and the heavens reply. 
Mean while the ruſhing at mies hid the ground; 


| Tite trampled centre yicu's a holiow found ; 


* 


0 
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f Steeds eas d in mail, and ehieſs in armour bright,1go | Dardania's walls he ra's'd ; for lli>n then 

The gleamy champain glows with brazen light. The city ſince of many-languag' d men) 
Amid both hoſts (a dreadful ſpace) appear Was not. The natives were content to till 
There, great Achilles: bold Encas, here. | | The ſhady foot of Ida's fountful hill. 
With towering ſtrives Eneas, firſt advanc'd, From Dardaaus, great Erichthonius ſprings, 26 
The nodding plumage on his helmet dauc'd; 195 } The richeſt, once, of Alas wealthy kings; 
Spread o'er his breaſt the fencing ſhicld he bore, Three thouſand mares tis ſpacious paſtures bred, 


And, as he mov'd, his javelin flam'd ketore. 4 Three thouizud foals beſide their mothers fed. 
Not fo Pelides: furious to engage, Bocgas, enamour d of the ſprightly train, 
— He ruſh'd i impetuous. Such the lion's rage, Conceald tis goikcall in a flowing mane, 265 


Who, viewing firſt his foes with ſcoruſul eyes, 200 With voice diſſembled to his loves he neigh'd, 


Though all in arras the pcopled city riſo, And cours d he dappled beauties o'er the mead 2 


Stalks careleſs on, with unregarding pride: [Hence zyrang twelve others of unrival'd kind, 
Till at the length, by ſome brave youth defy*'d, Swift as their mother mares, and father wind. 
To his bold ſpear the ſavage turns alone: Theſe, r ſlcumming when they ſwept the 


He murmurs fury with an hollow groan; 205 270 


plai 
He grins, he foams, he rolls his ey-5 around; Nor ply'd — graſs, nor bent the tender grain; 
Laſh'd by his tail, his heaving ſides reſound; And when along the level ſeas they flewv, 


He calls up all his rage; he grinds his teeth, | Scarce on the ſurface curl'd the briny dew ; 
Reſolv'd on v , or reſolv'd on death. Such Erichthonius was; from him there came 
$0, fierce * ＋ Eneas flies; 210 The ſacred Tros, of whom the Trojan name. 277 
So ſtands ZEneas, and his force defics. | 


| Three ſons renown'd adorn'd his nuptial bed, 

lus, Aſſaracus, and Ganymed: 
The matchleſs Ganymed, divinely fair, 

Whom Heaven, enamour d, ſaatch'd to upper air 
Secks he to meet Achilles arm in war, 215 To bear the cup of Jove ; ztherial gueſt, 280 


In hope the realms of Priam to enjoy, Ie grace and glory of the ambroſial feaſt). 
And prove his merits to the throne of Troy? The two remaining ſons the line divide: 
Grant that beneath thy lance Achilles dies, 


Firſt roſe Laomedon from llus' ſide ; 
The martial monarch may refuſe the prizc: 4 From him 'Vithonus, now in cares grown old, 


Sons he has many: thoſe thy pride may quell; 220 And Priam (bleſt with He · Ror, brave and bold): 28 5 
And tis his fault to love thoſe ſons too well. Clytius and Lampus, ever-honour'd pair; 

Or, in reward of thy victorious hand, And Hicetaon, thunderbolt of war. 5 

Has Troy propos d ſome ſpacious track of land AY From great Aſſaracus ſprung Capys, he 


Ere yet the ſtern encounter join'd, begun 
The ſeed of Thetis thus to Venus! ſon ; | 
| Why comes Eneas through the ranks fo far? 


An ample foreft, or a fair domain, | | Begat Anchiſes, and Anchiſes me. | | 
Of hill for vines, and arable for grain? 225 Such is our race: tis Fortune gives us bind, 299 
Ev'a this, perhaps, will hardly prove thy lot. But Jove alone enducs the ſoul with worth: 


He, ſource of power and might ! with boundleſs 
Once (as | think) you ſaw this brandiſt'd ſpear, Ill human courage gives, or takes away. [ſway, 
And then the great ZEneas ſeem'd to fear. ang in the fieid of words we may contend, | 
Wich hearty haſte from Ida's mount be fed, 239 Keproach is infinite, aud knows no end, 295 
Nor, till he reach'd I. yrneſſus, turn'd his head. Arm'd or with truth or falſehood, right or woung | 
Her Jofty walls not long our prog ereſs ſcaid; (So voluble a weapon is the tongue ] 
Thoſe, Pallas, Jove, and we, in ruins laid: Wounded, we wound; and ncither fide can fail, 

© mn Grecian chains her captive race were calt, 


For every man has equal ſtreagth to rail: 
Tis true, the great Zucas fled too falt. 23 , Women alone, when in the ſtreets they j jar, 399 
Defrauded of my conqueſt once beſoce, Perhaps excel us in this wordy war; 


What thun 1 loſt, the Gods this day reſtore. | Like u- they ſtand. encompu d with the crowd, 
Go; while thou may it, avoid the threateniug And vent their anger impotent and loud. 


fate; Ceaſe thæeu— Our huſincis in the ficld of fight 
Fools ſtay to feel it, and are wiſe too late. Ils not to queſtion, but to prove, our might. - 265 
Too this Anchiſes' ſou ; duch words _ 240 To all thu: i fults thou haſt offer'd here, 
To one that fears thee, ſome unwarliie bo Receive this anſwer: "tis my flying ſpear. 
Such we diſdain; the beſt may be defy'd_ He {poke Wi.h all his force the javelin flung, 
With mean reproaches, and unmanly pride; Fix'd deep, and loudly in the buckler rung. 


But can Achilles be ſo ſoon forgot ? 0 


Unworthy the high race from which we came, Far on his out- ſtretch'd arm Pelides held 316 
Proclaim d ſo loudly by the voice of fame; 245 (To meet the thundering lance) his e | 
Each from iilu®r'ous fathers draws his line; { . fſhicid 


Each Goddeſs born; half human, half divine, 

Thetis', this day, or Venus” offspring, dics: 

And tear» ſhall trickle ſrom celelliai eyes: 

For when two heroes, thus deriv'd, contend, 250 

"Tis net in words the glorious ſtrife can end. 

If yet thou farther ſeck to learn my birth 

(A tale reſounded through the ſpacious carth) 

Hear how the glorious origin we prove = 
Tom ancient Pardanus, ti frſt· from Jove: 255 


That trembled as it ſtuck; nor void of fear 
Suw, ere it fell, th' immeaturable ſpear. 

His fears were vain; impenetrable charms 
Secur'd the temper cf th* ætherial arms 315,[held, 
Through two ſtrong plates the point its paſſage 
But ſtoop'd, and reſted, by the third repell'd. 
Five plates of various metal, various mold, 
Compos'd the ſhield ; of brafs each outward fold, 
Of tin each inward, ard the middle gold. 220 


— 
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| There ſtuck the lance. Then riſing ere he threw, | 
The forceful ſpear of great Achilles flew, 


And pierc'd the Dardan's ſhield's extremeſt bound, | 


Where the ſbrill braſs return'd a ſharper ſound : 
Through the thin verge the Pelian weapon glides. 
And the flight covering of expanded hides. 326 
Eneas his contracted body bends, 
And o'er bim high the riven-targe extends, 
Secs through its parting plates, the upper air, 
And at his back perceives the quivering fpear : 339 
A fate ſo near him chills his foul with fright ; 
And ſwims before his eyes the many-colour'd light. 
Achilles, ruſhing in with dreadful cries, - 
Draws his broad | blade, and at ZEneas flies : 
Eneas, rouſing as the foe came on g 335 
(With force collected) heaves a mighty ſtone: 
A maſs enormous! which iu modern davs - 
No two of earth's degenerate ſons could raiſe. 
| But Ocean's God, whoſe earthquakes rock the 
| ound. 
Saw the diſtreſs, and mov'd the Powers around. 
Lo! on the brink of ſate Aneas ſtands, 41 
An inſtant victim te Achilles' hands; 
By Phoebus urg d: but Phabus has beſtow'd 
His aid in vain : the man o'erpowers the God. 
And can ye ſee this righteous chief atone, 345 
With guiltleſs blood, for vices not his own ? 
To all the Gods his conſtant vows were paid: 
Sure, though he wars for Troy, he claims our aid! 
Fate wills not this; nor thus can Jove reſign 
The future Father af the Dardan line; 350 
The firſt great anceſtor obtain'd his grace, 
And ſtill his love deſcends on all the race; 
For Priam now, and Priam's faithlcfs kind, 
At length are odious to th' all-ſceing Mind; 
On great Encas ſha!l devolve the reign, 355 
And ſons ſucceeding fons the letting line ſuſtain, | 
The great Earth-ſhaker thus: to whom replies 
Th' imperial Gude ie with the radiant eyes: 
Good as he is, to immolate or ipare 


Pallas end I, by all that Gods can bind, 
Have ſworn deſtruction to the L'rojan kind; 
Not ev'n an inſtunt to protract their fate, 8 
Or ſave one member of the ſinking ſtate; 65 
Till her laſt flame be quench'd with her laſt gore, 
And ev'n her crumbling ruins are no more. 
Ihe king of Ocean to the fight deſcends, 
Through all the whiſtling darts his courſe he bends, 
Swift interpos'd between the warriors flies, 
And caſts thick darkneis o'er Achilles? eyes. 570 
From great Eneas ſhield the ip: ar he drew, 
And at his muſter's feet the weapon threw. 


That done, with force divine he ſnatch'd on high 


The Dardan Prince, and bore him through the ſky, | 
Smooth-gliding without ſtep, above the heads 375 
Of warring heroes, aud of bounding ſtreds : 
Till at the battle's utmoſt verge they light, 
Where the flow Caucans cloſe the rear of fight. 
The Gedhead there (his heavenly form contcls'd) 
With words like theſe the panting chief addreſs'd : 
(380 
What power, 0 prince, with force inferior far, 
Urg'd thee to meet Achilles' arm in war? 
Henceforth beware, nor antedate thy doom, 
Defrauding Fate of all thy iame to come. 
But when the day decreed (for come it muſt) 385 


Deeds muſt decide our fate. 


Let then the furies of that 2rm be known, 
Secure, no Grecian force tranſcends thy own 


With that, he left him, wondering :« he lay, 


Sudden, returniug with the ſtream of light, 
The ſcene of war came ruſhing on his ſight. ,- 
Then thus amazd: What wonders ſtrike "Pp 
mind! | 
My ſpear, that parted on the wings of wind, 
Laid here before me ! and the Dardan lord, 395 
That fell this inſtant, vaniſh'd from my — 
thought alone with mortals to contend, | 
But Powers celeſtial ſure this foe defend. 

Great as be is, our arm he ſcarce will try, 


P 


Now then let others bleed—This 5.4 aloud 


| | He vents his fury, and inflames the crowd, 


O Greeks (he cries and every rank alarms) 

Join battle, man to man, and arms to arms! 

Tis not in me, though favour'd by the Sky, 407 
o mow whole troops, and make whole armics 


Not Mars himſelf, nor great Minerva's rage. 


| But whatſoe'er Achilles can inſpire, 


Whate'er of adive force, or acting fire: 410 
| Whate'er this heart can prompt, or hand „hey; 
All, all Achilles, Greeks ! is yours to-day. 

| Through yon wide hoſt this arm ſhal! ſcatter fear, 
And thin the ſquadrons with my ſingle ſpear. 


Nor dreads the vaunts of Peleus' haughty fon... = 

Eo u thote v. iti: 
words 

The weakeſt Atheift-wretch all Heaven defies, 


Nor from yon boaſter ſhali your chief retire, 


| Not though his heart were ſteel, his hand wer- 

Ihe Dardan Viince, O Neptune, be thy care; 36 | | 
That fire, that Acct," your Ilector ſhould with. 

— ttaud. 427 
And brave that vengeful heart, that dreadful hand. 


ler; 


Thus (breathing rage thro” all) the hero ſaid; 
A weod of lances riſes round his head, 


They join, they throvg, they thicken to tae war. 
The fingle fight with 'Thetis' godlike fon; 


More tafe to combat in the nũngied band, 
Nor tempt too near the terrors cf his hand, 


Then herce Achilles, ſhonting to the ſkies, | 
'On 'Fray's whole force with boundleſs fury flies, 


| Firſt falls Iphiryon, at his arary's head: 


Brave was the chief, aud brave the hoſt he led; 440 


From great Otrynteus he deriv'd his blood, 


His mother was a Nats of the flood; 

Beneath thadhades of Tmolus, ee with ow. 
From Hyde's walls he rul'd the lands below. 
Fierce as he ſprings, the ſword his head divides; 44 - 
The parted viſage falls on equal fides : 

With loud-reſounding arms he ſtrikes the plain: 
White thus Achilles glories o'er the flain : 

Lie there, Otryntides! the Trojan earta 
Receives thee dead, tho* Gygz boaſt thy birth + 470 


Stall Jay chis dre: dil hero in the duſt, | 


155 


Then from Achilles chas'd the miſt away: 399 


Content, for once, with all his Gods, to fly. 400 


No God can fingly ſuch a hoſt engage, „ 


| He ſaid: nor leſs elate with martial joy, 415 ; 
| The godlike Hector warm'd the troops f Troy : 
| Troqans to war! Think Hector leads you on; | 


Inſult the brave, who tremble e 423 
But ſhrinks and thudders when the thunder mie. 


Clamours on clamours tempel I tte air, 1055 115 


But Phoebus warns him, irom high heaven, to mur 


— y»— ——— — ——— —— — 
Pe — 


He hears obedient to the God of Ligat, "ati 5 
And, piung' d within the ranks, awaits the ſignt 5 


ꝙ—ä —— — — - 
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22 
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— 
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* 


— — —— 


"The fon of P:leus ſees, with joy poet, 


I know thy force to mine ſuperior tar; 
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7 hoſe * felds where Hyllus waves are 
roli'd, 

And plenteous Hermus ſwells with tides of gold, 

Are thine no more — Th' inſulting hero ſaid, 

And tief him flerping in eternal ſhade. | 


Ine rce'\ing wheels of Greece the body tore, 455 
__— aſh d their axles with no vulgar gore. 


Demoleon next, Antenor' offspring, laid 
Brratnleſs in duſt, the price of raſhneſs paid. 
Th' impatient ſteel, with full deſcending ſway, 


Forc*d through his brazen helm its furious way, 400 


Refiſtle(s drove the batrer'd ſkull before, 
And daſh*d and mingled all the brains with gore. 


This ſces Hippodamas, and, ſeia d with fright, 
Deſerts his chariot for a ſwiſter flight: 
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The ſpear a fourth time bury'd in the cloud; 

He foams with fury, and exclaims aloud : 
Wretch ! thou haſt ſcap'd again, once more 

thy flight 

Has ſav'd thee, and the partial God of Light. 520 

But long thou ſhalt not thy juſt fate withſtand, 

If any power aſſiſt Achilles“ hand. ; 

Fly then, inglorious ! but thy flight this day 

Whole hecatombs of Trojan gholts ſnall pay. 525 
With that, he gluts his rage on numbers ſlain : 

Then Dryops tumbled to th' enfanguin'd plain, 

Pierc'd thro” the neck: he left him panting there, 

| And ſtopp' d Demuchus, great Philetor's heir. 

Gigantic chief! deep gaſh'd th' enormous blade, 

And for the foul an ample paffage made. 


$30 
The lance arreſt him: an ignoble wound 465 | Laogonus and Dardanus expire, 
The panting Trojan rivets to the ground. | | The valiant ſons of an unhappy fire; 
He groans away his ſoul : not louder roars, Both in one initant from the chariot hurl'd, 
At N-ptune's ſhrine on Helice's high ſhores, Sunk in one inſtant to the nether world; 
The victim bull: the rocks rebellow round, his difference only their fad faces afford, [038 
And Ocean liſtens to the grateful found, 470 | That one the ſpear deſtroy'd, and one the ſword. 


Then fell on Polydore his vengeſul rage, 
The youngeft hope of Priam's ſtooping aye 
(Whole feet for ſwiftneſs in the race furpaſt) : 
Of all his ſons, the deareſt and the laſt. 
To the forbidden fic ld he takes his flight 
In the firſt folly of a youthful knight, | | 
To vaunt his ſwiftneſs wheels arbunii the plain, 
But vaunts not long with all his ſwiſtneſs ſlain. 
Struck where the crofling belts unite behind, 


And on his knees with niercing thricks he | fell; 
The ruſhing entrails pour'd upon the ground | 
His hands collect; and Carknefs wra;s him raund. 


| When Hector view'd, all ghaſtly in his gore, 485 


"Thus ſadly Cain th" unhappy Polydore, 
A cloud of ſorrow over caſt his fivit; _ 
Us ſoul no longer brook'd the diſtant Gght ; 
Full in Achilles“ dreadful front he came, 
And ſhook his javelin like a waving gane. 


His heart high-bounding in his riſiug 1 


475 


py Fri panting liver pours a flood of gore, 
And golden rings the double back-plate jo d 480 


Forth through the navel burſt the thrilling ſteel: 


- and 


Nor leſs unpitied young Alaſtor bleeds; 
In vain his youth, in vain his beauty, pleads: 


| In vain he begs thee with a ſuppliant's moan, 


Jo ſpare a ſorm, an age, fo like thy own! 
Unhappy boy ! no prayer, no moving art, 
ler bent that fierce, incxorable heart 
While yet he trembled at his knees, and cry'd, 
"The ruthleſs faulchion ope'd his tender fide ; ; 
Io - 
That crowns his boſom till he pants no more. 
Thro' Mulius head then drove th' impernous 


549 


; 


| The warrior falls, transſix d from ear to ear. j ſpear, 


Thy life, Echeclus ! next the ſword bercaves, 
| Deep through the ſront the ——— faulchic n 

cleaves; _ 550 
| Warm'd in the brain the ſmoking weapon lies, 


5 lerne purple death comes floating o'er his eyes. 


hen brave Deucalion dy'd : the dart was flung 
here the knit nerves the pliant elbow ſtrung ; 
He dropt his arm, an unaſſiſting we iaht, 443 
And ſtood all impotent, expeCling fat. 

Full on his neck the falling faulchion fp: d, 


And, lo! the man, on whom black fates attend: 4 | Frum his broad faoulders hew's his creſted head: 


The man, that flew Achilles, in his fen! 

No more ſnall Hecter' and Pelides' fpcar 45; 

urn from each nther in the walks of war 

Then with revengeful eyes ke ſcann'd him or: 

Came, and receive thy fate | He ſpate : mere. 
Hector, undaunted, thus: Such wore: unploy 

10 one that dreads thee, ſome urwarline bo J: 569 

Such we could give, defying and dez d 

_ Mean intercourte of obioquy and ;. rid 


But Heaven alone confers ſueceſs in wur: | 
Mean as I am, the Gads may guide my dart 


Ps give 1t entrance i. a braver heart. 
* 


Thea parts the lance: but Pallas's heavenly 
Far from Achilles waits the winged death, {breath 
Ihe hidden dart again to Hector flies, 
undd at the feet of its great maſter lies. 
deb. es ciofes with his he red foe, 

Elis heart and eyes with flaming fury glow : 
Put, preſcat ta his aid, Apollo ſhrouds 

4 he-favouzd hero in a veil of clouds. 
Inrice ſtruck Pelides with indignant heart, 535 


Thrice in oo air he Fw. the dart: 


310 


, £05 | 


Jorth ſrom the bone the ſpinal marrow flies, 

| And inuk in duſt the corpte extended lies. 60 
PR hiomns, whoſe race from fruitful Thracia came, 
'The fon of Pirens, an illuſtrious name) 
Succeeds to fat: the ſprar his belly rend; 
Prove from lis car the thundering chief deſcends: 
The ſquire, who ſaw cxpiring on the ground 56, 5 
H:s proſtrate maſter rein d the itceds around: 


| 


E | Eis bac fearce turn'd, the Pelian javelin gor'd, 


And tirerch'd the ſervant o'er the dying lord. 

s When a flame the winding valley fills, [<70 
And runs on crackling ſhrubs between the hills; 
Then o'er the ſtubble up the mountain flies, 

Fircs the high woods, and blazes to the ſkies, 
This way and that the ſpreading torrent roars ; 
So ſweeps the hero through the waſted ſhores : 
Around him wide, immenſe deſtrud ion pours, 575 
And earth is delug'd with the ſanguine thowers, 


As, with autumnal harveſts cover'd o'er, ' 


nd thick beftrown, lies Ceres ſacred floor; 

When round and ronnd with never-weary'd pain, 

The trampling Lecrs beat cut * unnumber d 
krain: | $80 
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go the fierce courſers, as the chariot rolls, 


Tread down whole ranks, and cruſh out heroes 
ſouls, 


Daſh'd 3 while o'er the dead they 
Back, bloody drops the — 584 
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: The ſpiky wheels through heaps of earnage tore; 


And thick the grouning axles dropp'd with gore. 
High o'er the fcene of death Achilles ſtood, 

| AY grim with duſt. ali horrible in blood: 

Vet ſtiſl inſatiate, ſtill with rage on flame; 
Such i is the luſt of —— lame 390 


p ; ; 


B'O O 


THE ARGUMENT. 


E © 1 W 


The Battle in tle Rie- v. 


The Troiant fly before Aclilles IS tower Ii the 
latter with great ſlaughter ; takes trvelve captives 


i — and Aﬀeropens. Scamander attacks him with all bis <vaves; Neptune and Pallas afji ofift the 


torun, dive aan bann 


alive, to ſacrifice to the ſhade of Pat orius; and bills 


| here ; Simors joins Scamander ; at length Vulcan, ly the inſtigation of Juno, aimſt dries up the rider. 


This combat end:d, the other Gods engage each other. Mear wohils Achilles continues the flaug beer, drives the 
reſt inio Troy: Agenor only makes a "Find, and is conrr:zed azvey in a cloud by Apolls ; aol {to delude 
 Achill-s) tales upon bim Agenar's Hufe, and rubile be purſues him in that diſguiſe, gives the T. rojens « an 


of portunity of retiring into their city. 
The Jame day continues. The Leine ts on the banks 


A xD now to Xanthus eliding fiream they crove,| 

Xapthus, immortal progeny of Jove. 
N The river here divides the flying train, | 
Part to the town fly div:rſe o'er the plain, [5 
Where late their troops trinmphant bore the fight : 
Now chus'd, and trembling in ignoble flight 
U heſe with a gather'd milt Saturnia ſhrouds, 
And rolls behind the rout a heap of clouds). 
Pari plunge into the ſtream: old Xanthus roars, 
The flaſning billows beat rhe whiten'd ſhores: 10 
With cries promiſcuous all the hanks refound : 

2 here, and there, in eddics whirling round, 
ils flomcing ſteeds ang fbricking warriors ( 
| drown'd. 
As the ſrorch'd locuſts from their fields 8 © 
While ſaſt behind them runs the blaze of fire; 15 
Driv'n ſrom the land befoce the ſmoky cloud, 
Ihe cluſtering le ions ruſh into tlie flood: | 
So, plung d in Xauthus, by Achilles' ſorce, 
Rears the ref unding ſurge with men and horſe. 
His bloody lance the hero caſts aſide 20 
(W:. ich {;re.ding tameriſks on the margin hide); 
Ihen, lar a God, tl. e rapid biliows braves, 
Arm'd with nis ſword — o'er the 

waves: 

Now down he plunges, now he whirls it 8 
Deep grnau'q tn waters with the dying found; 25 
| Repeared wounds the redden: river ay 'd, 

Ard the war.n purple circled du the tide. 
Swift thro the tammy flood the Trojans Ay, 
And ciaſe in rocks W.nding caveras lie: 
50, the huge Dolphin te npeſting the main, 30 
lu hoals before him fy che lcaly train, | 
Contus'dly neap'd they ſeek their inmoſt caves, 
Or pant aud heave tereath the floating waves. 
Now, tir'd with aug! icr, from the Trojan band 
I'welve choſen v V,4s ite Eras alive to land; 35 


and i in the W f * 


chainz). 
Thef: his attendants to the ſhips convey 'd, 
Sad victims! deftin'd to Parroclus' ſhade. 


The young Lycaon in hs paſſage ſtood | 
The fon of Priam; whom the hero hand 8 
But hte made captive in his father's land 
(As from a ſycamore, his ſounding ſteel 


To Lemnos' ile he fold the royal flave, 
Where Jaſon's fon the price demanded gave; 
But kind Extion touching oa the ſhore, 
The ranſom'd prince to fair Ariſbe bore, 


He felt the ſweers oi liberty again; 
The next, that God whom wien in vain withſtand. 


| | Gives the ſame youth to the ſame conquering hand 


Now rever to return and doom'd to go 
A fadC«r journey to the ſhades below, 


(The belm and viſor he had caſt afide 
With wild affright, and drepp'd upon the field 
His utele!s lance 2: d unaviiling ſhield) 


Aud knock'd his faultering knees, the hero faid : 
Ye mighty Gods! what wonder: Hike my view ' 

Is it in vain our conquering arms %ubdue ? 

— I ſhall ſee yon heaps of "Trojans kill'd, 


As now the captive, whom fo late I bound 

And fold to Lemnos, ſtalks on Trojan ground! 
Not him the fea's unmeaſur'd deeps detain, 

That bar ſuch numbers ſrom their native plain: 
Lo! he returns. Try, then, my flying ſpeꝛr! 70 
Try, if the grave can hold the wanderer; 


Kg With their rich belts their « anion « arms ; eds | 
(Love their proud ornaments, but now _ 2 
Then, as once more he plung'd amid the flood, 40 : 


Lopp'd the green arms to ſpoke a chariot whe!) 545 | 


Ten days were paſt, unce in his father's reign 30 | 


His well-kaown face when great Achilles ey | 


As trembling, panting, from the itream he fled, Go 


R:itefrom the ſhades, and brave me on the field : 6e 5 


•*·„ % lt OO Ro oe wes. ” 


. on + 


Not the ſame mother gave thy ſuppliant breath, 


The great, the good Patroclus is no more! 


"x 08 And thou, doft thou bewail mortality; * 
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i exc « hoard Bs allen qelnee can fil 
Earth, whoſe ſtrong graſp has held down Her- 
cules. 


Thus while he ſpoke, the Trojan pale with fears 
Approach'd, and ſought his knees with ſuppliant 
Loth as he was to yield hisyonthful breath, [tears;76 
And his ſoul ſhivering at th” approach of death, 
Achilles rais'd the ſpear, prepar'd to wane; 

He kiſe d his feet, extended on che 

And while, above, the ſpear ſuſpended ltood, 80 
Longing to dip its thirſty point in blood. 

One hand embrac'd them cloſe, one ſtopt rhe dart, 
While thus thefe melting words attempt his heart: 
Thy well-known captive, great Achilles! fer, 
Once more Lycaon trerables at thy knee. 88 
Some pity to a ſuppliant's name afford, 

Who ſhar'd the gifts of Ceres at thy board; 

— Whom late thy conquering arm to Lemnos bore, 
Far from his father, friends, and native ſhore; 

A hundred oxen were his price that day, go 
Now ſums immenſe thy mercy ſhall repay. | 
Scarce reſpited from woes I yet appear, 

And _—_— twelve morning ſuns have ſeen me | 


Lo! Jove again ſubmits me to thy hands, | 
Again, her victim cruel Fate demands 95 
1 fprung from Priam and Laothoe fair c 
([ (Old Alte's daughter, and Lelegia's heir; (| 
Who held in Pedaſus his fam'd abode, 
And rul'd the fields where filver Satnio flow'd) : 
Tuo ſons (alas! unhappy ſons) ſhe bore; 100 
For, ah! one ſhall drink each brother's 
And I ſucceed to flaughter'd Polydore. (gore; | 
How from that arm of terror ſhall I fly? 
Some dæmon urges! tis my doom to die! 
F ever yet ſoft pity touch'd thy mind, 105 
Ah! think not me too much of Hector's kind 


With his, who wrought thy lov'd Patroclus' death. 
Theſe words, attended with a ſhower of tears, 
The youth addreit to unrelenting ears: 110 
Talk \ not of life, or ranſom, (he replies). 5 
| DY dead, whoever meets me dics : 
5 vain a ſingle Trojan ſues for grace; 

| But leaſt, the ſons of Priam's hateful race. 
Die then, my friends! what boots it to deplore? 1 15 


ö 


He, far thy better, was foredoom'd to die, 


Jeeſt thou not me, whom nature's gifts adorn, | 
Sprung from a hero, from a Goddeſs born; 120 
The day ſhall come {which nothing can avert) 

When by the ſpear, the arrow, or the dart, 

By night or day, by force or by deſign, 

Impending death aud certain fate are mine. 

Die then—he ſaid: and, as the word he ſpoke, 125 

The fainting ſtripling ſunk before the ſtroke : | 
His hand forgot its graſp, and left the ſpear : 

While all his tre v ung frame confeſt his fear; 

Zudden, Achilles nis broad ſword difplay'd, 

And buried in his neck the recking blade. 130 

one fell the youth; and, panting on the land, 

e guſhing purple dy d the thirky ſand; 

_ "he victor to the ſtream the carcaſe gave, 

And thus inſults him, floating on the wave: 

Ie there, Lycaon! let the fiſh ſurround 135 
Thy dloated corpſe, and fuck thy gery wound: 


His belly open'd with a ghaſtly wound, 195 
The reeking entrails pour upon the ground. 
Beneath the hero's ſeet he panting lies, 


His radiant armour tearing from the deal: 200 


There no fad mother ſhall thy funerals weep, 

But ſwift Scamander roll thee to the deep, 

| Whoſe every wave ſome watery monſter brings, | 
To feaſt unpuniſh'd on the fat of kings. 140 
So periſh Troy, and all the Trojan line! 

Such ruin theirs, and ſuch compaſſion mine. 
What — you now Scamander's worſhipp'd 
ream, 


| His earthly honours, and immortal name ! 


In vain your immolated bulls are flain, 145 

Your living courſers glut his gulfs in vain : 

Thus he rewands you, with this bitter fate; 

Thus, till the Grecian vengeance is complete; 

Thus is aton'd Patroclus honour'd ſhade, 

Aud the ſhort abſence of Achilles paid. 150 
Theſe boaſtful words provoke the raging God; 


1 With fury ſwells the violated flood. 


What means divine may yet the Power employ, 


| To check Achilles, and to reſcue Troy? 


Mean white the hero fpriugs in arms, to dare 155 
The great Aſtcropeus to mortal war; 

The ſon of Pelagon, whoſe lofty line 
Flows from the fource of Axius, ſtream divine! 
(Fair Peribæa's love the God had crown'd, 

With all his refluent waters circled round). 163 
Ou him Achilles ruſh'd : he fearleſs ſtood, 

And ſhook two ſpears, advancing from the flood”; 
The flood impell'd him, on Pelides' he 


Ir avenge his waters chok'd with hea dead. 
Near as they drew, Achilles thus began : 145 


What art thou, boldeſt of the race of man? 
no, or from whence? Unhappy is the ſire 
Whoſe ſon encounters our reſiſtleſs ire. | 

O ſon of Peleus l what avails to trace 
(Reply'd the warrior) our illuſtrious race? 270 
From rich Pzonia's valleys I command, 
 Arm'd with portcuded ſpears, my native dens; 

Now _ the tenth bright * fince 1 


| In aid of 11 lion = the fields of fame : [75 


Axius, who ſwells with all the neickbouring rills, 
And wide around the floated region fills, 
Begot my fire, whoſe ſpear ſuch glory won 


| Now lift thy arm, and try that hcro's ſon ! 


"Threatening he ſaid: the hoſtile chiefs advance; | 
At once Altcropeus diſcharg'd each lance 180 


wield) 


| One firuck, but pierc'd not the Vulcanian ſhield; 


One raz'd Achilles hand; the ſpouting blood 
Spun forth, in earth the faſten'd weapon ſtood. 
Like lightning next the Pelian juvcl in flies: 185 


Illes erring fury hifs'd along tlie Kies; 


Deep in che ſwelling bank was driven the ſpear, 
Ev' to the middle carth'd; and quiver'd there. 
Then trom his ſide the ſword Pelides _R 
And on his foe with Coubled fury flew. 190 
he foe thrice tugꝝ d, and ſhook the rooted wood; 


Repulſive of his mig d: the weapon ſtood: 
The fourth, he trie, to break the ſpear in vain; 


Bent as he ſtands, he tumbles to the plain; 


And hiseye darkens, and his ſpirit flics : 
While the proud victor thus triumphing ſaid, 


[.. 


x both his dexterous hands the lance could 
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So ends thy glory! Such the ſate they prove, Sliddering and ſtaggering. On the border ſtood - 


Who ſtrive preſumptuous with the ſons of Jove, ! A ſpreading elm, that overhung the flood: 
from a river, didſt thou boaſt thy line? He ſfeiz'd a bending bough, his ſteps to ſtay ; 
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| But great Satucnius is the ſource of mine. 
Ho doſt thou vaunt thy watery progeny? 205 | Heaving the bank, and undermining all; 
Of Peleus, acus, and Jove, am I; Loud flaſh the waters to the ruſhing fall 
The race of theſe ſuperior far to thoſe, oft the thick ſoliage. The large trunk difplay'd 
As he that thunders, to the ſtream that flows. Bridg'd the rough flood acroſs: the hero ſtay d 
| What rivers can, Scamander might have ſhown; | On this his weight, and, rais d upon his hand, 278 
But Jove he dreads, nor wars againſt his ſon, 210} Leap'd from the channel, and regain'd the land. A. 
_ Ev'n Acheloũs might contend in vain, I xhen blacken'd the wild waves; the murmur roſe; 
And all the roaring billows of the main. he God purſues, a huger billow throws, 
; Th' eternal ocean, from whoſe fountains low | And burſts the bank, ambitious to deſtroy 5 
The ſeas, the rivers, and the ſprings below, he man whoſe fury is the fate of Troy. 2380 
The thundering voice of Jove abhors to hear, 215 | He, like the warlike eagle, ſpeeds his pace © 
And in his deep abyſſes ſhakes with fear. (Swilteſt and ſtrongeſt of th atrial race) 
He ſaid, then from the bank his javelin tore, , | Far as a ſpear can fly; Achilles ſprings 
And left the breathleſs warrior in his gore. 4 At every bound; his clanging armour rings: 
The floating tides the bloody carcaſe lave, No here, now there, he turns on every ſide, 288 1 
Aud beat againft it, wave ſucceeding wave; 220 And winds his courſe before the following tide ; | 
Till, roll'd between the banks, it lies, the food The waves flow after, whereſoe'er he wheels, 
Of curling eels, and fiſhes of the flood. {flain)} And gather fait, and murmur at his heels. 
All ſcatter d round the ſtream (their mightieſt 


So, when a peaſant to his garden brings 5 
Th' amaz d Pzonians ſcour along the plain: Soft rills of water from the bubbling ſprings, 290 


The plant, uprooted, to his weight gave way, 270 


| He vents his fury on the flying crew, 225 Aud calls the floods from high, to bleſs his bowers, 
| Thraſius, Aſtypylus, and Mneſius flew ; | And feed with pregnant ſtreams the plants and 
Mydon, Therſilochus, with Enius fell; | 


flowers; | | | 
And numbers more his Jance had plung'd to hell; Soon as he clears whate'er their paſſage ſtaid, 
But from the bottom of his gulfs profound, And marks the future current with his fpade, 
Scamander fpoke; the ſhores return the ſound :230] Swift o'er the rolling pebbles, down the kills, 295 
" O firlt of mortals! (for the Gods are thine) Louder and louder puri the falling rills; 
| In valour matchleſs, and in force divine! ] Before him fcattcring, they prevent his pains, | 
If Jove had given thee every Trojan head, | 


And ſhine in mazy wanderinꝑs o'er the plains. 
"Tis not on me thy rage ſhould heap the dead. |} Still flies Achilles, but before his eyes 
See! my chok'd ſtreams no more their courſe can | Still ſwift Scamander rolls where er he flies: 300 


NED | - [keep, 235 | Not all his ſpeed eſcapes the rapid floods; 
Nor roll their wonted tribute to the deep. The firſt of men, but not a match for Gods. 
Turn, then, impetuous! from our injur d flood; Oft as he turn'd the torrent to oppoſe, 
Content, thy ſlaughters could amaze a God. And bravely try if all the Powers were foes; 
ln human form centcſs'd before his eyes, | So oft the ſurge, in watery mountains ſpread, 395 
Theriver thus, and thus the chief replies: 240 | Beats on his back, or burſts upon his head. = 
O ſacred ſtream! thy word we ſhall ovey; Vet dauntleſs ſtill the adverſe flood he braves, 
But not till Troy the deſtin d vengeance pay: And ſtill indignant bounds above the waves. : 
Not till within her towers the perjur d train {| Tir'd by the tides, his knees relax with toll * 
Shall pant, and tremble at our arms again: {| Waſh'd from beneath him ſlides the ilimy foil; 310 
Not till proud Hector, guardian of her wall, 245 When thus (his eyes on Heaven's expanſion 
Or ſtain this lance, or ſee Achilles fall. thrown) RS . 
He faid, and drove with fury on the foe. | Forth burſts the hero with an 
Then to the Godhead of the filver bow _ | 
| The yellow flood began: O ſon of Jove! No Power t' avert his miſerable end? 
Was not the mandate of the fire above 250 | Prevent, oh Jove! this ignom:inious date, 31; | 
| | Tull and expreſs? that Fhœbus ſhuuld employ And make my ſuture life the ſport of Fate, | 
| His ſacred arrows in defence of Troy, Ork all Heaven's oracles believ'd in vain, 
And make her conquer, till Hyperion's fall But moſt of Thetis, muſt her ſon complain; 
| | In awful darkneſs hide the face of all? I By Phoebus! darts ſhe propheſicd my tall, | 
1 He ſpoke in vain — the chief without diſmay2 535 In glorious arms before the Trojan wall. ST Re. 
. Ploughs through the boiling ſurge his deſperate } Oh! had I died in fields of battle warm, + 
hen, riſing in his rage above the ſhores, [way. Stretch'd like a hero, by a hero's arm! 
From all his deep the bellowing river roars, | Might HeQor's ſpear this dauntleſs boſom rend, 
| Huge heaps of flain diſgorges on the coaſt, And my ſwift foul o'ertake my flaughter'd friend! 
— And round the banks the ghaſtly dead are toſt. 260 Ah, no! Achilles meets a ſhameful fate, 323 
While all before, the billows rang'd on high Oh! how unworthy of the brave and great 
(4 watery bulwark) ſkreen the bands who fly. Like ſome vile ſwain, whom on a rainy day,) 
Now burſting on his head with thundering ſound, | Croſſing a ford, the torrent tweeps away, 6 
The falling deluge whelms tic hero round: An unregarded carcaſe. tu the fea. F 
Us loaded ſhield bends to the ruſhing tide; 255 Neptune and Pallas halte to ts relief. 
His feet, upborne, ſc.rce tlie ſtrang flood divide, And tlius in human (d. , Addreſ- whe chief. 


angry groan: 
Is there no God, Achilles to belriend, 


2 de | 


* 


1660 POPE'S HOMER. 


The Power of Ocean firſt ; Forbear thy fear, Scorch all the banks! and (till our voice reclaim 
O fon of Peleus! Lo, thy Gods appear Exert th' unwearicd furics of the flame! 
Behold ! from Jove deſcending to thy aid * The Power ignipotent her word obeys; 
Propitious Neptune, and the hlue- ey Maid. 335 | Wide o'er the plain he pours the boundleſs blaze ; 


Stay, and the furious flood ſhall ceafe to rave ; At once conſumes the dead, and dries the foil, 405 


Lis not thy fate to glut his angry wave. I And the ſhrunk waters in their channel 

But thou, the counſel Heaven/ſuggeſts, attend! | As when aut1:1:nat Boreas Iweeps the ſky, 

Nor bre:.the from combat, nor thy ſword luſpend,. And inftart blows the water'd gardens dry: 

Till Troy receive ker flying ſons, till all 340 So look ' l the field, to whiten'd was the ground. 
Lier routed ſquadrons pant b-higd their wall: While Vulcan breath'd the fiery blaſt around. 415 
Hector alone thall ſtand his fetal chance, wilt on the ſedgy reeds the ruin preys; | 
And HeQor's bloud ſha'l ſmoke upon thy Jance. *| Along the marin winds the running blaze: © 
*Fhine is the glory doom'd. Thus ſpake the Gods: The trees in Jaming rows to aſhes turn, 

Then ſwiit aſcended to the bricht abodes. 245 | The flow-ry 125 and the tamariſk burn, 


Stung with new ardour, thus by Heaven impell'd, Broad elm, aud cypreſs riſing iu a ſpire; 415 
He ſprings impetuous, and invades the field: The wotery wiliows hifs before the fire. 


Oer all tl expanded plain the waters ſpreac ; | Now glow the waves, the tithes pant for 5 


Atap'd on the boundin:s billows dance the dead. he eel: lie twiſting in the pungs of death 
Floating midil ſcatrer'd arms; while caſqucs of Now fonnce loft. now dive, the fcaly 5 


8⁰ Id | 3<3, Or, gatping, turn their bellies to the by. 420 


And turn'd-up "EE" glitter'd as they roll'd. At length the river rear'd his languid head, 
High o'er the ſurging tide, by leaps and bounds, And thus, ſhort- pmting, to the Goll ke ms. -: -.- 
He wadesand mounts; the parted u. ve reſounds. . Oh. Vulcan !oh! what power reſiſts thy might ? 


Not a whole river ſtops the hero's cuuric, 4 fun, | fink, unequal to the fia ht 
While Pallas fills him with immortal force. 355 | I yield Let lion fall, if Fate decree ; 425 
With equal rage, indignant Xanthus rare, Ah, bend no more ay fiery arms on me ! 


And lifts his billows, and o'trWwhehns his thores. ; He cra-l; wide conflagration blazing round; 
Then thus to Simois : Haſte, my brother good! The bub; . Waters vield 1 hiſhng ſand. 


And check this mortal, hit controls a Gas : { As when the dame beneath a cal: Iron rife, 
Our braveſt heroes elfe f. ali quit the flieht, 360 To melt the fat of forme rich ſacriſice, 430 
And llion tumble from her tower eig ht. Amid the free embrace of circling fires | 
Call then thy ſulje&t ireams, wn J bid them roar, The wars fyam. the heavy f nuke aſpires: 
From all thy foumtains ſwell thy watery ſtore, | So boiled. impriſon'd flood, farbid to f ., 
With broken rocks, and with a load of dead, | And, cnok'd with vapours, feels his hottum glow. 
Charge the black iurge. and pour it on his head, 365 | To Jun» then, imperial Queen of Air. 435 
| Mark how refit: leſs | through the loads he goes, The burning river iends huis earne?? preyer : | 
And boldly kids the w arriag Gods he foes! # A, w hy, Saturnia! muſt thy on engage 
But nor that force, nor form divine to ſight, Me, only me, v:th all his waitcful rage? 
Shall aught avail him, it our rage unite: On other Gods his drra fd arm emvley, 


Whelm'd under our dark enifs thoſe arms ſhall lie, For mightier Gods aff-re tis conſe of I'coy. 449 8 


That blaze i lo dreadful in cach Trou eye; 37¹ Submiſlice 1 delin, if tuou commanul ; 


And deep beneath a ſandy mountain hurl'd, ut, ah! wickiraw this ail-d:tFroy ng hand, 
Immers'd remain this terror of the world. Fiear then my ſorema oach, fr ien to Fare 
uch pond. rous ruin ſhall corfound the piace, Unaided Hion, and her dedin'd fote, [445 
No Greek ſhall e“er his pri reiicks grace, 375 Til Greece ſhall gird her with Ccitrudtive Ane, 
No hand his bones ſhall gather, & mhume ; And in one rain fink the Troy an nume. N 
"Theſe his coid rites, and this his watery tomb. I Es warm entreaty touch“: Zaturvia's ear: 
He ſaid; and on the chief deſcends amin. She bage oi Ignipotent his rage fo _ | 


ncreas'd wich gore, aa fwelling with the lain. | Recail the il unc, nor in a mortal ce 


Then murmuring ixem his bas, he boils, he ! lufelt a God: th' ohedivcut flame wiriwcaws: a. 


| raves, 330 Again, the branchiog (ir. ams vega f ſpread, 
And a foam whitens on the purple waves: [Au ſoſt re-murmur in their monte, bed. 

At every Hep, before Achilles ſtood by | 5 While theie by Jeno's will the ſt-i reſign, | 
The crual: oy fas Ze, and deiug'd him with blood. Che warring Gods in fierce content. join: 

Fear touch'd the Queen of Heaven: the © ſaw diſ- Rekindling rage cach keaveulybren!? alarms; 455 
* may d; With horrid clangor Mock'd th' thetial arms: 
She call'd aioud, and ſummon'd Vulcan” s aid. 385 | Heaven in loud thunder bids the trumpct found; 

Riſe to the war! th' inſulting flood requires | And wide beneath them groans the renin 
Thy waſteful arm: aſſenible all thy fes! ground. | 
* ds to their aid, by cur commund 2:mjoin', Jove, as his ſport, the dreadful ſcene eſeries, [ 1050 
1 : the ſwiſt caſteru and the weer wind, and views contending Gods with areleſs cycs. 
1 tſe from old Ocean at my word hail blow. 3;0 | The Power of Battles lifts his braz » ſpear, 
Hur the red torrent en the watery foe, anal firit aſſaults the radiant Queen f War ; 
erpfe and arms to one bright ruin turn, What mov'd thy madn<fs thus to iſunite 
und thifing rivers to their bottoms burn. Mtherial minds, and mix all Heaven in fight ? 
do, vel. 5 in thy rage! diſplay thy power, 400 What wonder this, when in thy ſra':tic __ 495 
ler: ee bite fad, the crackling trees devour. | Thou drov'f a zrortal to inſult 2. od? 


p- 


— 


And n adly bath'd it in celeſtial gore. 


Thundering he falls, àa maſs of monſtrous ſize ; 


And, glorying, thus the proſtrate God reviles: 
Hit thou nat yet, inſatiate fury! krown 
How far Minerva's force tranſcends thy own ? 


That. beaming round, diſfus'd celeſtial day, 490 


And, ſcoffing thus, to War's victorious Maid: 496 


Klark _ what infolence, in open view, 


To Grecian Gods ſuch let the Phryyians be. 
Jo dread, ſo fierce, as Venus is to me; : | 
Then from the loweſt ſtoue ſhall Troy be mov Hs 

Taus ſhe; and Juno with a {mile approv'd. 510 


| The God of Ocean dares the God of Light: 
M nat floth hath feiz'd us, when the ficlds around 
Ring with conflicting powers, and heaven returns | 


©Hall, ix nommious, we with 8 retire, 515 
No deed perform d, to our Olympian Sire? 
Tame, prove thy arm! for firſt the war to wage, 
Zuits not my greatneſs, or ſuperior —_ 

Nach as thou art to prop the Trojan throne Y 
And guard the race of proud Laomedon ! 5 


We ſfar'd the lengthen'd labours of a year ? 


With menace ſtern the fraudful king defy'd {pain, 


POPE'S 
Thy impions hand Tydides' javelin bore, 


: * 


He ſpoke, and ſ. note the loud- reſounding mice, 
Which bears Jeve's thunder on its dreadſul field; 
T he adimuntine gis of her fire, 471 
"That turns the glancing bolt and forked fire. 
Then he v'd rhe Goddets in hex mighty hand 
A ftone. the limit of the neighhouring land, 

There fix'd from eldeſt times; black, craggy, vaſt ; 
his at the heaven ly homicide ſhe caſt. 476 


And ſeven broad acres covers as he lies. 


Lend o'er the fields his ringing arms reſound: : 480] 
The ſcornſal dame her conqueſt views with ſmiles, 


uno, whom thou rebellious dar'ſt withſtand, 
Carrects thy folly thus by Fallas' hand; 486 
i'bns meets thy broken ſaith with juſt dC: grace, 
And partial aid to Fray's perfidious race. 

'The Caddefs fpoke, ad turn'd her eyes away, 


Zove's Cyprian daughter, ſtooping on the land, 
Lent to the wounded God her tender hand: 
%,0wly he riſes, ſcarcely breathes with pain, 
An, propt on her fair arm, forfakes the plain. 
This the bright Empreſs of the hcavens ſurvey d. 


I.o! what an aid on Mars's fide is ſeen! 
Ine Smiles 2nd Love's unconquerable Queen! 


She movr's: let Pallas, if the dares, purſue. 500 
Dann ſmiling heard, the pair 6'ertook, 
And flightly on her breait the wanton ——_ 
She, unreſiiting, fell (her ſpirits fled}; 
Dn earth tegether lay the lovers ſpread ; | 
And like theſe heroes, be the late of all 505 
Minerva cries) who guard the Trojan wall! 


Mean time, to mix in more than mortal fight, 


- the found? 


Forgettul of my wrongs, and of thy own) 520 
Hatt thou forgot how, at the monarch's prayer, 


Troy's wall | rais d (ter ſuch were Jove's com- 
mands) [525 
And yon proud bulwarks beneath my hands: 
Thy raſk it was to feed the bellowing droves _ 
Along fair Ida's vales and pendent groves. 
But when the circling ſeaſons in their train 
Broaght back the grateful day that crown'd our 
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Mad as he was, he threaten'd ſervile bands, 

And dnom'd us exiles far in barbarous lands, | 
Incens'd, we heavenward fled with ſwiltc!t wing, 
And deftin's vengeance on the perjur'd king, 535 
Dofſt thou, for this, afford proud llion grace, | 
And not, like us, infeſt the faithlefs race; 


Ike vs, their preſent, future ſons deſtroy, 
And ſrom its deep foundations heave their Troy? 


Apollo thus: To combat for mankind, 540 L 
III ſuits the wiſdom of celeſtial mind: | 
For what is man ? Calamitous by birth, 


_ | Fhey owe their life and nouriſhment to earth 1 
Theft unuing roke his ſtubborn nerves unhoundy 


Like yearly leaves, that, now with beauty crown'd, 

Smile oa the ſun; now wither on the ground. 545 
'Co their own hands commit the frantic ſcene, 

Nor mix imynort:1:s in a cauſe ſo mean. 

Then turns his face, far-beaming heaven!y fires, 
And from the fenior Power ſubmiſs retires : 


Him, thus retreating, Artemis upbrai:ls, 5 30 


the quiver'd huntreſs of the ſylvan ſhades : 

And is it thus the youthful Phebus flies. 
| And vieles to Ocean's hoary Sire the prize ? | 
How vain that martial pomp aud dreadful ſhow 
Of pointed arrows, and the ſilver bow! 854 
Now boaſt no more, in you celeſtial bower, 
eat earth-ſhoking | 
| Power, 
| Silent, he heard the Qu * Woods vpbraid; 
Not fo Saturnia bore the vaunting ma id; | 
But furious thus: What inſolence has Siven 5 
Thy pride to face the Majeſty of Heaven ? | 
What though, by Jove the female pla ue deſign * 
Fierce to the fecble race of woman- Rind. 
The wretched matron feels thy piercing dart; 
Thy ſex's tyrant, with a tyger's heart? 565 
| What though, tremendous in the wood and chuic, 
Thy certain arrows pierce the ſavage race? 


| How dares thy raſhneſe on the Powers divine 


Employ thoſe arms, or match thy force wich wine ? 
Learn hence, no more ual war te wage— 579 
| She ſaid, am ſeiz'd her wriſts with cager rat.; 
Theſe in her left hand lock'd, her right unty d 
The bow, the quiver, and 2, plumy pride. 
Abont her temples flies the buſy bow: . 
Now here, now there, ſhe winds her from the blow; 
The ſcattcriag arrows, rattling from the caſe, 
Drop round, and idly mark the duſty place. 
| Swift from the field the bailed huntrels flics, 
Aud ſcarce retains the torrent in her eyes: 
So, when the ſalcon wings her way above, 7860 | 
To the cleft cavern ſperds the gentle dove, | | 
(Not fared yet to die) there ſafe retreats. 
Vet ſtill her heart againſt the mar ble beats, 
To her Latona haſtes with tinder care, 782 
Whom Hermes viewing, thus declines the War: 
How (hall | face the dame, who gives delight _ 
To him whoſe thunders blacken heaven with night — 5 
Go, matchleſs Goddeſs! triumph in the blies, | 
And bouſt my conqueſt, while I yield the prize. 
| He ſpoke; and paſt : Latona, ouping low, 570 
Collects the ſcatter'd ſhafts, and fallen bow, 
That, glittering on the duil, lay here and there; 
Diſhonour'd relicks of Diana's war. 
{ 'T hen (ſwift purſued her to the bleſt abode, {gf 
Where all-caatus'd ſhe ſought the Sovcrce:yn Guy; 
Weeping ſhe grafp'd his kuccs: th'aabh⁵⁶⁰ tial wet 


Our latent Godhead, and the prize deny d: $31 
For. VL, 


| Shouk with her ſighs, and pauted ou ber oral, 
X 
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The Sire fiperior mib d; and bade her ſhow | So may l reach, conceal'd, the cooling flood, 


What heavenly hand had caus'd his daughter's woe? | From my tir'd body waſh the dirt and blood, 66g 


Abaſh'd, ſhe names his own Imperial ſpouſe; | 
And the creſcent fades upon her brows, 601 
Thus they above; while ſwiftly gliding down, 
Apollo enters Ilion's ſacred town: 
The Guardian God now trembled for her wall, 
And fear d the Greeks, tho” Fate forbade her fall 
Back to Olympus, from the war's alarms, 606 
Return the ſhining bands of Gods in arnis; 
Some proud in triumph, ſome with rage on fire ; 
And take their thrones around th' ztherial Sire, 
3 Thro' blood, thro? death, Achilles ſtill proceeds, 610 
— O'er ſlaughter' d heroes, and o'er rolling ſteeds. 
As when avenging flames, with fury driv'n | 
On guilty towns, exert the wrath of Heaven; 
The pale inhabitants, ſome fall, ſome fly; 
And the red vapours purple all the ſky: 615 
So rag'd Achilles; death and dire diſmay; 
And toils, and terrors, fill'd the dreadful day. 
High on a turret hoary Priam ſtands, 
And marks the waſte of his deſtructive hands; 
Views, from his arm, the Trojan's ſcatter'd flight, 
And the near hero riſing on his ſight ! 621 
No ſtep, no check, no aid! With feeble pace, 
And ſettled forrow on his aged face, 
Faſt as he could, he ſighing quits the walls; 
And thus, defcending, on the guards he calls: 625 
You, to whoſe care our city-gates belong, 
Set wide your portals to the flying throng: 
For lo! he comes with unreſiſted ſway; 
He comes, and deſolation marks his way! [630 
But when within the walls our troops take breath, 
Lock faſt the brazen bars, aud ſhut out death. 
Thus charg'd the reverend monarch : wide were 
72 aun nts Fr | 
The opening folds ; the ſounding hinges rung, 
Photbus ruſh d forth, the flying bands to meet; 
Struck flaughter back, and cover d the retreat, 635 
On heaps the Trojans crowd to gain the gate, 
And, gladſome, fee their laſt cſcape from Fate, 
Thither, all parch'd with thirſt, a heartleſs train, 
Hoary with duſt, they beat the hollow plain : 
And gaſping, panting, fainting, labour on 640 
With heavier ſtrides, that lengthen'd tow'rd the 
Enrag'd Achilles ſollows with his ſpear; {town. 
Wild with revenge, inſatiable of war. 
Then had the Grerks eternal praiſe acquir'd, 
And Troy inglerious to her walls retir'd; 645 
But + he, the God who darts ztherial flame, 
Shot down to fave her, and redeem her fame. 
_ To young Agcnor force divine he gave 


(Antenor's offspring, haughty, bold, and brave) ; | Aſſumes Agenor's habit, voice and ſhape, 71 . ; 


In aid of him, beſide the beech he fate,” 650 
And, wrapt in clouds, reſtrain'd the hand of Fate. 
. When now the generous youth Achilles ſpies, 
Thick beats his heart, the troubled motions riſe. 
(So, ere a ſtorm, the waters heave and roll); 
He ſtops and queſtions thus his mighty ſoul; 655 
What! ſhall I fly this terror of the plain? 
Like others fly, and be like others lain ? | 
Vain hope! to ſhun him by the ſelf-fame road, 
Von line of flaughter'd Trojans lately trod. 
No: with the common heap I ſcorn to fall 660 
What if they paſs'd me to the Trojan wall, 
While I decline to yonder path, that leads 
To Ida's foreftsand ſurrounding ſhades? 


N Apollo, 


As ſoon as night her duſky veil extends, 

Return in ſafety to my Trojan friends. 

What if—But where fore all this vain debate? 
Stand I to doubt, within the reach of Fate ? 

Ev'n now perhaps, ere yet Iturn the wall, 67e 
The fierce Achilles fees me, and I fall : 

Such is his ſwiftneſs 'tis in vain to fly, 

And ſuch his valour, that who ſtands muſt die. 
 Howe'er tis better, fighting for the ſtate, 
Here, and in public view, to meet my fate. 675 
Yet ſure he too is mortal! he may feel 


(Like all the ſons of earth) the force of ſleel; 


One only ſoul informs that dreadful frame; 
And Jove's ſole favour gives him all his fame. 
le faid, and ſtood collected in his might : 68c 
And all his beating boſom claim'd the fight. 
So from ſome deep-grown wood a panther ſtarts, 


I Rous'd from his thicket by a ſtorm of darts: 


 Untaught to fear or fly, he hears the ſounds [685 
Of ſhouting hunters, and of clamerous Founds ; 


And the barb'd javelin ſtings his breaſt in vain: 
On their whole war, untam'd the ſavage flies; 
And tears his hunter, or beneath him dies. 


Not leſs reſolv'd, Antenor's valiant heir 690 0 


Confronts Achilles, and awaits the war, : 
Diſdainful of retreat : high-held before, 

His ſhield, (a broad circumference) he bore; 
Then, graceful, as he ſtood in act to throw 


The lifted javelin, thus beſpoke the foe: 695 
How proud Achilles glories in his fame! 


And hopes this day to fink the Trojan name 


_ | Beneath her ruins! Know, that hope is vain; 
5 A thouſand woes, a thouſand toils, remain. 
Parents and children our juſt arms employ, 7co 


And ſtrong, and many, are the ſons of Troy. 


ſhore. 


Theſe Phrygian fields, and preſs a foreign 
Smote on his knee; the hollow cuiſhes rung 
Beneath the pointed ſtecl; but ſafe from harms 
He ſtands impaſſi ve in the ztherial arms. 
Then, fiercely ruſhing on the daring foe, 
His lifted arm prepares the fatal blow : 


4 J 


The godlike Trojan in a veil of clouds. 
Safe from purſuit, and ſhut from mortal view, 


Mean while the God, to cover their eſcape, 


Flies from the furious chief in this diſguiſe ; 
The furious chief ſtill follows where he flies. 


Now o'er the fields they ſtretch with | 
ſtrides, glides: 


Now urge the courſe where ſwift Scamander 


Tempts his purſuit, and wheels about the ſhore; 


While all the flying troops their ſpeed employ, 


And pour on heaps into the walls of Troy : 

No ſtop, no ſtay; no thought to aſk, or tell, | 
Who ſcap'd by flight, or who by battle fell. 725 
was tumult all, and violence of flight; 

And ſudden joy confus'd, and mirx'd affright : 
Pale Troy againſt Achilles ſhuts her gate; 


And nations bryathe, deliver'd from their fats: 


= 


Tho" ſtruck, tho wounded ſcarce perceives the 


Great as thou art, ev'n thou may it ſlain with gore 


oe olueficicoas e e . LOEASE 


| He ſaid: with matchleſs force the javelin flung 


But, jealous of his fame, Apollo ſhrouds . 710 


I 


Diſmiſs'd with fame the favour'd youth withdrew, 


8 


is. a ic. a 


The God, now diſtant ſcarce a ſtride before, 720 


Still his bold arms determin'd to employ, 
The guardian ſtill of lJong-defended Troy. 


1 With high and haughty ſteps he tower ' d along. 
o the proud courſer, victor of the prize, 


8 careful eyes of Priam fir it beheld. 


Through the thick gloom of ſome tempeſtuous 
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BOOK XXI. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Death of Her. 
The Trojans being ſafe within the walls, Hectur only flays to oppoſe Achilles. Priam is flruck at bis approach, 


| and trics to perſuade bis ſon to re-enter the town. 


Aecuba joins ber entreaties, but in vain. Hecttur conſults 


within himſelf what meaſures to tale; but, at the advance of Achilles, bis reſolution fails him, and be flies ; 
Achilles purſues him thrice round the walls of Troy. The Gods debate cuncerning the fate of Heeinr ; 
at lengib Minerva d:ſcends to the aid of Achilles. Sb deluddes H. cor in the ſtape of Deipbobus ; be flands 
| the combat, and is lain. Achilles drags the dead body at bis chariot, in the ſigbt of Priam and Heeuba 


Their lamentation:, tears, and deſpair. Their cries reach the eurs of Andromache, wbo, ignorant of 


this, was retired into the inner part of the palace; ſor mounts up to the walls, and beholds ber dead buſband. 
Sb: ſiu uon at the ſpictacle. Her exceſs of yrief and lamentacion, | | 


Tavs to their bulwarks, ſmit with panic fear, 
The herded lions ruſh like driven deer ; 

There ſafe, they wipe their briny drops away, 
And drown in bowls the labours of the day. 
Cloſe to the walls, advancing o'er the fields 5 
Beneath one roof of well-compacted ſhiclds, 
March, bending on, the Greek's embodied powers, 
Far- ſtretching in the ſhade of Trojan towers. 
Great Hector ſingly ſtaid ; chain d down by Faves 
There fixt he ſtood before the Scæan gate; I 


Apollo now to tir'd Achilles turns 
(The Power confeſt in all his glory burns). 


And what (he cries) has Peleus' ſon in view, I5 


With mortal fpecd a Godhead to purſue ? 

For not to thee to know the Gods is given, 
Unſk:Il'd to trace the latent marks of Heaven. 
What boots thee now, that Troy forſook the plain ? 


Vain thy paſt labour, and thy preſent vain: 20 


Safe in their walls are now her troops beſtow d, 
While here thy frantic rage attacks a God. 


Ihe chief incens'd—Too partial God of Day: 
Io check my conqueſts in the middle way: 
How few in llion elſe had refuge found ! 25 

What gaſping numbers now had bit the ground! | 
Thou robh'ſt me of a glory juſtly mine, 


Powerful of Godhead, and of fraud divine: 
Then to the city terrible and ſtrong, 


To the near goal with double ardour flics : 
Him, as he blazing ſhot acroſs the field, V 
Not half ſo dreadful riſcs to the light, 


might, 


Orion's dog (the year when autumn weighs) 


And o'er the feebler ſtars exerts his rays; 40 


Terrific glory! for his burning breath 


Taints the red air with fevers, plagues, and death. 
80 flam'd his fiery mail. Then wept the ſage ; 


He ſtrikes his reverend head, now white with age; 


| 


_ | Yetleſs that | 
|| Lefs to all Troy, if not depriv'd of thee. 75 


| 


The thirticth day fill continues, The ſcene lies under the walls and on the batilement: of Trap. 


He lifes his wither'd arms; obteſts the ſkies; 45 


| He calls his much-lov'd fon with feeble cries; 


The fon, reſolv'd. Achilles force to dare, 

Full at the Scman gates expeRs the ar; 

| While the ſad father on the rampart ftaads, 
and thus adjures him with extended-hand-; 50 
Ah, ſtay not, ſtay not! guardleſs and alone; 
Hector! my lov'd, my deareſt, braveſt fon ! 
Methinks already I behold thee ſlain; : 

and ſtretch'd beneath that fury of the plain. 


"| Implacable .\chilles! might'ſt thou be 1 
Io all the Gods no dearer than to me! £ 
Ir hee, vultures wild ſhould fcarter round the | 


5 Ep 1 
And bloody dogs grow fiercer from thy gore. 
How many valiant fors I late enjoy d, 


Or, worſe than ſlaughter d, ſuld iu difiant iiles 
To ſhameful bondage and unworthy tuils. | 
krwo, while 1 ſpeak, my eyes in vain explore, 
Two from one mother ſprung, my Polydore, : 
And lov'd Lycaon; now perhaps no more! 65. 
Oh! if in yonder hoſtile camp they live, 


own, / | 


All pale they wander on the Stygian coaſt, 

What ſorrows then muſt their {ad mother kuow, 
What anguiſh 1! unutterable wor y D 

anguiſh, leſs to her, to me, 


Vet ſhun Achilles! enter yet the wall; 
And ſpare thyſelf, thy father, ſpare us ail! 


I save thy dear life; or, if a ſoul ſo brave 


Neglect that thought, thy dearer glory ſave. 


| Pity, while yet I live, theſe filver hairs; 


| While yet thy father feels the woes he bears, 

Vet curſt with ſenſe! a wretch whom in his rage 
(All trembling on che verge ef helpleſs age) 
Great Jove has plac'd, fad ſpectacle of pain! 


To fill with ſcenes of death his clofing cycs, 
| (nd mere es Gage by eulns| 85 


Valiant in vain} by thy curſt arm deſtroy'd: 60 | 


What heaps of gold, what treaſures, would I give 4 ” 
(Their grandfire's wealth, by right of birth their 


Conſign'd his daughter with Lelegia's throne); 
| But if (which Heaven forbid; already loſt, 70 
Mean fame, alas! for one of heavenly ſtrain, | 

To cheat a mortal, who repines in vain. 30 


The bitter dregs of Fortune's cup to drain; 83 


— — ene. er Eon 


| hefel have yet to ſee, perhaps yet more ! 


164 


Ay heros Main, my bridal bed o'crrurn'd, =» | 
Ny dauglters 7.7Hhb'd, and my city born” "4: 


Ly bleeding i inlants daſh'd againſt the * 90 


Perhaps ev'n I, relerv'd by angry Fate 


Vet 


TY So. 0 24d relick of my ruin 'd ſtate 45 


(Dire pomp of ſovereign wretchedneſs! muſt fall, 


- d ain the pavement of my regal hall; 
There familh'd dogs, late guardians of my door, 

lobe U lick their mangled maſter's ſpatter'd gore. 

for my foas I thank you, Gods} *twas well; 


25 


Well have they perifh'd; ' for in fight they ſell. 
Wo dics in youth aud vigour, dies the beſt, 100 
Scruck through with wounds, all honeſt, on the 


breaſt. 


. Bu: when the Fares, i in ſulneſs of their rage, 5 


ppurn the hoar head of unreſiſting age, 
In duſt the reverend lineaments deform, 
And Hour to dogs the liſe- blood ſcarcely warm; 105 
18. tuis is miſery! the laſt, the worſt, 


Ahic man can feel; man, fated to be curſt! 
He ſaid; and, acting what no words could ſay, 


_ Rent from his head the filver locks away. 
With him the mournful mother bears a part; 
| Yet all their ſorrows turn not HeQtor's = = 


tic 


Ihe zone unbrac'd, her boſom ſhe diſplay d; 
And thus, faſt-falling the ſalt tears, the ſaid: 


Have mercy on me, O my ſon! revere 


The words of age; attend a parent's prayer 1175 


Or ſtill'd thy infant clamours at this breaſt; 


If ever thee in theſe fond arms I preſt, 
Ah, do not thus our helpleſs years forego, 


5 But, by our walls ſecur d, repel the for, 


Againſt his rage if ſingly thou proceed, 120 


| Should'tt thou (but Heaven avert it!) ſhoula i 


thou bleed, 


Nor mult thy corpſe lie honour'd on the bier, 


1 


Beholds the traveller approach the brake ; 
When, fed with noxious herbs, his turgid veins 
Have gather d half the poiſons of the plains; 
He burns, he ſtiffens with collected ire, 
And his red eye-balls glare with living fire. 
Beneath a turret, on his ſhield reclin'd, 


But fix'd remains the purpoſe of his ſoul ; 
 Reſolv'd he ſtands; and with a fiery glance 
| Expects the hero's terrible advance. 


Nor ſpouſe, nor mother, grace the: with a tear; 
Far ſrom our pious rites, thoſe dear remaius 


Muſt feaſt the vultures on the naked plains. 125 
So they; while down their cheeks the torrents 
roll: 


80, roll'd up in his den, the ſwelling ſnake 


130 


135 


Hie ſtood; and queſtion d thus his mighty mind: 


. "Where lies my way? To enter in the wall? 
Honour and ſhame th” ungencrous thought recall F 


Which timely follow'd but the former night. 


1 feel my folly in my people flain. 
_ Methinks my ſuffering country's voice l hear, 


Llorious, my country's terror laid in duſt ; 


Shall proud Polydamas before the gate 140 
Proclaim, his councils are obey d too late: 
What numbers had been ſav'd by Hector's flight! 
That wiſe advice rejected with diſdain, 


N 1 


Put moſt. her worthleſs ſons inſult my ear; 

On my reſt courage charge the chance of war, 
Aud hlame thoſe virtues which they cannot ſhare. 
No—at I e'er return, return | muſt 150 
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Or, if 1 periſh, let her ſce me fall 

In fieid ar leaſt; and fighting for her wall. 

ad yet, ſuppoſe theſe meaſures 1 forego, 

Apocouch unarm'd, and 4 45 ley with the foe, 155 

T warrior-ihicld, the helm, and Encz, * 
down, 

And treat on terms of peace to frve the town . 

Tuc wife withheld, the treaſure ill - detain'd. 

(Cauſe of the war, and grievance of the land) 

With honourable juitice to reſtore ; 108 

And add half lion's yet remaining ſture. 

Which Troy ſhall, ſworn, produca; chat injur 4 
Greece be. ac? 

May ſhare our wealth, and leave our Walls in 

But why this thought? Unarm'd if I ſhould zo. 

What hope of mercy from this vengeful foc, 16 57 


| _ woman-like to all, and (u.! without a6 


blow ? | 
We greet not here as man converſing mon, | 
Met at an oak, or journeying o'er a plain; 
No ſeaſon now for calm familiar talk, 
Like youths and maidens in an eveuing walk: 170 
War is our buſineis; hut to whom is given 


To dic or triumph, that determine Heaven ! 


Thus pondering, lik: a God the Greek drew uigh; 
His dreadful plumage nuded from on high; 
The Pelian javelin, in his better hand, „ 
Shot trembling rays, that glitter d o'er the land; 
And on his breaſt the beatuy ſpleudor ſhone 
Like Jove's own lightning, or the : riſing lun. 


| As Hector ſees, unuſual terrors rite, 


Struck i-y ſome God, he fears, recedes, and | flies: 3 
He leaves the gates, he leaves the walls nes | 


Achilles follows like the winved wind. 
Thus at the panting dove a falcon flics 
(The fwiſielt racer of the liquid ſkies) | 
Juſt when he holds, or thinks he holds, kisp prey ads 5 
Obliquely whecling through th' acrial way, 


| With open beak and hrilling crics he ſprings, : 


And aims his claws, aud ſhoots upon his wings. 
No leſs fore-right the rapid chaſe they held, 


One urg d by fury, one by fear unpellV'd ; 17 


| Now circling round the walls their courſe mainramn, 
| Where the high watch-tower overlooks the pla, 
_ | Now where the 93 ys. theit umbraye 


(A wider comp:ſs) ſmoke along the 1 


| Next by Scamander's double fource they bound, _ 
| i Where two fam d fountains burſt the parted round; 


This hot through ſcorching cle fts is ſeeu to ruſe, 
With exhalations ſteaming to the tkies; 


| Thar the green banks in fummer's heat o'erflows, 


| 


Like cryſtal clear, and cold as winter fnows. 200 
ach guſhi:: if ſount a marble ciſtern fills, 92 
Whoſe poliih'd bed receives the falling rills; 
Where Trojan dames (ere yet alarm'd by Grecce) 
Waſh'd their fair 4 arments in the days of peace. 
By theſe they paſs u, one chaſing, one in flight 20 
(The mighty fed, purſued by ſtronger might). 
Swift was the @urſe; ; no vulgar prize they play, 
No vulgar victim muſt reward the day 
Such as in races crown the ſpeely ſtrife). | 
The prize contended was great Hector's life. 210 
As when ſome hero's funerals are decreed, 
In 2 honour of the mighty dead; 


Where high rewards the vi gorous youth inflame 
FO pic rel Lame lvl dam); 


3 


| Exe ert thy wall: 


Or deep beneath tlic trembling thicket ſhakes; 
Sure of the vapour in the tainted dews, | 
| The certain hound his varicus maze purſues, 
Thus, Rep by ftep, wherc'er the Trojan wheePd, | 
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'The panting courſers ſwiftly turn the goal, 
Aud with them. turns the rais'd ſpeciators xoul 
1 kus three times reuvd the Trojan wall they fly; 
I he gazing Gods lean forward from the k - 
To whom, while eager on the chace they loc k, 
1 he Sire of mortals and immortals ſpeke: 220 

Unworthy fight: the man belov'd of Heaven, 
B:beld, ing l. ious round yon city driven! 
My heart partakes the generous Hector's pain; 
Hector, whoſe zeal whole hecatombs has ſlain 225 
V hoic grateſul ;umuc> the Gods receiv'd with joy, 
From lda's ſummits, and the towers of Trey: 
No fee him fivirg ! to his fears reſign'd, 
And Fate, and ficrce Achilles, cloſe "behind. 
Conſult, ye Powers I' tis worthy your debate) 
Vhether to fna:ch him from impending tate, 230 
Or let him bear, by ſtern Prelides flain 
(Good as he ir] che lot impos d on man. 

Then Pallas tlus: Shall he whoſe vengeance 


foruns 


5 


The forky bolt, and blackens Heaven with ſtorms, | 


Shall he prolong oe Trujan's forfeit breath! 235 
A man, a mortal, pre-erdain'd to death ! 
And will no murmurs ſul the courts above? 
No Gods indignant blame their partial Jove ? 
Go then (retury'd the Sire) without delay, | 
| give the Fates their way. 240 
Swift, at the mandate pleas'd, Tritonia flies, 
And ſtoops impctuous from the cleaving ſkies. 

As through the foreſt, o'er the vaic and 1— 
Tas uell-breatl.' d beagle drives the flying fawn ; 
in vain he tries the covert of the brakes, 245 


There ſwiſt Athiles chnpaſs' d round the field. 
Oft as to rea. the Duden gates he bends, 251 
d hopes tl. aſſiſlamcc of hi- pitying friends, 


From the high turrets might oppreſpthe foe). 
Lu oft Achulles turns him to the plain; 

He eycs the city. but he eyes in vain. 
As meu in flumber ſ-em wich ſpetdy pace 
Ore to purlu-, aud ene to lead che chace, 
Their ſinking limbs the fancy'd courſe foriake, 

| Nor this can fly, nor that can overtake ; 2 


255 


While that but flit, and this purſues, in vain. 
What God, O Muſe! 2thited He ctor's force, 


With Fate itſelſ fo long to hold the cour lu? 
Thaebus it was; 


who, in his lateſt hour, 265 

| Eadued his knees with ſtrengih, his ner ves with 
power: 

Aud great Achilles, leſt ſome Grecks e 

Should ſnatch the glory from his lifted lance, 


_ » 8ign'd to the troops to yield his foe the way, 


And leave untouch'd the honours of the day. 270 
Jove lifts the golden balances, that ſhow | 
The fates of mortal men, and things below: 
Here each contending hero's lot he tries, (275 
And weighs, with equal hand, their deſtinies. 
_ Low ſinks the ſcale, ſurcharg'd wich HeQor's fate; 
Heavy with death it finks, and hell receives the | 
weight. 
Then Phœhus leſt him. Fierce Minerva flies 
To ſtern Pelides, and triumpkigg crics ; 


| While like Deiphobus the martial ame 


| Let the ſteel ſparkle, and the javelin fly: 


x Vet on the verge of battle let us ſtay, 


16 

Ob, lov' def Jove! this day our labour⸗ ceaſe, 5 
And conquett blazes with full beams on Greece. 289 
Great Hector falls; that Hector fam'd fo far, 
Drunk with, renown, infatiable of war, 
Falls by thy hand, and mine ! nor force nor flizhe 
Shall more avail him, nor his God of Light. 
See, Where in vain ke ſupplicates above, 
by d at the fert of unrelenting Jove ! 
Reit here: myſelf will lead the .: rojan on, 
And urge to meet the fate he cannot ſhun, 

Her voice divine the chief with joyful mind | 
Obey d; and reſted, on his lance, reclin'd. 290 


(Her face, her geſture, and her arms, the ſame} 
In ſhow and aid, by hapleſs Hector's fide 
Approach d, and greets him thus with voice bely 4; 2 
Too long, O Hector, have I borne the ſight 293 
Of chis diſtreſs, and forrow'd in thy flight: 
It fits us now a noble ſtand to make, . 
And here, as brothers, equal fates partake. ; 
Then be: O prince! ally'd in blood and fame, 
D-arcr than all that own a brother's name ; 300 
Cf all that Hecuba to Priam bore, | 
Long try'd, long lov'd ; much lov' 6, but honour” 4 
| more ! | 
55 I: nce you, of all your numerous race, alone 
Defend my life, regardleſs of your own. [305 
Again the Goddeſs: Much my father's prayer, 
And much my mother's, preſt me to forbear : 
My friends embrac'd my krecs, adjur'd my ſtays 
But ſtronger love impell'd, and I cbey, 
Come then, the glarious conflict let us try, . 
310 
Or let us ſtretch Achilles on the field, „ 


5 or to his arm our blocdy trophies yield. | 


Fraudful the fd z then fwiily march'd before; 
The Dardan hero uns his foe no more. | 


Steruly they met. The ſilence Hector broke; 318 : F 


| His dreadful plumage nodded as he ſpoke: 


_ {Whoſe Mowee ing ars, 25 he (ours "I below, 4 


Enough, O ſon of Peleus! Troy has view'd 
Her walls thrice circled, and her chief purſucd. 
But now ſome Cod within me bids me trix 
Thine, or my fate ; l kill thee, or I die, 320 
And for a moment's ſpace ſuſpend the day; : 
Let Heaven's high powers be call'd to arbitrate 


60.4" The juſt conditions of this ſtern debate. 
No leis the Lbouriug heros pant and ſtrain; 3 


(Eternal witneſſes of all below, ET — © 
And faithful guardians of the treaſur'd vow I] 
o them l ſwear; if, victor in the ſtriſe, 
| Jove by thete hands Mall ſhed thy noble life, 
No vilr diſhonour ſhall thy corpſe puriue ; 2 | 
Stript of its arms alone (the congueror 's due) 330 
| Che reſt to Greece uninjur'd I'll r: ſtore ; 
Now plight thy mutual 'oath, [ aſk no more. 
| Talk not of oaths (the dreadful chief replics, 
While anger flaſh'd from his diſdainful eyes) 
Deteſted as thou art, and ought to be, 33s 
| Nor oath nor pact Achilles plights with thee : 


Such pacts as lambs and rapid wolves combine, 


Such leagues as men and furious lions join, 


| To ſuch I call the Gods! one conſtant ſtate | 


Of laſting rancour and eternal hate; 349 
=> _= ht bur rage and never - cen ſing rife, 


death extinguiſh rage, and thought, and Wee. 
7 forces this important hour, | 


* Call & thy foul, and call forth all thy power. 


if 


ws 3 
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No farther ſubterfuge, no farther chance 4 
"is Pallas, Pallas gives thee to my lance. 


Fach Grecian ghoſt by thce depriv d of breath 


Now hovers round, and calls thee to thy death. 350 


He (poke, and launch'd his javelin ac the ſoc; 


Put Hector ſhunn'd the meditated blow: 


He ſtoop'd, while o'er his head the flying ſpear 


Sung irvocent, and ſpent its force in air. 
Minerva watch'd it ſalling on the land, 

Then drew, and gave to great Achilles hand, 
Unſcen of Hecbor, who, elate with joy, [II 


Now ſhakes his lance, and braves the dread of 


- The life you boaſted to that javelin given, 


Prince! you have mils'd. My fate depends on 


Heaven. 


355 


roy. 


360 


To thee, preſumptuous as thou art, unknown 
Or what muſt prove my fortune, or thy own. 


| Beaſting i is but an art. our fears to blind, 
And with falle terror ſink another's mind. 
But know, whatever fate | amto try, 

By na diſhoneſt wound ſhall Hector die; 
I ſhall not fail a fugitive atleaſt; 
My foul ſhail bravely iſſue from 1 my breaſt. 


| 365 


Bur firſt try thou my arm; and may this dart 


End all my Gy ws; deep buried in 
| heart! 


thy 


370 


The weapon flew, its courſe unerring held; 


Unerring, but the heavenly ſhield repel d 
The mortal dart; reſulting with a bound 


From off the ringing orb, it ſtruck the ground. 


Hector beheld his jav-lin fall in vain, 
Nor other lance nor other hope remain; 
He call Deiphobus, demands a ſpear, 
In vain, ſor no Deiphobus was there. 


375 


Al comſortleſs he ſtands : then, with a ſigh, 


"Tis fo—Heaven wills it, and my hour is nigh ! 
I deem'd Deiphobus had heard my call, 
But he ſecure lies guarded in the wall. | 
A God deceiv'd me ; Pallas, *twas thy deed, 


380 


Path, and black Fate, approach! tis I muſt bleed, 


No reſuge now, nv ſuccour from above, 


Great Jove deſerts me, and the fon of Jove, 


385 | 


Propitious once, ad kind! then welcome Fate 


*Tistrue I periſh, yet I periſh great: 
Vet in a nughty deed I ſhall expire, 
Let future ages hear it, and admire ! 


And, all collected, on Achilles fiew. 


Fierce, at the word, his weighty ſword he 2 
_ So Jove's bold bird, high balanc'd in the air, 


from the clouds to truſs the quivering hare. 


New leſs Achilles his fierce foul prepares; 
Before his breaſt the flaming ſhicid he 
Refulgent orb ! above his fourſold cone 
The gilded horſe-hair ſparkled in the ſun, 
Nodding at every ſtep: (Vulcanian frame !) 
And, as he mov'd, his figure ſeem'd on 3 
As radiant Heſper ſhines with keener light, 
Far-beaming o'er the ſilver hoſt of night, 


395 


400 


When all the ſtarry train emblaze the ſphere: 


80 ſhone the point of great Achilles ſpear. 
In his right hand he waves the weapon round, 


405 


Eyes the whole man, and medltates the wound: 


But the rich mail Patroclus lately wore, 
Securely cas d the warrior's body o'er; 
One place at length he ſpies, to let in Fate, 
hee "ewixt the need and throat the j 
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Gave entrance: throngh that penerenle part 
Furious he drove the well-direted dart: 

Nor pierc'd the ay 2 yet, nor took the power 
Ot {peech, r from thy dying hour. | 
Prone on the ſield the bleeding warrior lies, 415 

| While thus, triumphing, ſtern Achilles cries : | 
At laſt is Hector ſtretch'd upon the plain, 
Who fear'd no vengeance for Patroclus flain ; 


| Then, prince! you ſhould have frar d, what now 
you feel; 
Achilles has. ws Achilles ſtil). | 420 


Yet a ſhort ſpace the great avenger ſtay d, 
| Then low in duſt thy ftrergth and glory laid. 
Peaceful he fleeps, with ali our rites adorn'd, 
For ever honour'd, and for ever mourn'd : | 
While, caft to all the rage of hoitile power, 425 
Thee, birds ſhall mangle, and the dogs devour. 
| Then Hector, fainting at th' approach of death: 
| By thy own ſoul ! by thoſe who gaye N 
By all the ſacred prevalence of prayer; 
Ah, leave me not for Grecian dogs to tear! 438 
i The common rites of ſepulture beſtow, N 

To ſoothe a father's and a mother's woe; 
Let their large gifts procure an urn ar leaſt, 
And Hector 's alhes in his country reſt. 

No, wretch accurſt ! relentleſs he replies, 435 


I Fhmes, as he ſpoke, ſhot fluſhing from his eyes) 


Not thoſe who gave me breath ſhould bid me {pare 
Nor all the ſacred prevalence of prayer. 
Could I myſelf the bloody banquet join! 
No—to the dogs that carcaſe I reſign. 440 
Should Troy, to bribe me, bring forth all her ſtore, 
And, giving thouſands, offer thouſands more; 
Should Dardan Priam, "and bis weeping dame, 
Drain their whole realm to buy one funeral flante; 
Their Hector en the pile they ſhould not ſec, 445 
rob the vultures of one limb of thee. 

2 thus the chief his dying accents drew : 
Thy rage, implicable ! too well I knew: 
The Furics that relentleſs breaſt have ſtecl' d, 
And curſt thee with a heart that cannot yield. 456 
Yet think, a day will come, when Fate's decree 
And angry Gods ſhall wreak this wrong on thee 3 
Phebus and Paris ſhall avenge my fate, | 
And ftretch thee here, before this Sczan gate. 

He ceas'd. The Fates ſuppreſt his — | 

__ breath, = 

And his eycs tiffen'd at the hand of death; 
To the dark realm the ſpirit wings its way | 
(The mauly body left a load of clay) 
And plaintive glides along the dreary OD 
A naked, wandering, aa. Yr hr ghoſt! 460 

Achilles, muſing, as he roll'd his eyes 


ober the dead hero, thus (unheard) replies: 


Die thou the firſt ! When Jove and Heaven ordain, 

| follow thee—He ſaid, and ſtripp'd the ſlain.” 
Then, forcing backward from the gaping wound 
The reeking javelin, caſt it on the ground, 466 
The thronging Greeks behold with wondering eyes 
His manly beauty and ſuperior ſize : | 
While ſome, ignobler, the great dead deface [470 
With wounds ungenerous, or with taunts diſgrace 
hy —_ chang'd that Hector! who like Jove of 

ate 

« Sent light'ning on our fleets, and ſcatter'd fate.” 
High o'er the flain the great Achilles — 


with heroes, and ſurroundipg bands 
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[ | And thus aloud, while all the hoſt attends : 75 How many valiant bens f in early bloom, "P ' 
| Princes and leaders! countrymen and friends! | Has that curſt hand ſent beating to the tomb 

Since now at length the powerful will of Heaven Ther, Hector! laſt : thy loſs (di vinely brave) 
The dire deſtroyer to our arm has given, Sinks my ſad foul with ſorrow to the grave. 548 

1s not Troy falln already? Haſte, ye powers! | Oh, had thy gentle ſpirit paſs'd in peace, 
See, if already their deſerted towers 480 |'T he fon expiring in the ſire s embrace, 
Are leſt unmann'd; or if they yet retain While both thy parents wept thy fatal hour, 
The ſouls of heroes, their great Hector ſlain? , | And, hendiag ver thee, mix d the tender ſhower ! 


But what is Troy, or glory what, to me? |} Some comfort that had been, ſome ſad relief, 5 50 
Or why reflects my mind on aught but thee, | To melt in full ſatiety of grief! 

Divine Patroclus! Death has ſeal d his eyes; 425 | Thus waib d the father, groveling on the groundy 
Unwept, unhonour'd, uninterr'd, he lies! And all the eyes of Illion ſtream'd around. 


Can his dear image from my ſoul depart, | Amidſt her matrons Hecuba appears 
Long as the vital ſpirit moves my heart ? - | (A mourning princeſs, and a train in tears) 559 | 
If, in the melancholy ſhades below, Ah, why has Heaven prolong'd this hated ; 
The flames of friends and lovers ceaſe to glow, 490 | Patient of horrors, to behold thy death ? 

Yet mine ſhall ſacred laſt ; mine undecay'd O Hector! late thy parents“ pride and joy, 

Burn on through death, and animate my ſhade. | | The boaſt of nations! the defence of T7051 

Mean while, ye ſons of Greece, in trumph bridg | To whom her ſafety and her fame ſhe o d; 366 


The corpſe of Hector, and your Pæans fing. Her chief, her hero, and almoſt her God! * 
iy Be this the ſong, flow moving tow "rd the : ſhore,495 O fatal change decome in one ſad day 
| Hector is dead, and Ilion is no mere.” A ſenſecleſs corpſe l inanimated clay! 
| Then his fell ſoul a thought of vengeance bred But not as yet the fatal news dad fpread 
- (Unworthy of himſelf and of the dead). To fair Andromache, of Hector dead; 3656 


The nervous ancles bor'd, his ſeet he bound [ 500 | As yet no meſſenger had told his fate, 

With thongs inſerted through the double wound; Nor ev'n-his ſtay without the Scæan gate, 

Theſe find up high behind the rolling waiy, | Far in the cloſe receſſes of the dome, 

His graceful head was trail'd along the plain. Penſive the ply'd the melancholy loom ; | 
Proud on his car th' inſulting victor ſtood, A growing work employ d her ſecret hours; . 
And bore aloft his arms, diſtilling blood. I | Confus'dly gay with intermingled flowers. 

He ſmites the ſteeds; the rapid chariot flies; 305 Her fair-hair'd handmaids heat the brazen urn, 
| The ſudden clouds of circling duſt ariſe, „ The bath preparing for her lord's return: 


Now loſt is all that formidable air; ln vain: alas! her lord returns no more! 
The face divine, and long-deſcending hair, Iounbath'd he lies, and bleeds along the ſhore us 
Purple the ground, and ſtreak the ſable ſand; 


Now from the walls the clamours reach her ear, 

Deſorm' d, diſhonour d, in his native land, 510 And all her members ſhake with ſudden fear; 

 Giv'n to the rage of an inſulting throaag! g Forth from her ivory hand the ſhuttle falls, 

| And in his parents ſight now erugg'd along ! As thus, aſtoniſh'd, to her maids ſhe calls: [586 

| The mother firſt bcheld with fad ſurvey : 1 Ah, follow me ! (ſhe cry'd) what plaintive noiſe 

' She rent her treſſes, venerably grey, 5 — my car? is ſure my mother's voice. 

Ana caſt, far off, the regal weil ang. $15 | My faltering knees their trembling frame deſert, 
With piercing g ſhrieks his bitter fate ſhe moans, A pulſe unuſual flutters at my heart; : 
While the ſad father anſwers groans with groans; | Some ſtrange diſaſter, ſome reverſe of face, 
Tears after tears his mournful cheeks o'erflow, (Ye Gods avert it!) threats the Troj: an ſtare. 53s 


And the whole city wears one facc of woe: - I Far be the omen which my thoughts ſuggeſt! 
No leſs than if the rage of hoſtile fires, 520 But much l fear my Hector's — brraſt 
} From her foundations curling to her fpires, Coufronts Achilles; chac'd along the plain, 
|... Ofer the proud citadel at length ſhould riſe, Shut from our walls! 1 fear, 1 — hin ſlain! 
And the laſt blaze ſend Illion to the ſkies. | Safe in the crowd he ever ſcorn'd to wait. 590 : 
The wretched monarch of the falling Rate, E And fought for glory in the jaws of fates 
_ Diſtracted, preſſes to the Dardan gate. $525 | Perhaps that noble heat has coſt his breath, 
Scarce the whole people ſtop his deſperate courſe, | Now quench'd for ever in the arms of death. 
While ſtrong affli tion gives the feeble force; | She ipuke; and furious, with diſtracted pace, 
Grief tears his heart, and drives him to and fro, Fears in her heart, and 2 in her face, 398 
| In all the raging impotence of woe. Flies through the doom (the maids her eps 
+: At length he roll'd in duſt, and thus begun: 530 pur ſue) | 
mploring all. and naming one by one: I And mounts the walls, and ſends around her view. 
[1 Ah! let me, let me go where ſorrow calls: | | Too ſoon her eyes the killing object found, | 
N I, only I, will iſſue from your walls > | The godlike Hector dragg'd along the ground. 
12 (Guide or companion, friends! I aſk you none}. A ſudden darkneſs ſhades her ſwimming eyes: 608 
1 And bow before the murderer of my ſon. 835 She faints, ſhe falls; her breath, her colour, flies. 
My grief perhaps his pity may engage; Her hair's fair orvaments, the braids that 
Perhaps at leaſt he may reſpe& my aye. | The net that held him, and the wreath that 
He has a father too, a man like me; The veil and diadem, flew far away — d, 
Due, not exempt from.age and miſery [540 | (The gift of Venus ou her bridal day) 605 
(Vigorous no more, as when his young embrace | Around a train of Ar Seng liters ſtands, 


„ 


Vegot this peſt of me and all my race); % | To rae her, aki 3» wich aſüſtant hands 


163 
Scarce from the verge of death recall d, again 


She faints, or but recov:rs to complain. 


O wretched hrſband of a wretched wife } 610 
Born with one fate, to one unhappy life ! 
For ſure one ſtar its baneful beam diſplay d 
On Priam's roof and Hippoplacia's ſhade. 


From different parents, different climes, we 


came, 
At different periods, yet our fates the ſame! 615 
Why was my birth to great Action ow'd, 


And why was all that tender care beſtow'd ? 


Would I had never been -O thou, the ghoſt 

Of my dead huſband! miſcrably loſt; 

Thou, to the diſmal ons for ever gone! 

And I abandon'd, deſolate, alone! 

An only child, once comfort of my pains, 

Sad product now of hapleſs love, remains! 

No more to ſmile upon his ſire, no friend | 

To help him now ! no father to defend ! 625 

For _ he ſcape the ſword, the common 
oom, 


625 


Wan enn endutergrleloto come | 


Ev'n from his own paternal roof expell d, 
Some ſtranger ploughs his patrimonial feld. 


The day, that to the ſhade the father ſends, 630 


Robs the fad orphan of his father's friends: 
He, wretched outcaſt of mankind ! appears 
For ever ſad, for ever bath'd in tears! 


Amongſt the happy, unregarded he, 


( 


The Grecians ſeek their ſhips, and clear the ſtrand, s 
All, but the martial Myrmidonian band; 
Theſe yet aſſembled great Achilles holds, 


| Releaſe your ſmoking courſers from the car; 
But; with his chariot each in order led, 


Flangs on the robe, or trembles at the knee, 635 
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— 


1 thoſe his father's former bounty ſed, 

Nor reach the goblet, nor divide the bread: 20 
The kindeſt but his preſent wants allay, 

To leave him wretched the fuccceditg day. 
Frugal compaſſion! Hredleſs, they who boaſt 640 
Both parents ſtill, nor feel what he has J-ſt, 

Shall cry,“ Be gone! thy iather featts not here,” 
The wretch obeys, retiring with a tear. 
Thus wretched, thus retiring all in tears, 
To my fad ſoul Aſtyanax appears! 
Forc'd by repeated inſults to rcturn, 

And to his widow'd motker vainly mourn. 
He, who, with tender delicacy bred, 

With princes ſported, and on dainties fed, 
And when ſtill evening gave him up to reſt, g 
Sunk in ſo't down upon the nurſe's breaſt, 


C45 


7 Maſt—ab what muſt he not ? Whom tier calls 


Aſtyanax, from her well-guarded walls, 

Is now that name no more, unhappy boy ! 
Since now no more the father guards ] his "Troy. C55 
But thou, my Hector, ly'ſt expos'd in air, 
Far from thy parents and thy covſort's care, 

| Whoſe hand in vain, directed by her love, 
The martial ſcarf and robe of triumph wove. 
Now to devouring flames be theſe a prey, 66e 
| Uſeleſs to thee, "A this accurſed day! 


| | Yet let the ſactifice at leaſt be paid, 


An honour to the living, not the dead. 
| $0 ſpake the mournſul dame: her matrons hear. 


15'S back her ſighs, and anſwer tear with tear, 767 
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THE ARGUMENT, 


| | Adilles and the Myrmilens do 1 to theboly of 3 After the fenere' [oof ; e rel rei to the Sino 


wwoere, falling aſleep, the ghoſt of bis friend appears to bim, and demandothe right of burial ; the nt morniag 


_ the ſoldiers are ſent Twith mules and wwargons to fetch wood for the pyre. 


The funeral proceſfion, ard the 


Mering their bair to the dead. Achilles ſacrifices ſeveral animals, and laſtly twelve Trajan captives, at the 


pile; then ſits fire to it. He 
mes. 


| the tumb, Achilles inſtitutes the funeral games: 


pays libations to the winds, which (at the - —_ of Iii.) rife, and raiſe he , 
When the pile bas burned all night, they gather the bones, place them in an oF of gold, and raiſe vo 
| the chariot-racc, the fiobt of the cæſtus, the w r-filing, the 
© foct-race, the fingle combat, the diſcus, the ſb.oting with arrozee, the darting the Jools « the various ch ſeripe 


tions of which, and the various ſuccrfs of the 2 antagoniſts, make the great N art of th- book 


F this bock ends the thirtieth day. The night felloaving, the 50% of Patroclus appears te Achilles : the one and 


_ thirtieth day is employed in felling the boa for the pile: the two and Wel in burning it; 5 and the three 


ns t in the games. 


Anus, humbled in the duſt, the penſtve train 
Through the fad city mourn d her hero ſlain. 


The body ſoil'd with duſt, and black with gore, 


Lies on broad Helleſpont's reſounding ſhore : 


And the ſtern purpoſe of his mind unfold« : 
Not yet, my brave companions of the war, 
10 


Perform due honours to Patroclus dead, 


The ſcene is generally on the ſear ſhore. 


Ere yet from reſt or food we ſeek relief,” 

Some rites remain, to glut our rage of grief. | 
The troops obey'd; and thrice in order led 15 

( Achilles firſt) their courſers round the dead ; 

And thrice their ſorrows and laments renew ; 


Tears bathe their arms, and tears the ſands bedew. e 


For ſuch a warrior Thetis aids their woe, ſ flow. 20 
Melts their ſtrong hearts, and bids their eyes to 
But chief, Pelides: thick-ſucceeding ſighs 

Burſt from his heart, and torrents from his eyes: 

| His llaughtering hands, yet red with blood, he laid 


| 


* nd thus be fads 


N 


| Vhen, lo! the ſhade, before his cloſing eyes, 
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All hail, Patroclus! let thy honour'd ghoſt, 25* 
Hear, and rejoice, on Pluto's dreary coaſt; 
Behold Achilles' promiſe is complete; | 
The bloody Hector ſtretch'd before thy feet. 
Lo! to the dogs his carcaſe l reſign ; 
And twelve fad victims, of the 1 rojan line, 30, 
Sacred to vengeance, t, hall expire; | 
Their lives effus'd ane” thy funeral pyre. 
Gloomy he laid, and (horrible to view) 
+ Before the bier the bleeding Hector threw, 
| Prone on the duſt. The Myrmidons around 35 
Unbrac'd their armour, aud the ſteeds unbuynd, 
All to Achilles' fable ſhip repair, 
Frequent and full, the genial feaſt ro ſhare. 


* 


| 
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The vagrant dead coed the dark abode, 

Forbid to croſs th* irremeable flood. 

Now give thy hand: for to the farther ſhore 

; When once we paſs, the ſoul returns no more: 

VM hen once the laſt funereal flames aſcend, 

No more ſhall meet Achilles and his friend ; : 

No more our thoughts to thoſe we lov'd make 
known; 

or quit the deareſt, to converſe alone. 

Me fate has ſever'd from the ſons of earth, (ro 

The fate ſore-doom'd that waited from my birth: 

Thee too it waits; before the Trojan wall 

Ev'n great and godlike thou, art doom'd to fall, 

Hear then; and as in fate and love we join, 


1% 


Now from the welEſed ſwine black ſmokes aſpire, | Ah, ſuffer that my bones may reſt with thine ! 


The briſtly victims hilling o'er the fire : 40 
The huge ox bellowing falls; with feebler cries 
Expires the goat; the ſheep in filence dies. 
2 the hero's proſtrate body flow'd, | 
promiſcuous ſtream, the reeking blood. 
2 Wa band ef Argive monarchs brings 45 
The glorious victor to the king of kings. 
From his dead friend the penſive warrior went, 
With ſteps unwilling, to the regal tent. 

T' attending heralds, as by office bound, | 
With kinded flames the tripod vale furround ; 3 50 
To clcante his conquering | hands irom hoſlile 

ore, 
They 45 45 in vain; the chief refus'd, and ſwore : 
No drop ſhall touch me, by almighty Jove! © 
The firſt and greateſt of the Gods above! 
Till on the pyre | place thee; till I rear 55 
The graſſy mound, aud clip thy ſacred hair: 
Some eaſe at leaſt thoſe pious rires may give, 
And ſoothe my forrows while 1 bear to live. 
Howe'er, reluctant as I am, I ſtay, (60 
And ſhare your feaſt; but with the dawn of day, 
(O king of men ! it claims thy royal care, 
That Greece the warrior's funeral pile _ 
And bid the foreſts fall (ſuch rites are 
Jo heroes ſlumbering in eternal ſhade). [65 
Then, when his earthly part ſuall mount in fire, 
I. et the leagued ſquadrons to their poſts retire. 
He ſpoke ; they hear him, and the word obey 2 | 
Ihe rage of hunger and the thirſt allay, i 
Ihen eaſe in ſleep the labot.rs,of the day. I 
ut great Pelides ftretch'd alung the ſhore, 70 
Where daſh'd on rocks the broken billows roar, 
Lies inly groaning; while on either hand 
1 be martial My rmidons confus'dly ſtand. 
An tae graſs his lunguid members fall, _ 
Tir'd with his chaſe around the Trojan wall; 75 
Huſh'd by the murmurs of the rolling deep, 
At length he ſinks in the folt arms of fleep. 


Of fad batroclus roſe, or ſcem'd to riſe; _ 
In the ſame robe he luving wore, he came; 80 
In ſtature, voice, and pleaſing look, the ſame. 
Ihe form familiar hover'd o'er his bead: Ry 
And fleeps Achilles (chus the phanton faid) E 
Slecps my Achilles, his Patroclus dead? 

I wing, I ſeem'd his deareſt, tendereſt care, 85 
But now forgot, | wander in the air: 

Let my pale corpſe the rites of burial know, 
And give me entrance in the realms below; 
Till then the ſpirit finds no reſting place, 


Tut here and there th' AED OS 90. 
Vor. VI. 


Together have we liv'd; together bred, 


That golden urn, thy Goddeſs- mother gave, 


Penſive he muſes with uplifted hands: 


And now the roſy-iinzer'd morn appears, | tears ; 


105 
On houſereceiv'd us, and one table fed; - 


May mix our aſhes in one common grave, 1 
And is it thou? (he anſwers) to my ſight [110 | 


Once more return'ſt thou from the realms of night 2 | 
Oh more than brother! Think each office _ 


W hate'er cn reſt a diſcontented ſhade ; 

But grant one laſt enibrace, unhappy boy! 8 | 

afford at leaſt that melancholy joy. | Sd | 
He ſaid, and with his longing arms ellag's 115 | 

In vain to graſp the viſionary ſhade ; | 

Like a thin ſmoke he ſees the ſpirit fly, 


Fund hears a feeble, lamentable cry. 


Confus'd he wakes; amazement breaks the? 
bands a 
Of golden ſleep, and, fencing from the Cands,x20 { 


is true, tis certain; man, though dead, retains | 
Part of himſelf; th' immortal mind remains: 
The form ſubſiſts without the body's aid, 
aerial ſemblance, and an empty ſhade ! 
his uight my friend, ſo late in battle loſt, 
Frood at my lide, a peuſive, plaintive ghoſt; 
| Ev'n now familiar, as in life, he came, 
Alas! how different! yet how like the ſame ! "130. 

ikus while he ſpoke, each eye grew big with | 


125 5 


She ws every mouruſul face with tears o'eripread, / . 
And glares on the pale viſage of the dead. N 
But A,camemaon, as the rites demand, 

Wich mulcs and waggons ſends a choſen band, I 35 
Lo loud the timber, and the pile to rear; 


IA charge cuulign' 40 Merion's taithiu' care. 


Wich proper inſtruments they take the road, 

Axes to cut, and roprs to fl'ng the load. Beds, 

Firſt march the heavy mulcs, fecurely flow, 140 

O'er hills, o'er dales, o er crags, o'er rocks, they go: : 

Jumping, high o'er the {rubs of the rough ground, 

Rattle the clatteriug cars, and the ſhock d axles FB 
dound. 

But when arriv d at Ida's rating woods | 

{ Fair Ia, watcr'd with deſcending fl ds) 145 

1 unds the ax, redoubling ſtr okes on ſtrokes; > 

ſides round tlie foreſt hurls her oaks 

r groan the thickets 

brown; 

L , ruſtling, crack! ing, eraſbing. hats Own. - 


| The wood the Grecians cleave, prepar'd to burn; 


And the flow mules the fame rough road return, 151 

The ſturdy woodmen equa burgers Lore 

Such charge was given mem, to the fandy ſhores 
| Y 
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There, on the ſpot which great Achilles ſhow | All hail, Patroclus! let thy vengeful ghoſt 220 
They eas'd their ſhoulders, and diſpos d the load; Hear, and cxult, on Pluto's dreary coaſt. 
Circling around the place, where times to come x56 Behold, Achilles promiſe fully paid, FE 
Shall view Patroclus' and Achilles' tomb, Twelve Trojan heroes offer d to thy ſhade;z. _ 
The hero hids his martial troops appear But heavier fates on Hector's corpſe attend, 
High on their cars, in all the pomp of war; Fav v'd from the flames for hungry dogs to rend. 225 


Each in refulgent arms his limbs attires, 160 So =_ he threatening : but the Gods — 


All mount their chariots, combatants and ſquires. 


The chariots firſt proceed, a ſhining train; His Pony and guard inviolate the flain ; 
Then clouds of foot that ſmoke along the plain; Celeſtial Venus hover d o er his head, 
Next theſe a melancholy band appear, 


Amidſt, lay dead Patroclus on the bier: 165 | She watch'd him all the night, and all the day, 230 


| e they throw ; And drove the 2 from their deſtin'd 


Achilles next, oppreſt with mi hty woe, prey- 

| Supporting with his hands the hero's head; | Norkhered Pherbus leſs employ'd his care; 
Bends o'er th' extended body of the dead. Ine pour'daround a veil lot gather ä 

Patroclus decent on th' appointed ground 170 And kept the nerves undry 'd, the fleſh entire, 


They place, and heap the ſylvan pile around. Againſt the ſolar beam and Sirian fire. 235 
But great Achilles ſtands apart in prayer, Nor yet the pile where dead Patroclus lies, 
And from his head divides the * hair; { Smokes, nor as yet the ſullen flames ariſe; 
Thoſe curling locks which from his youth he + But faſt beſide, Achilles ſtood in prayer, 
vow'd, | + luvok'd the Gods, whoſe ſpirit moves the air, 
| And facredgrew, to Sperchius' honour'd flood; 1) 5 | And victims promis'd, and bbations caſt, 


Then, ſighing, to the deep his looks he caſt, To gentle Zephyr and the Boreal blaſt: 
And roll'd his eyes around the watery waſte : 1 He call'd th” atrial Powers, along the ſkies 


| ! whoſe waves in mazy errors lolt breathe and whiſper to the fires to riſe. 
Delightful roll along my native coaſt ! he winged Iris heard the hero's call, 


To whom we vainly vow'd, at our return, 180! And inſtant haſten'd to their airy hall, 245 | 
_ 'Theſe locks to fall, and hecatombs to burn: An here, in old Zephyrs open courts on high, 
Full fifty ramsto bleed in facrifice, | Satall the bluſtering brethren of the ſky. 
Where to the day thy filver fountains riſe, She ſhone amidſt them, on her painted how; 
And where in ſhade of conſecrated bowers \ The rocky pavement glitter d with the how. 
Thuy altars ſtand, perfum'd withnativeflowers ! 185 All from the banquet riſe, and each invites 250 | 
_ Sevow'd my father, but he vow'd in vain; he various Godd:fs to partake the rites : 
No more Achilles fees his native plain: | | Not fo (che dame reply'd; I haſte to go 
In that vain hope theſe hairs no longer grow, Jo facred Ocean, and the floods below : 
oclus bears them to the ſhades below. = Ev" n now our folemn hecatombs attend, [255 
Thus o'er Patroclus while the hero 8 190 And Heaven is feaſting on the world's green cud, 
On his cold hard the ſacred lock he laid, | With righteous /Ethiops (uncorrupted train!) 
Once more afreſh che Grecian ſorrows flow ; | Far on th' extremeſt limits of the main, 
And now the ſun had ſet upon their woe, | Bur Pelcus' fon intreats, with ſacrifice, 


But to the king of men thus ſpoke the chief:  Frhe Weſtern Spirit, and the North, to riſes _ 
Enough, Atrides! give the troops relief: 195 | Let on Patroclus' pile your blaſt be drivey, 260 
Permit the mourning legions to retire, | And bear the blazing honours high to haven. 


And let the chiefs alone attend the pyre; } _ Swilt as the word ſhe vuniih'a from their view: 
The pious care be ours, the dead to 2 _ | Swilt as the word the winds rumuiruous ew; - 
He faid: the people to their ſhips return; Forth Lurtt the ſtormy band with thundering roar, 
While thoſe deputed to inter the flain 200 And heaps on heaps the clouds are tolt belore, 265 


Heap with a riſing pyramid the plain. 


Jo the wide main then ttuwwpmy from the flies, = 
A hundred foot in length, a hundred wide, 


Ihe heaviug decps in watery mouutains rife : 


The growing ſtructure ſpreads on every lide ; : } froy feels the blalt along her ſhaking walls, 
High on the top the manly corpſe they lay, ill on the pile the gatber'd tempct full. 
And well-fed ſheep and fable oxen flay: 20 5 | The ſtructure erackles m the ruuring fires, 279 


Achilles cover'd with rheir fat the dead, And ail the night the plenteous flaine W N 
Aud the pil'd victims round the body ſpread; | All night Achilles haih Patroclus' foul, | 


Then jars of honey, and of fr agrant —_ un large libations from the golden bowl. 
' Suſpends around, low-bending o'er the pile. 12 a poor father, helpleſs and undone, ; 
Four ſprightly courſers, with a deadly groun, 210 Mourns o'er the aſhes of an only fon, 275 
Pour forth their lives, and on the pyre are thrown. ] Takes a fad pleaſure the laſt bones to burn, 
Of nine large dogs, domeſtic at his board, nd pour in tears, ere yet they cloſe the urn: 
Fall two, felefed to attend theig lord, ' So ſtay'd Achilles, circling round the ſhore, 
Then laſt of all, and horrible to tell, ” | So watch'd the flames, till now they fame no 
Sad facrifice! twelve T rojan captives fell. 215 more. [280 
On theſe tue rage of fire victorious preys, 1 when, emerging through the ſhades of n:y ht, 
Ivolves aud joins them in one common blaze. The morning planet tuld th* approach of light; 


_ 5mear'd with the hivody rites, he ſtands on high, Aud fait behind, Aurora's warmer ray 
ard calls the ſpicit with a crcadful cry : 'Qc'r the broad ocean pour'd the golden day : 


*. 


And roſeate unguents, heavenly fragrance ! ſhed : 


Mean time erect the tomb with pious hands, | 
A common ſtructure on the humble ſands; 


Wide o'er the 
Next, the white bones his fad companions place, 
+ The ſacted relicks to the tent they bore; - 


The urn a veil of linen cover'd o'er. 
That done, they bid the ſepulchre aſpire, 


Of riſing earth, memorial of the dead. 


0 woman lor the firſt, in beauty's bloom, 
2 Skill 'd in the needle, and the labouring loom; 330 


Of twenty meaſures its capacious ſize. 


Big with a mule, unknowing of the yoke ; 


Nor ſuit with them the 
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Then ſunk the blaze, the pile no longer burn'd, - 
An to their caves the whiſtling winds return'd;285 
Acroſs the Thracian ſeas their courſe they bore; 
The ruffled ſeas beneath their paſſage roar. 
Then parting from the pile he ceas'd to weep, 
And ſunk to quiet in th* embrace of fleep, : 
Exhauſted with his grief: mean while the crowd 
Of thronging Grecians reund Achilles ſtood ; 291 
The tumult wak'd him: from his eyes he ſhook 
Unwilling ſlumber, and the chiefs beſpoke :; 
Ye kings and princes of th' Achaian name! 
Firſt let us quench the yet-remainiag flame 295 
With ſable wine; then (as the rites direct) 


The hero's bones with careful view ſelect: 


(Apart, and eaſy to be known, they lie 
| Amidſt the heap, and obvious to the eye: 


The reſt around the margin will be feen 300 
Promiſcuous, ſeeds and immolated men). 


Theſe, wrapt in double cawls of fat, prepare; 
And in the golden vaſe diſpoſe with care; 
There let them reſt, with decent honour laid, 


Till I ſhall follow to th' infernal ſhade. 305 


Hereaſter Greece ſome nobler work may raiſe, 
And late poſterity record our praiſe. 
The Greeks obey; where yet the embersF 
_ glow, - 35 
pile the ſable wine they throw 
And deep ſubiides the afhy heap below. 


With tears collected in the golden vaſe. <. 
315 


And caſt the deep foundations round the pyre, 
High in the midſt they heap the ſwelling bed 
320 
I be ſwarming populace the chief detains, 


5 And kads amigtt a wide extent of plains; | 
There plac'd them round; then from the ſhips 


proceeds | 


i A train of oxen, mules, and ſtately ſeeds, 


 Vaies and tripods {ſor the funeral games) 
Of rapid racers in the duſty courſe : 


And a large vaſe, where two bright handles rue, 
The ſecond victor claims a mare unbroke, 


The third, a charger yet untouch'd by flame; 335 
Four amp.e meaſures held the ſhining frame: 


Two golden talents for the fourth were plac d; 


An ample double bowl contents the laſt. 
_ Theſe in fair order rang'd upon the plain, 
The hero, riſing, thus addreſt the train: 340 
Bchold the prizes, valiant Greeks! decreed + 
To brave the rulers of the racing ſtced; _ 
Prizes which none beſide ourſelf could gain, 
Should our immortal courſers take the plain 
(A race unrivail'd, which from Occan's God 345 
Peleus receiv'd, and on his ſon beſtow d.) 
But this no time our vigour to diſplay ; 
games of this ſad day : 


. 


—_ 


Nor idly warns the hoary fire, nor hears 


| 
\ | The 


(| 


| 325 
Reſplendent brafs, and more reſplendent Eames. 
Firil ſtood the prizes to reward the force N 
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| Loſt is Patroclus now, that wont to deck 

Their flowing manes, and fleek their gloſſy neck. 
Sad, as they ſhar d in human grief, they ſtand, 
And trail thoſe graceful hotidurs on the ſand; 
Let others for the noble taſk prepare, 

Who truſt the courſer, and the flying car. 

Fir'd at his word, the rival racers riſe; 

| But far the firſt. Eumelus hopes the prize, 

Fam'd through Pieria for the fleeteſt breed, - 

And fkill'd to manage the high-bounding ſteed, 

With equal ardour bold Tydides ſwell'd, 1 
The ſteeds of Tras beneath his yoke compell'd 360 

| (Which late 2bey'd the Dardan chief's command, 


355 


| When icarce a (God redeem'd him from his hand). 


Then Menelaũs his Podargus brings, 


Whom rich Echepolus (more rich than brave) 365 
To ſcape the wars, to Agamemnon gave, 


| ( /Ethe her name) at home to end his days, 


Bale wealth preferring to cternal praiſe. 
Next him Antilochus demands the courſe, 
With beating heart, and cheers his Pylian horſe. 
Experienc'd Neſtor gives his ſon the reins, 
Directs his judgment, and his heat reſtrains; 


The prudent fon with unattending ears: | 
My ton! though youthful ardour fire thy 
breait, 5 [bleſt. 375 
Gods have lov'd thee, and with 
Neptune and Jove on thee conſerr'd the ſkill, 
| Swift round the goal to turn the flying wheel. = 
To guide thy conduct, little precept needs; 
But flow, and paſt their vigour, are my ſteeds. 
Fear not thy rivals, though for ſwiſtneſs known; 
Compare thoſe rivals judgment, and thy own: 
lt is not ſtrength, but art, obtains the pri 
And to be ſwifc is leſs than to be wiſe. 


By art the pilot, through the boiling 
And howling tempeit, ſteers the fearleſs ip; 
And 'tis the artiit wins the glorious courſe, 
Nut thoſe who truſt in charivts and in horſe. 390 
In vain; unſkcilful, to the goal they ſtrive, 
And ſhort or wide, th* ungovern'd courſer drive: 


The knowing racer to his end proceeds; 


| Fix'd on the goal, his eye fore-runs the courſe, 395 


His hand unerring ſteers the iteady horſe, ET. 


| And now contracts or now extends the rein, 
| Obſerving ili che foremoſt on the plain. 


| 


Mark then the goal, tis eaſy to be found; 


| Yon aged trunk, a cubit from the ground; 
Of ſome once ſtately oak the lait remains, 
Or hardy fir, unperiſh'd with the rains; 
Inclos'd with ſtones, conſpicuous from afar; 
And raund, a circle for the wheeling car [405 


(Some tomb, perhaps, of old, the dead to grace ; 
Or then, as now, the limit of a race); 80 
Bear cloſe to this, and warily proceed, 
A little bending to the left-hand ſteed : IR 
But urge the right, and give him all the reins: 410 
While thy ſtrict hand his fellow's head reſtrains, 
| And turns kies hore; tilt, doubling as they roll. 
The wheel's round naves appear to bruſh the goal. 
Yet (not to break the car, or lame the horſe) 


| Clear of the ſtony heap direct the courſe : 


Y 2 


FO 


—_ 
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Aud the fam'd courſer of the king of kings; ny 


[370 | 


is more by art, than force of numerous ſtrokes, 
The dextrous woodman ſhapes the ſtubborn oaks; 5 


9 


400 


ww 


- | White with ſure ikill, though with inferior ſteeds, |; 


4 


2330. 


172 POPE'S 


Leſt, through incaution failing, thou may'ſt be 415 
A joy to others, a reproach to me. 

So ſhalt thou paſs the goal, ſecure of mind, 

And leave unſkiiful fwiftneſs far behind; 
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The next, though diſtant, Menelaus ſucceeds; 
| While thus young Neſtor animates his ſteeds : 
Now, now, my generous pair, exert your force; 
Not. that we hope to match Tydides' horſe, 


Though thy fierce rival drove the matchleſs ſteed * Since great Minerva wings their rapid way, 485 


Which bore Adraſtus, of celeſtial breed; 
Or the fam'd race, through all the regions known, 
That whirT'd the car of proud Laomedon. 
Ihus (nought unſaid) the much- ad viſing ſage 
Concludes; then ſate, ſtiff with unwieldy age. 
Next bold Mer iones was ſeen to riſe, 425 
The laſt, but not leaſt ardent for the prize. 
They mount their ſeats; the lots their place diſpoſe 
(Rolb'd in his helmet, theſe Achilles throws). 
Young Neftor leads the race: Eumelus then; 
And next, the brother of the king of men: 


430 
Thy lot, Meriones, the fourth was caſt; 5 
And far the braveſt, Diomed, was lalt. 
They ſtand in order, an impatient train ; 
Pelides prints the barrier on the plain, 
And ſends before old Phenix to the place, 435 


To mark the racers, and to judge the race. 
At once the courſers from the barrier bound; 
The lifted ſcourges all at once reſound; fore; 
Their hearts, their eyes, their voice, they ſend be- 
And up the champain thunder from the ſhore : 440 
Thick, where they drive, the duſty clouds ariic, 

And the loſt courſer in the whirlwind flics; 

I. ooſe on their ſhoulders the long manes, reclin'd, 
Float in their ſpeed. and dance upon the wind: 
The ſmoking chariots, rapid as they bound, 445 

Now ſeem to touch the ſky, and now the ground. 

While, hot for fame, and conqueſt all cheir care, 
(Each o'er his flying courſer hung in air) 


Erect with ardour, poi>'d upon the rein, {plain. * 


They pant, they ſtretch, they ſhout along the 


No (the laſt compats fetch d around the goal) 451 
At the near prize each gathers ali nis ſoul, 
Each burns with double hope, with double pain, 
Tcars up the ſhore, and thun: ders toward the main, 
Iuſt flew Eumclus on Pheretian ſteeds; 


455 
Wich thoſe of Tros bold Diomed ſucceeds : G 
Cloſe on Eumelus' back they puff the wind, 
And ſeem juſt mounting on his car benindg 
Full on his neck he feels the ſultry breeze, [4 | 


And. us A o'er, their ſlret ching ſhadow "= 
Then had he loſt, or left a doubtful prize: 
But angry Phcebus to Tydides flies, 
Ttrikes from his hand the ſcourge, and render: 
His matchleſs horſes labour on the plain. 
Rage fills his eye, with ang uit a to furvey, 


oSnatch'd from his ho olorics of the day. 


ig as 
pe, the 


"Che fraud celeftial Pallas foes with pain, | 


| 


And faw the foremoſt ſterd with ſharpen'd eyes; 


Springs to het knight, and gives the ſcourge again, . 
And falls his ſteeds with vigour. At a ſtroke, 
She breaks his rival's chariot ſi en the yoke; 470 
Nor more their way the ſtartled her ſæs held; 

The car revers d came rattling on the field; 

Shot headlong from his ſeat, beſide the wheel, 
Proge on the duſt th' unhappy maſter fell; [475 


Illis batter'd face and elbows ſtrike the g1 ound; Are vonder horſe difcern'd by me alone? 


Noſe, mouth, and front, one undiſlinguiſh'd 


| wore: 
Grief ſtops his voice, a torrent drowns his eyes; | 
Before him far the glad Tydides flies; 
_ dimerva's ſpirit drives his matchleſs pace, 
Ad crowns him victor of the labour'd race. 480 


426 And gives their lord the honours of the day. 


Bur reach Atrides! ſhall his mare out-go 
Your ſwiſtneſs, vanquiſh'd by a female foe ? 
"Through your neglect, if lagging on the plain 


Ihe laſt i: noble gilt be all we gain; 


fran Already at their heels they wing their way, 


No more ſhall Neſtor's hand your food ſupply, 

The old man's fury riſes, and ye die. 

Haſte then; yon narrow road before our fight 
| Preſents th" occafion, could we uſe it right. 495 

Thus he. 

With quicker ſteps the ſounding champain beat. 
And now Aytilachus with nice ſurvey 
Obſervcs the compals of the hollow way. 
Twas where, by force of wintery torrents torn, 
Faſt by the road a precipice was worn: 


co 


490 


he courſers at their matters threat 


Here, where but one could paſs to ſhun the throng, 


| be Spartan hero's chariot ſmok'd along. 


loſe up the venturous youth reſolves to keep, 


Still edging near, and bears him tow'rd the ſteep. 


Atrides treinbling, caſts his eyes below, Fog 
And wonders at the raſhneſs of his ſoe. 

This narrow way! Take larger field {he cry'd) 
Or both muſt fall—Atrides cry'd i in vain; 

He flies more fait, and throws up all the rein. 8888 
%ar as an able arm the dilk can fend, 

When youthful rivals their full force . 

So far, Antilochus! thy chariot flew | 
Before the king: h-, cautions, hackward drew 
His horſe compell'd ; foreboding in his fears. 
The ratrling ruin of the claſhing cars, | 


| The floundering court«rs rolling on the plain, 


And conqueſt loft through frantic haſte to gain: 
But thus upbraids his rival, as he flies; 


Go, furious youth! ungencrous and unwiſe! 5209 


Go, but expect not I'll the prize teſian; 
Add perpuy to fraud, aud make it thine. | 
Then to his !tecds with all his force he cries, 


Be ſwift, be vigorous, and regain the prizel 
525 


Your rivals, deſtitute of youthful force, 
With ſainting knees ſhall labour in the courſe, 
And yield the glory yours— the ftced: obey; 


| Aud ſeem already to retrieve the diy. | 
Man time the Grecians in a ring beheld 539 
The courters bounding o'er the duſty field. 


High on a rifing ground, above the ring, 

he monarch fate : from whence with ture ſurvey 
He well obſerv' d the chief who led the way, 535 
Aud heard from far his animating cries, 


On whoſe broad front, a blaze of ſhining white, 
Like the full moon, ſtood obvious to the light. 
He faw; and, rifing, to the Greeks begun: 


Or can ze, all, another chief ſurvey, 
And other itceds, than lately led the way ? 


Lie ſure diſabled in the middte ſicld: 


| 


I ſearch to find them, but 1 ſearch in vain. 


Hcl, ſtay vour ſteeds— What madoefs thus to ride 


515 


The firit who mark d them was the Cretan king; + 


7 


Thoſe, though the ſwifteſt, by ſome God withheld, | | 
545 
For, ſince the goal they doubled, round the plain 
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perchance the reins forſook the driver's hand, 

And, turn'd too ſhort, he tumbled on the ſtrand, 

Shot from the chariot ; while his courſers ſtray 550 

With frantic fury from the deſtin'd way. 

Riſe then ſome other, and inform niy ſight 

(For theſe dim eyes, perhaps, diſcern not right) 

Yet ſure he ſeems (to judge by ſhape and air) 

The great Ætolian chief, renown'd in war. 555 
Old man! (Oileus raſhly thus replies) 

Thy tongue too haſtily confers the priae; 

Of thoſe who view the courſe, not ſharpeſt ey'd, 


Nor youngeſt, yet the readieſt to decide. 


Eumelus' ſterds high-bounding in the chace, 560 
Still, as at firſt, unrivall'd lead the race; 

1 well diſcern him as he ſhakes the rein, 

And hear his ſhouts victorious o'er the plain. 
Thus he. Idomeneus, incens'd, rejoin'd : 
 Barbarous of words! and arrogant of mind! 565 


= Contentious prince, of all the Greeks beſide 


The laſt in merit, as the firſt in pride: 
To vile reproach what auſwer can we make ? 
A goblet or a tripod let us ſtake, 


And de the king the judge. The moſt unwiſe 570 


Will learn their raſhneſs, when they pay the prize. 
He ſaid: and Ajax, by mad paſſion borne, 
Stern had reply d; fierce ſcorn enhancing ſcorn 
To fell extremes: but Thetis' godlike fon 
Aw ful amidit them roſe, and thus begun: 575 
Forbear, ye chiefs! reproachful to contend; 
Much would you blame, ſhould others thus of- 
| end : 
And lo! th'approaching ſteeds your conteſt end. 
No ſooner had he ſpoke, but, thundering near, 
Drives through a ſtream of duſt the charioteer. 580 | 
High o'er his head the circling laſh he wields; 
His bounding horſes ſcarcely touch the fields: 
His car amidſt the duſty whirlwind roll'd, 
Bright with the mingled blaze of tin and geld. 585 
| Refulgent through the cloud; no eye could find | 
The track his flying wheels had leſt behind: 
And. the fierce couriers urg'd their rapid pace 
_ Soiwilt, it ſcem'd a fl:ght, and not a race. 
_ N: victor at the goal Tydides ſtands, 590 
Quits his bright car, and ſprings upon the ſands ; 
From the hot fieedsthe ſweaty torrents ſtream ; 
"The weil-yly'd whip is hung athwart the beam: : 
With joy brave Sthenelus receives the prize, 
Thee tripodevaſe,, and dame with radiant eyes; 
Ahcte to the ſhips his train triumphant leads, 325 
TV chict himiclt unyokes the panting ſtceds. 
| RE, ouny Neſlor iollows (who by art, not e, 
O'-:-patt Atrides) ſecond i in the courſe. 
; 2 hind, Atrides urg'd the race, mor- near 
Than tv the courter in his ſwiſt career 60 
Ie following car, juſt touching with his heel 
And bruſhing with his tail the whirling wheel; 
Such end fo narrow now the ſpace between 
The rivals, late ſo diſtant on the green 
So ſoon ſwift Æthe her lott ground regain'd, 605 
One length, one moment had the race obtain'd. 4- 
XIlDν purſued, at greater diſtance ſtill, 
Man tardicr courſers, and inferior ſkill. 
Li cane Admetus! thy unhappy fon : _ 
Sv dragg d the ſteeds his batter'd chariot on: 
A * ard pitying thus begun: 
con! rhe man whoſe matchleſs art ſ 
The lons of Greece I the ableſt, yes che laſt! 


| Fortune denies, but juſtiee hids-us pay 
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(Since great Tydides bears the firſt away) "sf 
Co hig the ſecond honours of the day. | 
The Greeks conſent with loud applauding cries 3 
And then Eumelus had received the prize, 
| But youthful Neſtor, jealous of his fam; | 
Th' award oppoſes, aud aſierts his claim. 620 
Think not (he cries) I tamely will refign, 
O Pcleus' fon ! the mare ſo juſtly mine. 
What if the Gods, the ſkilful to confound, 
Have thrown the horſe and horſeman to che 
ground ? 
Perhaps he fought not Heaven by ſacrifice, G25 
And vows omitted forſcited the prize. 4 
If yet diſtinction to thy friend to ſhow, 
And pleaſe a foul defirous to beſtow} _ | 
Some giſt muſt grace Eumclus ; view thy ſtore [630 
Of beauteous handmaids, fteeds, and ſhining ore; 
An ample preſent let him thence receĩve, 
And Greece ſhall praiſe thy generous thirſt to give. | 
| But this my prize | never ſhall forego : 
This, who but touches, warriors ! is my foe. 7 i 

Thus ſpake the youth; nor did his words offend; 
Pleas'd with the well-turn'd flattery of a friend, 
Achilles ſmil'd : the gift propos'd (he cry*d) 
Antilochus! we ſhall ourſelf provide. 
With plates of braſs the corſelet cover d or 
(The fame renown'd Aſteropæus wore) 640 
Whoſe glitter ing margins rais'd with ſilver ſhine, 
(No vulgar gift) Eumelus, ſhall be thine. | 


( | He ſaid: Automedon at his command 


The corſelet brought, and gave it to his hand. | 
Diltinguiſh'd by his friend, his boſom glows 64s 
With generous joy : then Menelaiis rele 3- | 
The herald plac'd the ſceptre in his hands, | 
And ſtill'd 4 clamour of the thouting bands, 
Not without cauſe incens'd at Neſtor's fon, 
And inly grieving, thus the king begun: 650 
The praiſe of -wiſdom, in thy youth obtain'd, 
An act ſo ralh, Antilochus, has ſtain'd. 2 
Robh'd of my glory and my juſt reward, 
To you, O Grecian! be my wrong declar d: | 
go not a leader ſhall our coaduct blame, ; PR 
Or judge me envivus of a rival's fame. 1 
But thall not we vurſclves the tr h maintain? 


| What uceds appealing in a fact fo plain? 


What Greek ſhail blame me, if 1 bid thee riſe, 
And vindicate by oath th' ill-gotten prize ? 650 
Riſe if thou dar'it, beſore thy chariot ſtand, 


{ The driving ſcourge high-lifted in thy hand; 


| ad touch thy ſteeds, and ſwear, thy whole 1 
Was but to conquer, not to circumvent. [tent 


Swen by that God whoſe liquid arms ſurround 


* 


2 Nor I thy equal, or in years, or ſenſc. 


The globe, and whoſe dread earthquakes heave | 
che ground. 666 
The prudent chief with calm attention heard; 
Then mildly thus: Excuſe, if youth have err'd: 
Superior as thou art, forgive th" offence, FR | 
Thou know 'ſt the errors of unripen'd age, | 
Weak are its counſels, headlong is its rage. 
The prize quit, if thou thy wrath reſign; 
The mare, or aught thou aſk'ſt, be freely thine , 
Exe 1 become (from thy dear fricudihip torn) 6; 74 
Hateſul to thee, and to the Gods furſworn. | 


So Antilochus: and at the word 


The mare conteſted to the king tchor'd. 


174 


Joy ſwells his ſoul : as when the vernal grain 
Lifts the 
The fields their vegetable life renew, 

And laugh and glitter with the morning dew ; 
Such joy the 's ſhining face o'erfpread, 
| And lifced his gay heart, while thus he ſaid : 
* Still may our ſouls, O generous youth ! agree, 635 
Tis now Atrides turn to yield to thee. 


Raſh heat perhaps a moment might control, 
Not break, the ſettled al of thy ſoul. 
Not but (my friend) tis ſtill che wiſer way | 


To wave contention with ſuperior ſway; 690 

For ah ! how few, who ſhould like thee offend, 

Like thee have taleats to regain the friend ! 

To plcad indulgence, and thy fault atone, 

Suffice thy father's merit and thy own: 

Generous, alike, for me, the fire and fon ani 

Have greatly fuffer d, and have greatly done. 

J yield: that all may know, my foul can bend, 
Nor is my d before my friend. 

| He faid; and, pleas'd his paſſion to command, 

; Refign'd the courſes to Notman's hand, 700 

Friend of the youthful chief: himſelf content, 

The ſhining charger to his veſſel ſent. 

The golden talents Merion next obtain'd ; | 
The fifth reward, the double bowl, remain d. 

Achilles this to reverend Neſtor bears, 705 
And thus the purpoſe of his gi ift declare: 
Accept thou this, o facred fire! (he laid) 

In dear memorial of Patroclus dead; 

Dead, and for ever loſt, Patroclus * 
For ever ſnatch'd from our defiring eyes! 

Take thou this token of a grateful heart, 

Thong 


710 


h 'tis not thine to hurl the diſtant cart, 
The quoit to toſs, the ponderous mace to wield, 
Or urge the race, or wreſtle on the field. 
Thy priſtine vigour age has overthrown, 
Dut leſt the dt Brad Genes. | 
He aid, — d the goblet at his fide; 
: With joy the venerahle king reply'd : | 
| \ Vic and well, my ſon, thy words have 
ſenior honour” d, and a friend belov'd! 
Foo true it is, deſerted of my ſtrength, 
Theſe wither d arms and limbs have faild | at 
length. 
Oh! had I now that ſorce I felt of yore, 
Known through Bupraſium and the Pylian ſhore! 
Victorious then in every ſolemn game, 725 
Ordain'd to Amarynces* mighty name; 
The brave Epeians gave my glory way, 
£tolians, Pylians, all reſign the day. 
I quell'd Clytomedes in fights of - —'"W 
And backward hurl'd Anczus on the ſand, 730 
Surpaſt Iphyclas in the ſwift career, 
Phyleus and Polydorus with the ſpear. 
The ſons of Actor won the prize of horſe, 
But won by numbers, not by art or force: 
For the fam'd twins, impatient to ſurvey 
Prize after prize by Neſtor borne away, 
Sprung to their car; and with united pains 
One laſh' d the counters, while one rul'd the reins. 
Such once | was! Now to theſe taſks ſucceeds 
A er race, that emulate our deeds ; 
1 yield, alas ! (to age who muſt not yield?) 
Though once the foremoſt hero of the field. 
Go thou, my ſon ! by generous friendſhip led, - 
With martial — Sremcs the dead; 


prov'd 
720 


735 


green ear above the ſpringing plain, 680 


pO 


A ſtately mule, as yet by toils unbroke, 


Next ſtands a goblet, 


| But the firſt honours of this fight wen: | 


715 | 


| 
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er * 
(Pledge of benevolence, and kind intent); 
Rejoie'd, of all the numerous Greeks, to ſee 
Not one but honeurs ſacred and me : 
Thoſe due diſtinctions thou fo well canſt pay, 

juſt Gods return another day 


heard him, prouder of the praiſe. 
next are order d to the field, 
For the bold champions who the cæſtus wield. 


Of fix years age, unconſcious of the yoke, 
is to the Circus led, and firmly bound ; 
maſſy, large, and round. 
Achilles, riſing, thus: Let Greece excite 
Two heroes equal to this hardy fight : 

Who dare the foe with lifted arms provoke, 
And ruſh beneath the long-deſcending ſtroke, 
On whom Apollo ſhall the palm beſtow, 

And whom 
This mule his dauntleſs Jabours ſhall repay; 765 
The vanquiſh'd hear the maſſy bowl away. 

This dreadful combat great Epëus choſe; 
High o'er the crowd, enormous bulk ! he oth, | 
And ſeiz'd the beaſt, and thus to ſay :. 
Stand forth ſome man, to bear the 
(Prize of his ruin: ) for whodares deny 
This mule my right; th' undonbted victor [2 1 
Others, tis on d, in fields of battle ſhine, 


For who excels in all? Then let my foe 
Draw near, but firſt his certain fortune 


Maſn all his bones, and all his body pound: 

So let his friends be nigh, a needful train, 

ro heave the batter'd carcaſe off the plain. 780 
The giant ſpoke; and in a ſtupid gaze 

The hoſt beheld him, filent with amaze! 


| "Twas thou, Euryalus! who durſt aſpire 


To meet his might, and emulate thy fire, 


The great Meciſtheus, who in days of yore nt 5 


In Theban games the nobleſt trophy bore, 
(The games ordain'd dead Ocdipus to grace) 
And ſingly vanquiſh'd the Cadmæan race. 
Him great Tydides urges to contend, 


O fficious with the cincture yirds him round; 

And to his wriſt the gloves of death are bound. 
Amid the cirele now each champion ſtands, i 5 
And poiſes high in air his iron hands; | 


Wich claſhing gauntlets now they fiercely cloſe, 3 


Their crackling jaws re- echo to the blows, 
And painful eat from all their members flows. . 
At length Epeus dealt a weighty blow, 


| Full on the cheek of his unwary foe; | | 
Beneath that ponderous arm's reſiſtleſs ſway $00 : 


Down dropt he, nerveleſs, and extended lay. 

As a large fiſh, when winds and waters roar, 
By ſome huge billow daſh'd againſt the ſhore, 
| Lies panting : not leſs batter'd with his wound, 


ö hero pants upon the ground. 805 


To rear his fallen foe, the victor lends, 
Scornful, his hand; and gives him to his friends; 
Whofe arms ſuppo 


 Noddiug, his head hangs down his ſhoulder 


[1 


His. mouth ang — ite $17 


- LEY 


Greeks ſupreme by conqueſt know. 


wl away ! ! 770 


ms 
Secure, this hand ſhall his whole frame — N 


| the 750 
Proud of the gift, thus ſpake the full of days. 


755 


760 


tO 84944, 


” [790 
| Warm'd with the hopes of conqueſt for his friend ; 


rt him reeling through the 
| And dragging his diſabled legs — [chrong, 
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Wrapt round in miſts he lies, and loft to thought; | A well ſed ox was for the ſecond plac'd ; 


178 


His friends receive the bowl, too dearly bough And half a talent muſt content the ad. E. 
8 third bold game Achilles next demands, Achilles riſing then beſpoke the train 
And calls the wreſtlers to the level ſands; 815 Who hope the palm of ſwiftneſs to obtain, 


A maſſy tripod for the victor lies, P Mi 
Of twice fix oxen its reputed price; | plain. | 
And next, the loſer's ſpirirs to reſtore, - | The hero faid, and, We 
A female captive, valued but at four. Oilean Ajax riſes to the race; 

Scarce did the chief the vigorous tif propoſe, $20 Ulyſſes next; and he whoſe ſpeed 

When tower-like Ajax and Ulyſſes roſe. His youthful equals, Neftor's ſon, the laſt. 
Amid the ring each nervous rival ſtands, Rang' d in a line the ready racers ſtand ; 835 
Embracing rigid with implicit hands: Pclides points the barrier with his hand: 


Cloſe , ms heads and arms are | All ſtart at once; Oileus led the race; = 
3 The next, Ulyſſes, meaſuring pace —_— 
Below, Gale placed free oe Siliunce fixtz $25 Behind him diligently cloſe, he iped, EN 

' - a two ſtrong rafters which the builder forms, As cloſely following as the running thread 29S 
"2 Proof to the wintety wind and howling ſtorms, The ſpindle follows, and diſplays the charms 
3 Their tops connected, but at wider ſpace Of the fair ſpinſter's breaſt, and moving arms: 
Fixt on the centre ſtands their ſolid baſe. | Graceful in motion thus his foe he plies, 
| Now to the graſp each manly body bends; $830 | And treads each footſlep ere the duſt can riſe : - 

The humid ſweat from every pore deſcends : His glowing breath upon his ſhoulders plays; 895 

Their bones reſound with blows ; ſides, ſhoulders, | Th' admiring Greeks loud acclamations raiſe : 


thighs, To him they 42 their wiſhes, hearts, and eyes, 
| Swell to each gripe, and bloody tumors riſe. And fend their fouls before him as he flies. 
Nor could Ulyſſes, for his art renown'd, Now three times turn d iu proſpect of the 
O'erturn the ſtrength of Ajax on the ground; 835 The panting chief to Pallas lifts his ſoul : gow 
Nor could the ſtrength of Ajax overthrow Aſſiſt, O Goddeſ>! (thus in thought he przy'd) 
8 The watchful caution of his artful fſoe. And preſent at his thought deſcends the Maid. 
| | While the long ſtrife ev'n tir d the lookers on, | Buoy'd by her heavenly force, he ſeems to Tn, 
| Thus to Ulyſſes ſpoke great Telamon : | [and feels a pinion lifting every limb. 


Or let me lift thee, chief, or lift thou me; $40 | All fierce, and ready now the 4 8 


4 Prove we our force, and Jove the reſt decree. Unhappy Ajax ſtumbles on the plain ; 
q He ſaid; and, ftraining, heav'd him off the (O'erturn'd by Pallas); ; where the flippery ſhore 
wy Was clogg d with flimy dung, and mingled | al 
| With matchleſs ſtrength; that time Ulyſſes found | (The felf-fame place, beſide Patroclus pyre, 910 
1 The ſtrengtht evade, and where the ner ves combine | Where late the ſlaughter d victims fed the fire): 
1 His ankle ſtruck: the giant fell tupine ; 845 Beũuear d with filth, and blotted o'er with clay, | 
+ Þ _ Ulyſſes, following, on his boſom lies; Obſcene to fight, the rueful racer lay; 
5 Shouts of applauſe run rattling through the flcies. | The well-fed bull (the ſecond prize) he ſhar'd, 
| [ _ Ajax to liſt, Ulyſſes next eſſays, And left the urn Ulyſſes rich reward. | 
1 He barely dür d him, but he could not raiſe: rhen, r IT Inkone 
4+ His knee Jock d faſt, che foe's attempt deny d; 850 | The baſſled hero thus the Greeks addreſt: 
And grappling clole, they tumbled fide by fide. a ccurſed fate! the conqueſt I forego; 


3 


1 Defil'd with honourable duſt, they roll, A mortal eye, a Goddeſs was my foe; 
; Still breathing ſtrife, and unſubdued of foul: | She urg d her favourite on the rapid way, . 
Again they rage, again to combar riſe ; And Pallas, not Ulyſſes, won the day. 920 


+ When great Achilles thus divides the prize: 355 Thus ſourly wail'd he, ſputtering dirt — : 
1 | Your noble vigour, oh my friends, reſtrain: | A burſt of laughter echo d through the — 

Nor weary out your generous ſtrength in vain, Antilochus, more humouwus than the reſt, | 
Ve both have won: let others who excel, Takes the laſt prize, and takes it with a jeſt : 
No prove that proweſs you have prov'd ſo well. | Why with our wiſer elders ſhould we irive? gag EE 
The hero's words the willing chiefs ep, | The Gods ſtill love them, and ay _— : 


From their tir'd bodies wipe the duft away, thrive. 


And, cloth'd anew, the fol ſurvey ve ſee, to Ajax l muſt yield the prize: 
And now ſucceed the gifts ordain'd to grace «| He to Ulyſſes, ſtill more ag d and wiſe 


The youths contending in the rapid race. (A green old-age, unconſcious of decays, 'N 

A ſilver urn that full fix meaſures held, 865 That prove the hero bern in better aps!) 939 
By none in weight or workmanſhip excell'd ; [ioheld tis vigaty in thisafiive ace? | | 
Sidonian artiſts taught the frame to ſhine, Achilles only boaſts a ſwifter 

Elaborate, with artifice divine; For who can match Achilles 


Whence Tyrian ſailors did the prize tranſport, Muſt yet be more than hero, more than man. 
Aud gave to Thoas at the Lemnian port: 3870] Th' effect ſucceeds the ſpeech: Pelides cries, 933 
From him deſcended, good Eunzus heir d 5 Thy artful praiſe deferves a better 


prize. 
The glorious giſt; and, for Lycaon ſpar d. Nor Greece in vain ſhall hear thy friend extoll'd: 
To brave Patroclus gave the rich reward. Receive a talent of the pureſt gold. 
Now, the ſame hero's funeral rites to grace, The youth departs content. 'The hoſt admire 

| it lands the prize of ſwiltneſi in the race. 875! The fon of Neſtor, worthy of his fice. 985 
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Nextl theſe ; 2 buckler, ſpear, and im, ha Ertrag alle pt cid hw 
Gaſt <n the pivin, the brazen burthen rings: ſkies 5 _— 


) 
Arms, which of late divine Sarpedon wore 2 force conjoin'd heave off the weighty prize. | 
7. nd great Patroclus ih ſhort triumph bore. 3 Thoſe who in ſkilful archery contend, 1006 


Stand forth the braveſt of our hoſt! (he cries)g45 He next invites the twanging bow to bend: 


Whoever dares deſerve fo rich a prize, And twice ten axes c:ſt amidſt the round 
| Now grace the liſt belpre our army's fight, (Ten double-edg'd, and ten that ſingly wound). 
And, ſheath'd in ſteel, provoke his foe to fight. | The maſt, which late a firſt-rate galley bore, toro 
Who firſt the jointed armour ſhall explore, The hero fixes in the ſandy ſhore ; | 
And ſtain his rival's mail with iſſuing gore; 950 To the tall top a milk-white dove they tie, 

The ſword Aſteropeus poſſeſt of old The — mark at which their arrows fly. 


(A Thracian blade, diſtin with ſtuds of gold) | Whoſe weapon ſtrikes fluttering bird, ſhall 
Shall pay the ſtroke, and grace the ſiriker . bear he — 
Theſe arms in common let the chieſs divide: Theſe two- edg d axes, terrible in war: 1015 
For each brave champion, when the combat ends, | The ſingle, he, whoſe ſhaft divides the od. 8 
A ſumptuous banquet at our tent attends. 956 He faid ; experienc d Merion took the word; 

Fierce at the word, up- roſe great Tydeus' — And ſkilful Teucer : in the helm they threw 
And the huge bulk of Ajax Teiamon. Their lots inſerib d. and ſorth the latter flew. 1020 
Clad in refulgent ſſecl, on either hand, Swift from the ſtring the ſounding arrow flies, 
The areadfub chiefs amid the circle and: 960 But flies unbleſt No grateful facrifice, | 
Lowering they meet, tremendons to the Goh, No firſtling lambs, unheedful ! didſt thou vow = 

| Rach Argive boſom beats wich fierce delight. To Phœbus, patron of t ſhaſt and bor. 

Oppo d in arms not Jong they idly tavd, For this, thy well-aim'd arrow, turn'd aſide, 1025 
But thrice they clos'd, and thrice the charge re- | Err'd from the dove, yet cut the cord that ty d: 
A furious paſs the ſpear of Ajax made [new d.] A-down the main-maſt fell the parting ſtring, 
Through the broad Lield, but at the corſelet | And the free bird to heaven diſplays her wing: 


ſtay d: 966] Seas, ſhores, and ſkies, with loud applauſe — 
Not thus the foe: his javelin aim'd above ] and. Merion eager meditates the wound: 
The buckler's margin, at the neck he drove. He takes the bow, directs the ſhaft above, 10 30 | 


But Greece now trembling for her hero's life, | And, following with his eye the ſoaring dove, | 
Bade ſhare the honours, and ſurceaſe the ſtrife. 970 | lmplores the God to ipecd it through the ſkies, { 
Vet ſtill the victor's due Tydides gains, With vows of lirſtling lambs, and ene ſacrifice. [ 

With him the ſword and ſtudded belt remains. T he dove, in airy circles as ſhe whee | 
Then hu-Td the hero thundering on the ground Amid the clouds, che piercing arrow feels: 1035 
& maſs of iron {an enormous round) (9 75 | Quite through and through the point its paſſage ; 
| Whoſe weight and fize the circling Greeks admire, | found, | f 
| Rude from the furnace, and but ſhap'd by fire. | and at his feet fell bloody to the ground. 


This mighty quoit Action wont to rear, The woundes bird, ere yet ſhe breath'd ker laſt, 1 
And from hi whirling arm diſmits in air: Wich flagging wings alighted on the maſt; 3 
The giant by Achilles flain, he ſtow'd | A moment hung, and ſpread her pinions tiere, 1040 
Among his fpcils chis meniorable load. 980 Then ſudden dropt, and left her lite in air. 5 
Por this, he bids thoſe nervous artiſts vie, From the pleas d crowd new peals of chunder rilc, ol 
That nened the diſk to ſound along the ſky. And to the ſhips brave Merion bears the prize. | | 
Let him whoſe might can ur! this how, ariſe; | To cloſe the ſuneral games Achilles laſt — 1 
Who fartheſt hurls it, takes it as his ne: [A maſly ſpear amid the circle plac'd, r 1 
iI he be one, enrich'd with lärge domain. 99 An ample charger of unſullied frame, flame. 
Of downs for flocks, and arable for grain, With flowers high-wrought, not blacken'd yzet by fF 
Small ſtock of iron nec 3 that man provide; | For theſe he bids the heroes prove their arc, 


His hinds and ſwains whole years ſhall be ſupply's | Whoſe dextrous {kill directs the flying dart. | 
From hence: nor aſk the neighbouring city's aid, Here too Great Merion hopes the noble prize; io a _ 
nk - For ploughſbares, wheels, and all the rural trade. Nor here diſdain'd the king of men to rike., „ 
S8.ctern Polypœtes ſtept beſore the throng, 991 With joy Pelides ſaw the honour paid. 9 | Do 
And great Leonteus, more than mortal (ſtrong; | Roſe to the monarch, and reſpectful faid : gt 
Whole ſorce with rival forces to oppole, || Thee firſt in virtue, as in power ſupreme, 
p roſe great Ajax; un Epèus roſe. | 40 king of nations! all thy Greeks proclaim ; 1055 
hach ſtood in order: firſt Epeus threw ; 995 | In every martial game thy worth atteſt, 
Flizh o'er the wondering. crowds the whirling | And know thee both their greateſt, and their beſt. 
Leontes next a little ſpace ſurpaſt, [circle flew, | Take then the prize, but let brave Merion bcar 
And third, the ſtrength of godlike Ajax caſt. his beamy javelin in thy brother's war. 
Cer both their marks it fle w; till fiercely Aung Pleas d from the hero's lips his praiſe to hear, 
From Polypœte's arm, the diſcus's ſung :; x000 | The king to Merion gives the brazen ſpear : [Ic 
Far as a ſwain his whirling ſheephook throws, But, ſet apart for ſacred uſe, commands 
That diftaut falls among the grazing cow, The glittering _ to N hands. 
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B O O K XXIV. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Redemption of the 554 of Hader. 
De Gels deliberate about the redemption of Flector's body. Jupiter ſents Tait to A:billee, fo diſpoſe Lim for 


the reſluring it; a Tris to 1 


Priam, to encourage him to yo in Pe en, ard treat for it. 


The old ling, nun 


withjlanding : the 1 emonſtr ances of Bis queen, makes ready ſur the journey. ty which be is encour :ged by an omen 
from Fupiter, He fets forth in bis chariot, with a Tarn luaded with preſents, under the charge of [leis 
the herald. Mercur deſcends in the | ſhape off a yeurg man, an ,t, lim tn the favili n of alibi. 


Their con verſut iun on the way. 


Priam finds Achilles ot bis tale, H, bimfelf at bis fect, ad revs for it's 


body of bis fun; Achilles, moved ævith compoſſion, grants bis requeſt, detuins Dim ove niit in br tin, and tie 
next morning /ends bim bome with the bedy, The Trejunt ruu out to met Lim. The bum: ies of Au run Ae. 
Hecuba, and Heien ; with the Solemnities of the funeral. 


The time of Ræuelve davs is employed in this book, while tie bd of H Gor lies in the tent nt jet l. 


: and as 


many more are re peut ia the truce allywe.; for Pet interment. The feene is * tre Aclil. es” ectonp, un. pally \ 


in 1 8 
"ow "EM the fniſh'd games the Grecian band 
Seck their black ſhips, and clear the crowded 
| ftran«d; 
All fretch'd at eaſe the genial banquet ſhare, | 
And pleaſing flumbers quiet all their care. 
Not fo Achilles: he to grief reſign'd, 
His ſriend's dear image preſent to his mind, 
Takes his fad couch, more unobicrv'd to weep; 
Nor taſtes the gifts of all-compoling ſleep. 
Reſtleſs he roli'e around his weary bed, 
And all his foul on his Patroclus fed: = 
The form fo pleaſing, and the heart fo kind, 
That youthful vigour, and that manly _— 
What toils they har d, what martial works they 


wrou; hr, (iought; 


2 


| What ſeas they meaſur', and what fields they | 


All paſt before him in rememirance dear, 15 
Thought follows thought, and tear ſucceedsto teur 
And now ſupine, now prone, the hero lay, 
Now ſhifts his fide, impatient for the day—- 
Then ſtarting up, diſconſulate he goes | 
Wide en the lonely brach to vent his woes. 
There, as the ſolitary mourner raves, 
The ruidy morning riſes oer the waves: 
Soon as it rele, his furious ftceds he join'd ; 
The chariot flics, and Hector trails . 


20 


And thrice, Patroclus ! round thy monume nt 2 511 


Was IIector dragg'd, then hurry's to the tent. 
There fleep at leſt o'ercomes the hero's cycs; 
While foul in duſt th' unhonour'd carcaſe les, | 
But not deſerted by the pitying Skies. 
For Phoebus watch'd it with ſuperior care. 30 
Preſerv'd from gaping wounds, and ta . alr; 
And iguominious as it ſwept the ficli, | 
Spread c'er the jacred corp! his golds n ſhield. 
All Heaven was mov'd, and Lcrmes will's to g 
By ſtealth to fnatch him from th winlting foc : 35 
But Neptune this, and Palas this denies, 

And th' unrelenting Empreſs ot the Kies: 

E'er ſince that day implacable to 'l roy, 

What time young Paris, ſimple ſhepiierd boy, 
Won by deſtructive luſt (reward obſcene) 40 
Their charms rejected foc the Cyprizn Queen. 
But when the tenth celeſtial morning broke; 
To Heaven aſſembled, thus Apollo ſpoke : 

Unpitying Powers! how oft each holy fane 

Flas Hector ting'd wich blood dt vim Ain! 
Vex. VI. 


Is then the dire 


. 


a 


And, can ye ſtill is cold remains purſue? 
Silt grudge his body to the Lrojans' view? 
Deny to conſert, niehr, fon, and lire 

The la? fad honour- «f a funeral fire ? 

'«a.1 our care? 

That iroi heart, nesibly fever: : 

A hon, not a man, whe ſtaugt ter's wide 
lu ſcrength of rage, ard amyotence of pride; 


S 7+ MI 
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Who hates to miner with alavace joy, 


invades around, and breathes but to Aer. 
Shame is not of hi- oul; ; nor undcritoud, 
| The orcateſt evil au. the wreatelt good. 
Still ior one loſs he v. aye unrchgn'd. 
Repugnant to the lt of a ank“ ne . : 
10 lofe a fiend, a brother. or a torr. 60 
raven dooms ech mortal. and its Wills done: 
A vehice they zortow, then duns tis ir c 255 
| Fate gives the wound, and man is bern to rity 
But this, intatiate, the commiſſi mi ven 45 
B. Fate cxcer ds, and r- -mpts the wreth of Pravin © 
Lo! how his rage dichoneft rag s wy | 
Hedtor's deat e rthy inenüble vi Wrong.“ 
Biave though be he, yt, by no reaſon a 
He violates the Jaws of man nd God, 
If equal ho: urs by the Nr k es | 
* doom'd bot! E re, juno thus rey lies) 
Thetis ton muſt tio ditdined: on know, 
* hear, ye Goas ! the Purron uf the Bow. 
But Hector en ly hoa'ts a mortal claim, 
H-s birth deriving hom a mortal dame: 
Achillzs of your own z:heria! race 
Spiings from a Goddeis by a man's embrace 
{A goidefs by ouricil to P-leus ; given, 2 
A maa divine, and choſen friend of Heaven). 
To grace thole aer from the bright à % d 
Youriclv:s were pr. ent; where this mine 
| God | 
(Well pleaz'v to ſhare the feuſt) amid the gulre 
Stood prout to hytun, ant tune his vou ta! iyre, 
Then thu: the Fhunderer checks th imperial 
h Dane: [85 
<t i thy maths the court ol I le ven inflame; be: 


1. 


70 


| 73 


heit merits, not their honcurs, are the ſame. 
But nline, and every God's peculiar g ace, 
Hector deſerves, of all the Frojan rac : 
Still on our ſhr16es his grat tul offering s lay 
45 (The air ona ue ty Gods can pay, : 

2 


L. 


1 
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Nor ever from our ſmoking altar ceas'd 
The pure libation, and the holy feaſt. 
Howe'er by ſtealth to ſnatch the corpſe away, 
We will not: Thetis guards it night and duy. 
But huſte, and ſummap to our courts above 
The azure Queen: let her perſuaſion move 
Hir furious lon ſrom Priam to receive ps 
The profter'd ranſom, and the corple to leave. 
He added not : and tris from the {ki:s, 
Swift as a whirlwind on the meſſage flies. 
Meteorous the tace of Ocean ſweeps, 
Re fulgent gliding o'er the ſable deeps, 
Between where Samos wide his foreſt ſpreads, 
And rocky Imbrus liſts its pointed heads. 


178 


95 


* 


Down plurg'd the Maid (the parted waves re- 


ſound); | 105 
She plung d, and inſtant ſhot the dark profound. 
As, bearing death in the fallacious bait, 
From the bent angle ſinks the leaden weight; 
Sa paſs d the Goddeſs through the cloſing wave, 
Where Thetis ſorrow'd in her facred cave: 110 
"There, plac'd amidſt her mclancholy train 
(The blue-hair'd ſiſters of the ſacred main) 
Penſive the fat, revolving fates to come, 
And wept her god!ike ſon's approaching doom. 
Then thus the Goddeſs of the painted bow, 115 
Ariſe ! © The tis, from thy feats below: 
Tis Jove that calls. And why 
Calls Jove his Thetis to the hated ſkies, 
Sad object as [| am for heavenly ſigh? 
Ah, may my forrows ever ſhur: the light! 
Howe'er, be Heaven's almighty Sire obey'd— 
She ſpake, and vcil'd her head in fable ſhade, 
Which flowing long, her graceful perſon clad; 
And forth ſhe pac'd, majeſtically fad. 
Thenthroug 


(The way fair Iris led) to upper air. | 
Ihe dreps dividing, o'er the coaſt they riſe, 
And touch with momentary flight the ſkies, 


There in the lightning': bl»ze the Sire they found, 


(the dame replies) 


120 


h the world of waters they repair 125 
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His friends prepare the victim, and diſpcſc 


Repaſt unherded, while he vents his woes; ICs 


| | The Goddeſs feats her by her penſive fon, 


Lhe preſt his hand, and tender thus begun: 
| How long, unhappy ! ſhall thy forrows flow; 
Aud thy heart waile with jife-conſuming woc: 
Mindlels cf food, or love, whoſe pleaſing reign 165 
 Seothcs weary life, and ſoftens human pain? 
O ſnatch the moments yer within toy power; 
No: long to live, indulge the amorcus hour! 
Lo! Jove himſelf (for Jove's command | hear) 
Forbids to tempt the wrath of Heaven too far. 170 
No longer then (his fury if thou dread) Z 
Detain the relicks of great Hector dead; : 
Nor vent on ſeuſcleſs earth thy vengeance vain ; 

t yield to ranſom, and reſtore the flain. 
i 


To whom Achilies : Be the ranſom given, 1 


| 


» 


15 


While thus they commun' d, from th' Olympian 
bowers omen | | 
ve orders Iris to the Trojan towers: 
aſte, winged Goddeſs, to the ſacred town, 
And urge her monarch to redeem his fon: 180 
| Alone, the llian ramparts let him leave, | 
And bear what ſtern Achilles may receive: 
Alone, for ſo we will: no Trojan near; | 
Except, to piace the dead with decent care, 
Some aged herald, who, with gentle hand, 185 
May the flow mules and funeral car command. 
Nor let him death, nor let him danyer dread, 
Safe through the foe by our protection led: 
| Him Hermes to Achilles ſhall convey, | 
Guard of his life, and partner of his way. 
Fierce as he is, &chilles' felf ſhall fpare 
His age, nor touch one venerable hair, 
Some thought there muſt be in a ſoul fo brave, 
Some ſenſe of duty, ſome defire to fave. | 
Then down her bow the winged Iris drives, 195 
And ſwift at Priam's mournful court arrives; 
Where the ſad ſons beſide their fathcr's throne 


And we ſubmit, ſince ſuch the will of Heaven. 


| 190 


| 


| 


And all the Gods in ſhining ſynod round. 130 Sate bath'd in tears, and anſwer d groan with groan. 
Thetis approach d with anguiſh in her face And all amidſt them lay the hoary fire, 
(Minerva, riſing, gave the Mourner place;; I (Sad icene of woe !) his face, his wrapt attire, 20 
"Ev'n Juno ſought her ſorrows to conſole, Cenceal'd from fight ; with frantic hands he ſpread | 
And oſſer'd from her hand the neQar-bowl; A ſhower of aſhes o'er his neck and head. 5 
She taſted, and reſign'd it: then began 135 From room to room his penſive daughters roam; 


The facred Sire of Gods and mortal man: 


_  Thoucom'ſft, fair Thetis, but with grief v'crcaſt ; 


Maternal forrows; long, ah long to luſt! 
Suſſice, we know and we partake thy cares: 


But yield to Fate, and hear what Jqve declares. 140 


Nine days are paſt, ſince all the court above 
la Fleor's cauſe have mov'd the ear of Jouve; 
was voted, Hermes from his godlike for 

By ſtealth ſhould bear him, but we will'd not ſo: 
We will, thy ſon himſelf the corpſe reſtore, 145 
And to his conqueſt add this glory more. 

Thon hie thee to him, and our mandate bear; 
Tell him he tempts the wrath of Heaven too far : 
Nor let him more (our anger il he dread) 


Vent his mad vengeance on the ſacred dead: 150 


But yield to ranſom and the ſather's prayer, 

The mournful father, lris ſnall prepare, 

Wich gifts to ſue; and offer to his hands 
Whate'er his honour aſks, or heart demands. 


His word the ſilver-footed Queen attends, 155 


And from Olympus' ſnowy tops deſcends. 
Arriv'd, ſhe beard the voice of loud lament, 


And cchoing groans that ſhook the loſty tent, 


His gentle mules, and harneſs to the car; 


Whoſe ſhricks and clamours fill the vaulted dome; 
Mindful of thoſe, who, late their pride and juy, 205 
Lie pale aud breathleſs round the fields of Ire! 
Before the king Jove's meſſenger appears, —_ 
And thus, in whiſpers, greets his trembling ears: 
Fear not, oh father, no ill news | bear; [210 
From Jave I cone, Jove makes thee ſlill his cue 
For Hector's ſake theſe walls he bids thee Icave, 
Aud bear what ſtern Achilles may receive: 
Alone, for ſo he wills: no Trojan near, 
| Except, to place the dead with decent care, 
Some aged herald, who, with gentle hand, 215 
| May the flow mules and funeral car command. 
Nor ſhalt thou, death, nor ſnalt thou danger, Gread, 
Safe through the foe by his protection led: 
Thee Hermes to Pelides ſhall convey, 
Guard of thy life, and partner of thy way. 220 
Fierce as he is, Achilles' ſeif ſhall ſpare 
Thy age, nor touch one venerable hair; 
Some thought there muſt be, in a ſoul ſo braye, 
Some ſenſe of duty, ſome deſire to fave. , 
She ſpoke, and vaniſh'd. Priam bids pron 
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Il ſaw deſcend the meſſenger of Jove, 225 


Through Phryzma once, 


7 Seill, ti, 


5 Born to his own and to his parents woe ! 


Ad fell a hero in his country's right. 


law, I hoard her, and the wore th Rall ſt and 
Igo, ye Gods! obedient to your call. "6 


There, for the gifts. a poliſh" caſket lay; , 

His pious fons the king's . nmand ob _ 

Then paſs'd the monarch to his dridal-roum, 

Where cedar-beams the loſey roof; perſume, 230 

And where the treaſures of his em pire lay 3 : 

4 The il cali*d G nis queen, andi thus he Ann to ſay: 8 
Unhappy confort of a king diſtreſt! 

Partake the troubles at thy buſbanc's breaſt; 


Who bids me try Achille mind to ma ve; 
Forſ:ke there ramparts, and with gifts obtain 
The corpſe of AeQor, at yon navy Jain. 
Teil me thy thoughe: my heart impels to go [240 þ 
Through hoſtile cam:p*, and bears me to the foe 

The Eoary monarch t}.vs. Hier piercing eri 
dad Hocuba zene vs, aud then plies: 

Ab! whither wauders thy diſtemper'd mind? 


Aud where the prudence now, that aw'd man- 


kind : (known ; 5 


and ſoreig regions 
Now all confus'd, ditraQed, overthrown ? 246 
Singly to paſs throw. Lofts of fues ! to face 

(Ou heart of ſteel ! the murderer of thy racs ! 
Fa view that deathſul eye, and wander oer 


| Thofe hands, yer red with Hector's noble gore! 


Alus! my Lord! he knows not how to ſpare, 251 
Aud what his mercy, thy flaia ſons declare 
80 brave! fo many fallen! Lo calm his rage, 
Vain were tay dignity, and vain thy age. 
No—nvent in this fad palace, let us give 255 
Yo grief the wretched days we have :o live. 

N for Hector let our ſorrows flow, 


D:om'd, from che hour his Jucklels life begun, 
s „gs, ty vultures, and io Peleus fon! 260 


Ol. un. his Acareſt blood mts hi I allay 
My rage, and theſe barbaritics repay ! | 
For ah! 7 9 Hector merit thus, whoſe break 
Expir'd not meauly in unn ive death? 


He pour'd his lateſt blond in manly fight, 265 


Seck not to ſtay me nor my foul affright 
With words of omen, like a bird of right 
(Reply'd, unmov'd. the venerable mag). - 1270 
'Tis H:uyon commands me, aud Jou urge in Ait. 
Had any mortal voice tlhi' injun- tion Laid, 


Nor augur, prieſt, or feer, had bun vbey'd, 


A preſent Geldeſs brought the Diggh . 


ag 


if in yon camp your powers have doom'd my 


2 - 


| One cold embrace at Jail may be allew'd, 
And my laſt tears luw mingled with his blood 


(The pledge of t 


ound him furious drives Lis menial train: 


all, 


Content-=By the fame hard let me expire! 


Add to the flaughter'd fn the wretched fire ! 


[280 


From ſorth his open'd ſtores, this ſaid, he drew 
Twelve coltly carpets of refulgent hue, 
As many vets, as many mantles told, 
And twelve fair veil» and garments ſtiff with gold. 
Two tripods next, and twice two chargers, ſhine, 


With ten pure talents from the richeſt mine: 286 


And laſt a large well-labour'd bowl had place, 

s once with friendly Thrace). 

deem d all too mean the ſtores he could employ, 

For one laſt look to buy him back to Troy: 290 
Lo! the ſad father, frantic with his pain, 


py 


— 
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In vain each ſve with Gutcors care attends, 

F ich ofhice hurts him, and each face offends. 

| What make ye here? officious crowds! (uc cries) 
Hence | nor obtrude your angniſh on my cycs. 296 
Have ye'no grie!s at home to fix vou there; 

Am | the valy ol-j:& of deſpair! 5 

am I become my pcople's chen ſhow, 


No, you muſt fee? him too; yourſelves muſt. all; 
1 LE lame ftern God to ruin gives you all: 

dar is great Ele don lon by me alone; 
Tour fol defence, your guard: an Power, is gone; 


I fee the ruius of your Hu ty 


O feud me, Gods! ere thut fa | dy thall come, 
ö A williag gaolt to Pluto“, dreary dane! Fo 
Ne faid, and {lily drives iis friends away: 


| Ti ie ſorrowing friends his frantic rage o 8 . 319 


Next on his ſons Lis erring tury Falls, 

Poli- 85 Paris. Ap arion, lic Calls ; 

His threats Deiphobus and Diu- har, 

Hippetheba, Pammon, Elenu- the ſeer, 

And generous Autiphem: ivr yet theſe nine 315 

Surviv'd, fad relicks of his numerous line: 
lacJorious lens, o an unhappy ſire! 

* hy did not all in HRector's cauſe expire ? 

Wretch that lan wy heuveſt off-pring lain, 

You, the diſgrace of Ur 


Wich Troilus, dreadiul on his ruſhing car, 
Aud laſt great H- or, more than man divine, 
For ſure he ſeem's not of terreſtrial line! 


all thoſe retenricfs Mars untimely flew, 325 


Aud lef: me thete, a fo't and forvile crew, 
Whoſe days tlie ſe alt and wanton dance employ, 


| Giuttors and Hatierers, the contempt of Troy! 1 


Why teach ye not my rapid wheel, ta run, | 
Aud ſpced my jouricy to redeem my lon? 330 

The ſons th. ir father's wretched age revere, 
Forgive his anger, and produce the car, 


High on the ſeat the cabinet they bind: 


| | The new-mage cor with ſolid be -auty ſhin'd; PI 
Box was the youe, embols'd with coltly pains, 335 


And kung with ringlets to reccive the reins; 'Þ 
Niue cubits long, the traces ſwept the ground; 

Theſe to the ciurior's poliſh'd pole they hound, 
Then fixt a ring the runving reiusto guide, 


And cloſe bencath the garher'd ents were ry'd. 340 
| Next witk tac g ft (the price of Hector fla:n) 


The fad attendauts load the groaning wain ; 


bring 
(The gift of Ny ſta to the Trojan kine). 


But the fair horſes, long his darling care, 345 


Himſelf receiv'd, and harneſs) d to his car 

Griev'd as he was, he not this talk deny 45 

The hoary herald heip*d him, at his lade. 

While careſul theſe the gentle courſors join'd, 

Sad Hecu! Ja approach'd with aul uns mind; 350 

A golden bowl that foam'd with frægrant wine, 

(Libation Ceſtin'd to the Power d. v ine) | 

Held in her right, before the ſteeds he gande, 

And thus conſiyns it to the monarch's hands: 
Take this, and pour to Jove; that, ſaſe irom 

_ 343 
His grace reſtore thee to our roof and arms. 


I Since, victor of thy ſears, and light. n mine, rer 
| Heaven, or thy foul, inſpice this bold defizry ; 5 


Set up by Jove your ipectacle of woe? 300 


| fee your blaod the fields of Phrygia drown, 30 


| zam's beuſe remam ! 320 
Niuſtor the brave, reui· wn · d in rauks of war, 


Lait, to the yoke the well-match'd mules they 


— . 


9 Ne 


Pray to 42 God, who high on Ida's brow 


ut if tle d d bis aus ury 


Tower on the right of yo 
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Sui veys thy deſ Date realms below, 
His wit: ged meſſenger to fend from high, 
Ard lead thy way with heavenly auꝑury: 
Let the ſlroi: een the lumy race 
Tower on the r h. of yon 2tbertul tpace. 
That fign bein he, and firengthend from above, 
Boluly purine the journey mark d by Jove; 366 
venies, 
Sup preis thy im pulſe, nor r · ject advice. 
Tis > juſt (ſaid Pam, to the Sire above) 
To ruile cur hans; for who fo good as Jove ? 370 
Hs ſpeke, and bade th* attendant handmaid bring 
The purcit water of the living ſpring 
{Her ready hands the ewer and baſon held); 
Then took the golden cup his queen had fill'd ; 
On tl. e mid pavement pours the roſy wine, 375 
_ Uplifts his eyes, and calls the Power divine: 


360 


O firfl, and greateſt ! Heaven's imperial Lord! 
. On tofry [da's holy hill adot d! 


| 1 
To itern Achilles now direct my ways, 


Ant reach him mercy when a father prays. 
If fuch thy will, diſpatch from you der ſcy 
Thy ſacred bird, celeſtial augury ! | 
Let the ſtrong ſovereign of the piumy race 
n ztherial ſpace : 
So thall thy ſupplant, ſtrengthen'd from above, 
| Fearleis purſue the journey mark'd by Jove. 386 
Jove heard his prayer, and from * throne on 
Diupatch'd his bird, celeſtial augury! [high 
The ſwift-wing'd . of the feather'd game, 
And known to Gods by Percno>' lofty name. 390 
Wide as appears ſome palace-gate diſplay'd, _ 
So broad, his piniens ſtretch'd their ample ſhade, 
As looping dexter with reſounding w * | 
Th" imperial bird deſcends in airy rings. 
A dawnof 3 joy in every face appears; 
The mourning matran dries her timorons tears ; 
Swift on his car tit im patient menarch ſprung ; 
The brazen portal in his paſſage rung. 
The mules preceding draw the loaded wain, 
Charg'd with the gifts: Idzus holds the rein: 480 
The king himſelf his gentle ficeds control, 
And through furrourding friends the charict rolls 
On his ſow wheels the following people wait, 
Mourn at each ftep, and give him up to Fate; 
With hanc's uplifted, eye him as he pat. 
And gaz'd upon him as they gaz'd their laſt. 
Now forward fares the father on his way, 
Through the lone fields, and back to Illion they. 


405 


Great Jove beheld him as he croſt the plain, 


And felt the woes of miſerable man. 410 
Then thus to Hermes: I hou whoſe cenſtant cares 
Still ſuccour mortals, and attend their prayers; 
- Behold an object to thy charge coniign'd ; 
If ever pity touch'd thee for mankir:d, 
Go, guard the fire; th' obſerving foc prevent, 475 
And fafe conduct him to Achilles' tent. 

The God obeys, his golden pinions binds, 
And mounts incumbent ou the wings of v -inds, 
That high, throvgh fields of air, his flight ſuſtain. 
O'er the wide earth, and o'er the bouncleſs main: 
Then graſps the wand that cauſes ſleep to fly, 421 
Or in ſoft flumbers ſeals the wakeful eye; 
Thus arm'd, ſwift Hermes ſtcers his airy way, 
And ſtoops on Helleſpont's reſounding ſea. 


A beauteous youth, majeſtic and divine, 425 


Nc ſecm'd; lair offspring of ſome princely line! 


- 


< 


For, much ! fear, 


380 


39518 


one ſhip convey'd us ſrom our native place; 


HOMER. 


Na twilight veil'd the glaring face of day, 


And clad the duſky fi ds in ſover gray; 
What time the herald and the hoary king 
Ti-ir chariots ſtopping at the ſilver ſpring, 430 
nat circling Tlus' ancient marble flows) | 


| Allow'd their mules and Reeds a ſhort repoſe. 


| Phrou2h the dim ſhade the herald firit eſpies 
* man's approach, and thus to Priam cries : 
| mark ſome foc's advance: O king! beware; 
Chis hard adventure claims thy . — care: 
cUruction hovers 8 = 
Qur ſtate aſks counte. is it beſt to fly . 
Or, old and helpleſs, at his feet to fall. 1440 
i Two wretched ſuppliants) and for mercy call? 
Th” afflicted monarch ſhiver*'d with deſpair ; 
Pale grew his face, and upright ſtoog} his hair; 
Junk was his heart; higtolour went and came; 
A ſudden trembling ſaooKkthis aged frame: 445 
When Hermes, greeting, touch d his 1 hand, 
And gently thus accoſts with kind dem | 
Say whither, father! when each mortal icht | 
ls teald in fleep, thou wander'ſt through the 
night? 
Why _—_ thy mules and ſteeds the plains along, 
Turough Grecian fucs, fo numerous and fo ſtrong ? 
What could'ft thou hope, ſhould theſe thy trea- 
ſures view; 451 
Theſe, who with endleſs hate thy race e purſue } x 
For what deſence, alas! could'ſt thou provide 
Thyſelf not young. a weak old man thy guide: '? 8 
Yet ſuffer not thy foul to fink with dread: 455 
From me no harm ſhall touch thy reverend head; 
| From Greece I'll guard thee too; for in thoſe lines | 
The living image of my father ſhines. Ne 
= words, that ſpeak: benevolence of mind, 
ze, my fon! (the godlike fire rejoin'd) 460 | 
reat are my hazards; but the Gods ſurvey | 
My eps, ard ſend thee, guardian of my way. 
Hail, and be bleſt! for ſcarce of mortal kind 
| Apvcar thy form, thy feature, and thy mind. 
Nor true arc all thy worc s, nor erring wide 465 
Leap ſacred meſſenger of Heaven reply'd} ; 
But ſay, couvey'ſt thou tkrovgh the lonely piains 
What yet moſt precious of thy ſtore remains, 
T. lodge in ſafety wich ſome friendly hand: 


434 


| 


tain; 
Thy ma: chlefs fon, ber guard and glory, ſlain? 1 
The king, alarm'd: Say what, and whence 
thou art, e 
Who ſearch the ſorrows of a parent's heart, 
And know fo well how godlike Hector dy'd? 475 
Thus Priam ſpoke; and Hermes thus reply d-: 
Youu tempt me, facher, and with pity touch: 
On this fad ſubje& jou enquire too much. 
Ott have theſe eyes that god!i ike Hector view'd 
In glorious fight, with Grecian blood embrued: 
| faw him when, liz Jove, his flames he toſt 481 
On thouſand {ips, and wither'd half an hoſt ; 
I ſaw, but hely'd not: ſtern Achilles' ire 
Forbade aſſiſtance, and enjoy d the fire. 
Fer him I ſerve, of Myrmidonian race; 485 
Polyctor is my fire, an honour'd name, 
Old like thyſelf, and not unknown to fame ' 
Ol ſeven his ſons, by whom the lot was caſt 


To ſerve our prince, it fell on me, the laſt. 4% 


Fg 


7 


Pre par d verchance, to leave thy native land! 470 5 4 | 
Or fy'it thou now What hopes can Troy r- 
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*** 
For with the morn the Greeks attack your walls: 
Sleepleſs they fit, impatient to engage, 
And ſcarce their rulers check their martial rage. 


lf then thou art of ſtern Pelides train 495 | But great Achilles ſingly clos Ache gate. 500 
{The mournful monarch thus rejoin'd again) This Hermes {ſuch the power of Gods] ſet wide; 
Ak, tell me truly, where, oh ! where are laid Then ſwift alighted the celeſtial guide, 
My ſon's dear relicks? what befalls him dead? And thus reveal'd—Hear, prince! and under- 
Have dogs diſmember'd (on the naked plains} | ftand 
99 Or yet unmangled reſt his cold remains? 580 Thou ow'ſt thy guidance to no mortal hand: 
7 O favour'd of the Skies! thus anſwer'd then Hermes I am, deſcended from above, 565 
The Power that mediates between Gods and men) | The King of arts, the Nleſſenger of Jove. 
Nor dogs nor vultures have thy Hector rent, Farewell: to ſhun Achilles“ fight I fly; 1 
But whole he lies, neglected in the tent; Uncommon are ſuch favours of the Sky, e 
This the twelfth evening ſince he reſted there, 505 | Nor ſtand conſe? to frail mortality. | 
Untouch'd by worms, untainted by the air. | Now fearleſs enter, and prefer thy prayers; 570 1 
Still as Aurora's ruddy beam is ſpread, Adjure him by his father's ſilver hairs, | 
| Round his friend's comb Achilles drags the dead His ſon, his mather! urge him to beſtow 
* Yer undisfigur'd, or in limb or face, Whatever pity that ſtern heart can know. | 
| All freſh he "ny with every living grace, 510] Thus having faid, he vaniſh'd from his eyes, 
Majeſtical in death! No ſtains are ſound And in a moment ſhot into the ſkies: . 
O'er all the corpſe, and clos'd is every wound; | The king, conſirm'd from Heaven, alighted ere 
Though many a wound they gave. Some heavenly And left his aged herald on the car. 


3 care, A With ſolemn pace through various rooms he went, 
Some hand divine. eeeferves | him ever fair: And found Achilles in his inner tent: 


Or all the hoſt of heaven, to whom he led 5x5 There ſate the hero; Alcimus the brave, 580 
| | A life fo grateſul, ſtill regard him dead. | And great Autemeden, attendance gave: 


181 
Ly was the door, whoſe well-compaded ſtrength 
A lolid pine-tr: > barr'd, of wondrous length ; 


Scarce three ſtrong Greeks could lift its mighty 
__ weight, 


— 


Thus ſpoke to Priam the celeſtial guide! ITheſe ſerv'd his perſon at the royal feaſt: 
And joyful thus the royal fire reply'd: Around, at awful diſtance, ſtood the rett. 


Bleſt is the man ho pays the Gods above Unſcen by thefe, the king his entry made; 
The conſtant tribute of reſpect and love; 3 And, proſtrate now before Achilles laid, 58 | 

| Thoſe who inhabit the Olympian bower . Sudden (2 venerable ſight) appears; 1 
| My ſon forgot not, in exalted power; | Embrac” d his knees, aud bath'd his hands in tears; | 

| And Heaven, that every virtue bears in mind, 


Thoſe direful hands his kiffes preſs'd, embroved 
* Ev'n to the aſhes of the juſt, is kind. | Evn with the beſt, the deareſt cf his blood! 
3 But thou. oh generous youth! this goblet take, 525 As when a wretch (who, conſcious of his crime, | 
A pledge of gratitude, for Hector's ſake; I purſued for murder, flies his native elime) g9r 
And, while the favouring Gods our ſteps ſurvey, | Juſt gains ſome frontier, breathleſs, pale, amaz'd! 
Safe to Pelides' teut conduct my way. . All gaze, all wonder: thus Achilles gaz'd: 
| | | To whom the latent God: G Kiag, forbear | Thus ſtood th' attendants ſtupid wich £ ſurpriſe: | 
Tuo tempt my youth, for apt is youth t ta err: $30 All mute, yet ſeem'd to queſtion with their eyes: 
| nut can I, abſent from my-prince's ſight, {Each look'd on other, none the ſilence broke, ( 596 
$ | Take wiſts i in ſecret, that muſt ſhun the light? I Till thus at laſt the kingly ſuppliant ſpeke: 


What from our maſter's intereſt thus we draw, Ah thiak, thou favour'd ef the Powers divine! 
Is but a licens'd theft that leapes the law. 


| ; | Think of thy father's age, and pity mine! E 

3 Reſpecting him. my ſoul abjures th offence; 535 la me, that father's re verend i image trace, Gon. 

3 And, as the crime, I dread the conſequence. | Thoſe filver hairs, that venerable face ; 5 
IT bee, far as Argos, pleas'd I could covey; His trembling limbs, his helpleſs perſon, ſee! 


Guard of thy life, and partner of thy way: in ail my equal, but in miſery! 


2 n thee attend, thy ſafety to maintain, I | Yer now, perhaps, ſome turn of human fate | 
. O' er pathleſs lor oſts, or the roaring main. 540 Expels him helpleſs [rom his peace ful ſtate; 6 0 
. le ſaid, then took the chariot at the bound, Think, from ſame powerful foc thou fer'ft bim 28 | 
3 And ſnatch'd the reins, and whirl'd the laſharound!] And deg protection with a ſceble cry. 


5 Beſore th inſpir ing God, that urg'd them on, et ſtill one comfort in his ſoul may riſe; 

Es The courſers ſiy, with ſpirit not their own. {<45 | He hears his fon ſtill lives to glad his eyes; : 

= And now they rrach'd the naval walls, and found | And, hearing, till may hope a better dax 60 
| | The guards repaſting. white the bowls go round: | May ſeu him thee, to chaſe that foe away. 

|: On theſe the virtue of his wand he tries, Nn comfort to my grieſs, no hopes, remain : 

81 | And pours deep ſlumber on their watchful eyes: | Che beft, the bravet, of my ſons are flair! 

; | Then heav'd the maſſy gates, remov'd the bars, I Vet what à race! ere Greece to Illion came, 
And o'er the trenches led the rolling cars. EL The pledge of many a lov'd and loving dame! 678 
| Vnieen, through all the hoſtile camp they wer Nineteen one mother bore— Decal, all are deal: 
86 And now approach'd Pelides' loſty tent. How oſt, alas! has wretched Priam bled! ?- 
12 Of fir the roof was rais'd, and covet'd o'er Still one was left, their loſs to recompenſe: 
| 1 With reeds collect d from the marſhy ſhore; His father's hope, his country's laſt deſence. 

And, func'd with palifades, a hall of ſtate, 555 j Him too thy rage has ſlain! beneath thy ſkeel,629 
| (The work of ſoldiers) where the hero fats, | Vubappy, in his country's czule he fell! 
"HE © Sa 
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f For him, through hoſtile camps i hend my way. 

For him, thus proſtrate at thy feet l lay; = 

Large giſts proportion'd to thy wrath | bear; 

O hear the wretched, and the Gods revere ! 
Think of thy fat her, and this face behold ! 

See him in me, as helpleſs and as old! 

Though not fo wretched ; there he yields to me, 

The firſt of men in fovercign miſery ! 

Ius ſorc'd to kneel, thus groveiing to 1— 630 

The ſcourge and ruin of my realm and race 

Suppliant my childrens? murderer to plans, 

Aud kiſs thoſe hands yet rezking with their gere 
Theſe words ſoſt pity in the chief inſpire, 

Touch'd with the dear remembrance of his fire, 635 

Then with his hand as proſtrate {till he lar) 

The old man's cheek he gently turn'd away. 

Now each by turns indulg'd the guſh of woe; 

And now the mingled tides together flow : 

This low on earth, that gently hending o'er, 640 

A father one, and one a fon, deplore : 

But great Achilles different paſſions rend. 

And now hi- fire he mourns, and now his ſriend. 


625 


One univerſal ſolemn ſhower began; 645 


| What muſt be, mutt be. 


HOMER, 


What fees the ſun, bue haplefs heroes? fills ? 
| War and the blood of men {urround thy walls! 


Bear thy Jot, nor ſhed 
Theſe unavailing ſorrows o'er the dead; 


thou cant: not call him from the Styxian ſhore, 


But thou, alas! may'ſt live, to ſuffer more! 695 


| Here let me grow to earth ! ſince HeRer lies 

On the bare beach depriv'd of obſequies. 

Oh, give me HeQor! to my eyes reſtore 

His corpſo. and take the gifts: Taſk no more. 700 
| Vhon, as thou may' i, theſe houndichs ſtores enjoy; 


To wh: m the king: Oh, favour'd of the Skies! 5 


So ſhall thy pity and forbcarance give 

A weak old man to ſee the light and live! 
Move me no more! { Achilles thus replies, 705 
While kindliag anger ſparkled in his eyes); 

Nor feek by tears my ſteady foul to bend; 

To yield thee Hector. I myſelf intend ; 

For know, fram Jove my Goddeſs-mother came 


[Tr roy; 


Nor com'{t thou but by Heaven: nor com ſt alonc, 


, It infectious ſoftneſs through the heroes ran; a | Some God impels with courage not thy own : 


They bore as heroes, but they felt as man, 
Satiate at lengrh with unavailing wor 5, 

From the high throne divine Achilles ro: 

The reverend monarch by the hand he Rd; 


Nor could the boldeſt of dur youth have dar d 
| T0 paſs our out- works, er elude the guard. 71 Ly 
| Ceaſe ; lei, neglectful of high Jove' 8 —— 


. | I ſhow ther, king ! thou tread | on hoſtile land ; 


On his white beard and form majeſtic gaz'd, 650; Releaſe my knees, thy ſuppliant arts give oer, 


Not unrelenting: then ſcrene began 

With words to — the miſerable man: 
Alas! what weight of anguiſh haſt thou : known, ' 
Unhappy prince! thus guardleſs and alone | 
To paſs through foes, and thus undaunted ſace 655 
The man whoſc fury has deitroy'd thy race ! 
Heaven ſure has arm'd thee with a heart of lleel, 
A ſtrength proportion'd to the woes you feel. 
Riſe then: let reaſon mitigate our care: 

To mourn, avails not; man is born to bear. £60 


They, only they, are bleſt, and only free. 

T wo urns by Jove's high throne have ever ſtood, 
The ſource of evil one, and one of 

From thence the cup of mortal man he fills, 665 
Blefling;s to theſe, to thoſe diſtributes ills; 


Buch is, alas! the Gods ſevere decree; —- | They leave, to cover and inwrap the dead. 


And ſhake the purpoſe of my ſoul no more. [720 b 
The fire obey'd him, trembliug . 0 er- aw - Wy 


Achilles, like a lion, ruſh'd abroad; 


| Automedon and Alcimus attend | 
(Whom moſt he honours fince he loſt his friend); ; 


Theſe to unyoke the mules and horſes went, 
| And led the hoary herald to the tent; 725 


(Great HeQor's ranſom) from the poliſh'd car. 
Two ſplendid mantles, and 2 carpet ſpread, 


Then cali the handmaids, with aſſiſtant toil 737 
To waſh the body and annint with oil, e 
Apart from Priam ; leſt th* unhappy fi ire, 
Provok d to paſſiou, once more rouſe to ire 


The ſlern Pelides; and nor facred age, 


To moſt, he mingles both: the wretch decreed | Nor fove's command, ſhould check the riſing rage. 


To taſte the bad, unmix'd, iscurſt indeed; 
Purſued by wrongs, by meagre faniine driven, 
He wanders, outcaſt both of earth and heaven. 670 
The happicſt, taſte not happineſs fincere; 

But find the cordial draught is daſh'd with care. 


| Who more than Fels ſhone in wealth and 


power! 
What ſtars concurring bleſl | his natal hour! 
"'Artalm, a Goddeſs to his wiſhes given; 675 
Brac aby the Gods with all the gifts of Heaven. 
One evil, yet, o'ertakes his laceff © 4 
No race ſucceedirg to imperial ſway: 
An only ſon; and "he (alas!) ordain'd 
To fall untimely i in a foreign land. 
See him, in Troy, the pious care decline 
Of his weak age, to live the curſe of thine! 
Thou too, old man, haſt happier days beheld; 
In riches once, in children once excell'd ; 
Extended Phrygia own'd thy ample reign, w! 


680 


Aud all fair Leibos' bliſsſul ſeats contain, 
And all wide Helleſpont's unmeaſur'd main. 
of, ſince the God liis hand has pleas'd to turn, 


| This done, the garments o'er the corple the 1 
(ſpreads 


Achilles liſts i: to the funeral bed: 
Then, while the body on the car they laid, 


O friend! forgive me, that I thus fulfil 


1 (Reſtor ing Heclor) Heaven's unqueſtion'd * 


The giits the father gave, be ever thine, 


| ' He laid. and, entering, took his feat of ſtate, 
Where full hefore him reverend Priam ſate: 
To whom, compos'd, the godlike chief begun— 
Lo! to thy prayer reſtor'd, thy breathleſs ſon; 
Extended on the funeral couch he lies; - 7595 
Ard, ſoon as morning paints the eaſtern ſkies, 
«he figat i is granted to thy longing eyes. 

But now the peaceful hours of ſacred night 
Demand refection, and to reſt invite: 

Nor thou, O father ! thus conſum'd with woe, 755 
The common cares that nouriſh life forego. 
Not thus did Niobe, of form divine, 


Aud fil thy meaſure ſrom his bitter urn, 


* ye 


A parent once, whoſe © wrrows equaii'd thine : 


— 


690 


Saſe may' ſt thou fail, and turn thy wrath from 


(Old Ocean's daughter, ſilver- ſooted dame); 710 | 


| No human hand the weighty gates unharr'd, q 


Next heap'd on high the numerous preſents bear 


* 


[735 | 


He ygroans, and calls on lov'd Patroclus' ſhade : 
| If, in that gloom which never light muſt know, 
The deeds of mortals touch the ghoſts below: 748 rs 


'To grace thy manes, and adorn yy ſhrine. 7 hy 


Theſc by A polo” s ſilver bow were lain, 


Who match'd ler on with bright Lutone's 


Nine days. negicched, lay expos'd the dead; 
None by to weep them. to inhome them none The tweifth we war, if 


i* war be doom'd by 


The rock for ever laſts, the tears for ever flow. 


Nor ſhall he lie unwept and uninterr d; 


With ill prepare them, and in parts divide: 
Each on the coals the ſeparate morſels lays, 7 730. 
And, haſty, ſnatches from the riſing blaze. 
With bread the glittering caniſters they load, 


— 


The chief himſelf to each his portion plac d, 


N., lels the royal gueſt the hero eyes, 
His godlike aſpect and majeſtic ſiae; 


Here youthful grace and noble fire engage : : 800 ; Sprung throsgh the gate of light, and gave ws 
And there, the mild benevolence of age. 


Thus gazing long, the ſilence neither brok Ine 1 


gf My carctul tempies in the dew of ſleep : 
Fot, ſince the day that number'd with the . 
My hapleſs fon, the duſt has been my bed; 


With purple lat, and ſhaggy carpets end; 


To aik our countel, or bur orders take) 


But ſay with ſyced, if aught of thy dire. 
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Six youthſul ſons, as many blooming maids, | 
In one ſad day beheid the Stygian ſhades; 760 
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To inter thy II. Kor? For, fo long we {tay 
Our fuve chwwwing arm, and bid the haſts obey. 

if tnen thy will permit {the monarch ſaid) 
To frnzth all due houours to the dead, 
his, of thy grace accord : to ther are known 330 
The tears of Hion clos'd within her tow n; 
And at what diſtance from our walls atpire 
Ihe hills of lie, and ſoreſts for the fire. | 
_ days to vent our ſorrcws | requeſt, 

e tenth ſhull fee the funeral and the feaſt; 835 

| 12 ne next, ta raiſe his nionument be given; 


Thoſe Cynthia” s arrows ſtretch'd * the plain: 
So was her pride chattis'd by wrath divine. 


oo; C70 
Put two the CoddeH, twelve the queen eniay's: 
Thoſe boaſted twelve t avenging two deitrav'd, 
Sreep'd in their blood, and in the duft outtpreas, | 


(For Jove had turn'd the nation all to fonce): 770 | 
The Gods themlelves at length, rc lenting, gage 
Th! unhappy race the honnurs of a gra ave. 

Herſelf a rock (for fuck was Heav'n's high willy 
Throvgh deferts wild now pours a weeping till; 
Where round the bed, whence \cheloits ſprings, 
The watery Fairies dance in mazy rings, 7 76 
There high on Sipylus's ſhaggy brow, - 

She ſtands, her own fad monument of woe; 


IIeaven! " 


Tis thy requeſt (reply'd the lief! enjoy; 
Till then, cur arms ſulpcnd the fall of Troy. 


The old man's fears, and turn'd within the tent; 


Where fair Briſcis, bright in blooming charms, 
U Expects her hero with deſiring arms. | 


| Now Gods and men the gift of lleep — 
Induſtrious Hermes only was awake; 

The king's return revoiving in his mind, 

To pats the ramparts, and the watch to blind. 


Such griefs, O king! have other parents knewn: 
Remember theirs, and mitigate thy own. 731 
The care of Heav'n thy Hector has eppear'd, 


Jr dreams of care yet wanderiny in their * 


Soon may thy aged cliecks in tears be teun'd, 
And all the eyes > of Hion ſtreani around. 573 
He ſaid, and, riſing, cheſe the vid im ewe 
With ſilver ficece, Which his attendants flew, 
The limbs they ſever from the recking hide, 


And ſieep'ſt thou, father! (thus the viſion ſaid) | 

Now doit thou ſicep, when Hector is reſtor';l ? 
Nor fear the Grecian foes, or Crecian lord? 

| Thy prefence herc mould ſtern A trides fee, 

Thy ſtill-ſur viving fons may ſue for thee, 855 
May ofier all thy treaſures yet contain, 

To ſpare thy age, and offcr all in vain. 2 

| Wak'd with the word, the trembling fire aroſe, 


Wich round the board Automedon dedon d: 3 


es 


And cuch indulging ſhar'd in ſweet repaſt. 7955 
When now the rage of hunger was repreſt, 
The wondering hero eyes his royal wuck ; 


When now to X.uthus? yellow ftream they dræve 
| — }(Xanthas, immortal ptogeny of Jove) | 


| The winged Deity furſuok their view, 


Now ſhed Aurora round her ſaſſron ray, [day : 


| Charg' d with: their mouer fa brad, to lon go 


ge and king, majeſtically low. 
(A folema iccne !) at length the father bebe; 5 wi Caſſandra ſir:ł beroids, from His fpire, 


Permit me now, belov'd of Jove! to _— The fad 5 mon of her ho. wy Art; ; 5 
5, Then, aa the penũve pon.-p atranc's more near 
(Her breachtcho brotlzer ft: tel.“. pon the bier 
Ila ſhower of tears wertiovws har hen ros CY Co, 

| &3armivg thus all Lion with ker 0:1 65 


4 


Solt ſiccp a ſtranger do my weeping es; 
My only food my forrows and my hh hs! 


1 ſhare thy banquet, and conſent to live. 


Ye Vw retched daughters. 2 os Ve s * Troy! 
With that, Achilles bade prepare the bed, | 


i cer ye ruſu d in crowd, w uh vil ©3222, | 
% hall your hero gl: in- row the . ht. TOO 
Forth, by the flaming liehte, they bend eheir Way « 


And place the couches, ard the covcrings lay. ® 

Then he: Now, lather, {oc P, but HI. cp vat; 3 
Conlul: thy safety, and turgive my fear; ITY 
Leit any {rgive. at this hour awake, 


Now mect him dead, aud let your ſor rv: fob. 
Tour common triu:n ph, aud yrur COnmUYn oe, 
in th:ogging crows dhv ifſue To the Pits; 
| Nor man, nor — in tlie w all. rem: 
lu every face the fell fame grief 3» Hun; 


And T roy ſends forth one vaivericl v gruen. 83g 
Approaching iucd: n to our open tent, 825 | At Scæan's gates they met the muy ning walt, 
Perchance hchold thee, and our grace prevent. ilany on the wheei«, and gror4 reund nella 
Shoul4 ſuch report thy honour'd perſon here, he wife and mother, frantic with Fe air, 


The king of men the ranſom might defer ; Fifs his pale cheek, end rend their fort _ Kats : 


Thus wildly ine r at thu getcs they lay; 3 
Remus ted, I what time the tit. require 825 * hei e uad fot 4 nd dürre me.: 


— , 


Then gave his hand at parting to prdvent 840 


And rais'd his friend: the God before him goes: 
He; joins the mules, directs them with kis hand, 
And moves in ſilc ace through the hoſtile land. 861 


and in a moment to Olympus 2:w. 845 | 


d 7 


Turn here your 1. * and 1.61 re Yu uf eyes en- 
Uill now, cucourag'd by the grace you give, 310 Ploy, 


- 2 But in the porch the king and herald ref}, [245 - 


The Pon 'r deſcending hover d o'er his head: 850 | 


Ct (SD 


5 


. 
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Forbear the cry d) this violence of woes, 

Firſt to the palace let the car proceed, 

Then pour your boundleſs forrows o'er the dead. 
The waves of people at his word divide, 


Slow rolls the chariot through the following tide; 


Ev'n to the palace the ſad pomp they wait ; 

| They weep, and place him on the bed of ſtate. 
A melancholy choir attend around, 
With plaintive ſighs, and muſic's ſolemn ſound: 
Alternately they ſing, alternate flow 

Th' obedient tears, melodious in their woe. 

While deeper ſorrows groan from each full heart, 
And nature ſpeaks at every pauſe of art. 

Firſt to the corpſe the weeping conſort flew ; 

Around his neck her milk-white arms ſhe threw, 
And, oh, my Hector! oh, my lord! ſhe cries, 


Snatch'd in thy bloom from theſe d-firing eyes! = 
you 


Thou to the diſmal realms for ever gone! 
And l atandon'd, deſolute, alone f 
An only ſon, once comfort of our pains, 
Sad product now ef hapleſs love, remains! 
Never to manly age that ſon ſhail riſe, 
Or with encreaſing graces glad mine eyes; 
For llion now (her great defender flain) 
Shall ſink a ſmoking ruin on the plain. 


Who now protects her wives with guardian care? 


Who ſaves her infants from the rage of war? 


New hoſtile fleets muſt waſt thoſe infants o'er 920 
_ (Thoſe wives muſt wait them) to a foreign ſhore ! 


Thou too, my ſon ! to barbarous climes ſhalt go, 
The fad companions of thy mother's woe ; 


Drusen hence a ſlave before the victor's ſword ; | 
925 


Condemn' d to toil for ſome inhuman lord: 
Or elſe ſome Greck, Whoſe father preſt the plain, 
Or ſon, or brother, by great Hector Nain 1 
In Hcctor's blood his vengeance ſhall enjoy, 


| Aad hurl thee headlong from the towers of Troy. 
930] 


For thy ſlern father never ſpar d a ioc: 
Thence all theſe tears, and all this ſcene of wos! 
Thence many evils his ſad parents bore, 


! Why gav'ſt thou not to me thy dying hand? 


And why receiv'd not I thy laſt command? 935 
Same word thou would'ſt have ſpoke, which, ſadly 
My ſoul might keep, or utter with a tear; jdear, 


- Which never, never, could be loſt in air, 


» PFix'din my heart, and eft repeated there! 
Thus to her weeping maids ſhe makes her 


7 mon: | 
Her weeping handCmaids echo groan ſor groan. 
The mournful mother next ſuſtains her part; 

Ch, thou, the beſt, the deareſt to my heart 
Of all my race thou moſt by Heaven approv'd, 


And by th' Immertals ev'n in death belov'd! 945 


While all my other ſous in barbarous bands 
Achilles bound, and ſold to foreign lands, 


Ihis felt no chains, but went a glorious ghoſt. 


Free and a hero, to the Stygian coaſt. 
Sentenc'd, tis true, by his inhuman doom, 


Thy noble corpſe was dragg d around the tomb 
(The tomb of him thy warlike arm had fluin}; 
Vngenerous iuſult, impotent and vain ! | 
' Yet glow'ft thou freſh with every living grace; 
No mark ef pain, er violence of face; 
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[But gollike Priam from the charie rofe; | 


Roſy and fair, as Phebus' ſilver bow 
Difmiſs'd thee gently to the ſhades below ! 

Thus ſpoke the dame, and melted into tears. 
Sad Helen next, in pomp of grief appears: 
Faſt from the ſhining fluices of her eyes 


Fall the round cryſtal drops, while thus ſhe cries : 


_TWitk rofy luſtre ſtreak'd the dewy lawn. 


| 


|} Ah, deareſt friend! in whom the Gods had 


join'd 
mildeſt manners with the braveſt mind; 
Now twice ten years (unhappy years 1) are o'er 


O had l periſh'd ere that form divine 
Seduc'd this foft, this eaſy heart of mine!) 
Yet was it ne'er my fate, from thee to find 
A deed ungentle, or a word unkind : 


Or ſcornful ſiſter with her ſweeping train; 
Thy gentle accents ſoften'd all my pain. 


Ihe face I caus d, ior ever I bemoan; 
Sad Helen has no friend, now thou art gone! 


roam ! | 5 
Tn Troy deſcrted, as abhorr'd at home 980 
Diſtreſsful beauty melts each ſtander-by; 
On all around th' infectibus ſorrow grows; 


| But Priam check'd the torrent as it roſe :;— | 
Perform, ye Trojans! what the rites require, 985 


and fell the foreſts for a funeral pyre; | 

1 welve days, nor foe, nor ſecret ambuſh dread; 

Achilles grants theſe honours to the dead. 
He ſpoke ; and, at his word, the Trojan train 


crown, 3 | 8 | 
Roll back the gather'd forefis to the town, 
{ I hefec toils continue nine ſucceeding days, 


And high in air a ſylvan ſtructure caiſe; | 
| But when the tenth fair morn began to ſhine, 997 


Forth to the pile was borne the mao divine, 


Bel. eld the flames and rolling ſmokes arile. 
Scon as Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 


And quench with wine the yet-remaining fire. 
The ſnowy bones his friends and brothers place 
(With tears collected) in a golden vale; os 


Of ſoſteſt texture, and iuwrought with gold, 
Laſt o'er the urn the ſacred earth they ſpread, 
And rais'd the tomb, memorial of the dead. 


cone nas 
| Watch'd from the riſing to the ſetting ſun). 1010 


950] rroy then moves to Priam's ceurt again, 


A ſotemn, ny, . — train: | 
\Cemblcd there, rom pious toil they reſt, 
And ſadly ſhar'd the laſt ſepulchral ſeaſt. | 


955 


I 
And peaceſulficpt the mighty Hector s Rade. 


Such honours llion to her hero paid, org 


Since Paris brought me to the Trojan ſhore; 96g 


| For thee | mourn ; and mourn myſelf in thee, 975 
- | The wretched ſource of all this milery ! | 


Through Tray's wide ſtreets abandon'd ſhall 1 


So ſpoke the fair, with ſorrow-ſtreaming eye; 


| Their mules and oxen harneſs to the wain, 990 
Pour through the gates, and, ſell'd from Ida's 


And plac'd aloft : while all, with ſtreaming eyes, 
Again the mournſul crowds ſurround the pyre, 


jag golden vaſe in purple pulls they roll'd, 100 


(Strong guards and ſpies, till all the rites were 


When others curſt the authoreſs of their woe, 97 | 
Thy pity check'd my ſorrows in their flow; Fe : 
If ſeme proud brother ey'd me with diſdain, ? 
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POPE'S HOMER'S ODYSSEY. 


The Seem opens within 


and Pallas immediately deſcends to Ithaca. 


"uz man, 
Long exercis d — woes, oh Muſe! reſound, 
Who, when his arms had wrought the deſtin'd fall 
Of facred Troy, and raz'd her heaven-built wall. 
Wandering from elime to clime, obſervant ilray d, 5 
Their manners noted, and their ſtates ſurvey d, 
On ſlormy ſeas unnumber'd toils he bore, 
_ Safe with his friends to gain his natal ſhore: 
Vain toils! their impious folly dar'd to prey 
On herds devoted to the Ged of day; 10 
The God vindictive doom'd them never more 
(Ah, men unbleſs'd!) ro touch that natal — 
Oh, ſnatch ſame portion of theſe ads from Fare, 
Celeſtial Muſe! and to cur world relate. jrs 
Now at their native realms the Grecks arriv'd? 
Vll who the war «f ten long years ſurviv'd, 
_ Ant ſcap'd the perils of the : gully main. 
UlyiTcs, ſole of all the viQur train, 

Au exile from his dear paternal coaſt, -—— 
Deplor'd his abſent queen, and empire loſt. 20 
. Calypſo in her caves coufirain'd his ftay, 

With ſweet, reluctant, amorous delay: 
In vaiu far now the circling years diſcloſe 
The day predeſtin d to reward his woes. 

At length his Ithaca is given by fate, 

Where yet new lal, ours his arrival wait; 
At length their rage the hoſtile power reſtrain, 

All but the ruthleſs monarch of the main. 
But now the God, remote, a heaventy gueſt, 
lu Ethiopia grac'd the general feaſt | 

A race divided, whom with ſloping rays 
© The riſing and deſcending ſun ſurveys); 

Thete on the world's extremeſt verge, rever d 
a With hecatombs and prayer in pomp preferr'd, 

— Diſtant he lay: while in the bright abodes 
Of high Olympus, Jove conven'd the Gods: 
Th' aſſembly thus the Sire ſupreme addreſt, 
Egyſthus' fate revolving in his breaſt, 
Whom young Oreſtes to the dreary coaſt 
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of the arrival of Ulyſſs is bis „„ e | 

| feven years iu the iſland of E when the Gods aſſembled in council propoſed the method of bis departure 
from thence, and bis return to bis native country. For this purpeſe it is concluded to ſend Mercury to Calypſo, 

Sbe holds a conference with Telemacbus in the; | 

ling of the Taphians; in wobich fbe adviſes bim to take a journey in queſt of his father Ulyſſes, to Prlos and 
Sparta, where Niſtor and Menclaus yet reigned : then, after having viſibly diſplayed ber aivinity, diſap 

| The ſuitors of Penelope make great entertainments, and riot in ber palace till night. 

| — — gone, => W 2 


Mendes, 


To X 


Phemins fangs to them 


Perverſe * ! whats wills, created free, 
C all their woes on abſolute decree; 
All to the dooming Gods their guilt tranſlate, 
And follies are miſcall*d the crimes of fate. 
When to his luſt Agyſthus gave the rein, 
Did Fate, or we, th' — act conſtrain ? 
Did Fate, or we, when great Atrides dy'd, 


45 


{ Urge the bold traitor to the regicide ? 


Hermes I ſent, while yet his ſoul remain'd De 
Sincere from royal blood, and faith profan'd; 5e 


| To warn the wretch, that young Oreſtes, grown 


| To manly years, 


A goddeſs guards in her inchanted dome : 
| (Atlas her fire, to whoſe far-piercing eye 


| Succelbleſs all her foft careſſes | | 
'To baniſh from his breaſt his country” s love; 


| While the dear ifle in diſtant profpect lies, 


ſhould re-aſſert the throne. 

| Vert impotent of mind, and uncontrol d,. 

[The plung'd into the gulf which heaven ſuretold. 
' Here paus'd the God; and penſive thus replies 

Minerva, graceful with her azure eyes: 56 

O thou! from whom the whole creation ſprings, 

Te ſource of power on earth deriv'd to kings! | 

His death was equal to the direſul dee; | 

Sn may the man of blood be doom'd to bleed 1 60 

But grief and rage alternate wound my breaſt, 

For brave Ulyſſes, ſlill by Fate oppreſt. 

Amidſt an iſle, around whoſe rocky ſhore 

The foreſts mur mur, and the ſurges roar, 

The blameleſe hero from his with'd-for heme 6 


—— 


The wouders of the deep expanded lie 

Th' eternal columns which on earth he rears. 7 
End in the ſtarry vault, aud prop the 3 * | 
By his fair daughter is the chief conſin d. 5 
V ho ſoothes to dear delight his anxious mind : 


prove, 
To ſee the ſmoke from his lov'd palaceriſe, 75 


With what contentment would he clele mis | 
eyes? | 

And will Omnipotence neglect to fave 

The ſuſſering * he wile aud brave? 


Of Pluto ſent, a „ ghoſt. 


- 
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With frequent rites, and pure, avow'd thy power, 
Be doom d the worſt of human ills to prove, 
Unbleſs'd abandon'd to the wrath of Tove? 

Daughter! what words have paſs d "thy lips un- 

weigh'd ? | 
 (Reply'd the Thunderer to the martial maid) 85 
Deem not unjuſtly by my doom oppreſt | 
Of human race the wiſeſt and the bet}. 
m—_ by prayer repentant rarely won, 
icts the ef, © avenge his giant-ſon, 

| Whole viſual orb UlyTes robb'd of light ! 90 
Great Polypheme, of more than mortal might! 


Him young Thoöſa bore (the bright increaſe 
Of Phorcys, dreaded in the ſounds and ſeas: 


. Whom Neptune ey'd with bloom df Beauty bleſt, 


And in his cave the yielding nymph compreſt. 97 

For this, the God conſtrains the Creek to rcam, 
A hopeleſs exile from his native home, 

From death alone exempt—but ceafe to mourn ! 

Let all combinet* achieve his with'd return: 


Neptune aton'd, his wrath ſhall now refrain, 100 


Or thwart the ſynod of the Gods imvain, 
Father and king ador d! Minerva cry'd, 

Since all whoin th' Olympian bower reſide 
Now make the wandering Greet their public care, 
Let Hermes to th Atlantic ® iſle repair; 105 
Bid him, arriv'd in bright Calypſo's court, 
The ſanction of th' aſſembled powers report: 
Tha wiſe Ulyffes to his native land _ 
Muſt ſpeed, obedient to their high command. 


Mean time Telcmachus, the blooming heir 110 


Of ſea-girt Ithaca, demands my care: | 
Tis mine to form his green unpradtis'd years, 
In ſage debates; ſurrounded with his: peers, 
To ſave the ſtate; and timely to reſtrain Re 
The bold intruſion of the ſuitor · train: | 115 


Who crowd his palace, and with lawleſs power 


His hetds and flocks in feaftful rites de vour. 
To diſtant Sparta, and the ſpacious waſte 
Of ſandy Pyte, the royal youth ſhall haſte. 
There, warm with filial love, the cauſe inquire 1.20 
That ſrom his reulm retards his god-like fire : 
Delivering early to the voice of fame 55 
The promiſe of a great, immortal name. 


She fal: the ſandals of celeftial mould. | 
Fledg d with ambrofial plumes, and rich with 


gold, 125 


: Surround tier feet; with theſe ſublime ſhe fails 


IW axt#eriai pace, and mountsthe winged galcs : 


Oiler earth and ocean wide prepar'd to ioar, 
Her dreaded arm a beamy javelin hore, [130| 
_ Fondgerous and vaſt; which, when her 'ury burns, | 
Proud tyrants: humbies, and whole hots o'erturns. 
rom high Olympus prone her fli ht ine bends, 
| And in the reaim of Ithaca deſcends. 


Her lineaments divine, the grave diſguiſe 


Ot Mer. tes“ form conceal'd irom human eyes 135 


( Mentes, the monarch of the Taphian land): 
A glittering ſpear wav'd awful in her hand. 
There in the portal plac'd, the heaven-burn maid 


11 rice and min-rule turvey'd. 


On hidcs of beevcs, before the palace gate, 140 
{Sa i. ois of luxury the ſuitors ſate. | 
Wien rulart, ud ardour iu their mein, 

Ark they v to ——— che e 


POPR'S, I HOMER. 
Muff he, whoſe aktars on the Phrygian more vo 


| A menial train the kowing bow! ſupply: 
[wo apart, the ſpuci ious s hail prevare, 
nd from the cofily fealt with buſv care. 
i here young l lem dl ue, his bioomy face 
Giowing ecleſ ial w t, witi: gorrhke grace 


Amid the circ e ſhines: bt i6pe and fear 150 


Painſul vic iſſitude! He oſom tear. 


lu peace and joy, the peoy't's rightful lord; 
1 he proud opprefiors fly the vwnejul fword. 


While his ſond ſoui, theft fai:cied triumphs ſwell'd; 
ns ranger guru, the royal youth beheld; 156 


Griev'd that a-viſfiiant fo lung ſliould wait 
U:mark'd, unhonour'd, at a "monarch" s gate; 
Inſtant he flow with hoſpitable haſte, 

And the new friend with courteous air entrac's. 

| Stranger! whoe'er thou art, ſecurely reſt, 161 


a  Aſfianc* d in my ſaith, a friendly gueſt : 


| apqrenc the dome; che fected havayree Pune, - 


And then the purpoſe of thy foul declare. | 
Thus affable and mild, the prince precedes, 165 


And to the dome th unknown Celeſtial leads. 
The ſpear receiving from her band he plac'd 
Againſt a column, fair with ſculpture grac'd; 
Where ſeemly rang'd, in peaceful order ſtood 
Ulyſſes“ arms, now long diſus'd td blood. 270 
He led the Goddeſs to the ſovereign ſeat, 

Her feet ſupported with a ſiool of ſtate 

(A purple carpet ſpread the pavement wide); 
Then drew his ſeat, familiar to her ſide; 


With inſolence, and wine, elate and loud: 


| Where the free gneſt, unnotic'd, might relate, 


| If haply conſcious, of his father's fate. 
The golden ewer a maid ebſequious brings, 


Repleniſh from the cool, tranſlucent ſprings; x18 


With copious water the bright vaſe fupplics . 
A filver lavez, of capacious  lize ; | 


__ | They waſh. "The tables in fair order ſpread, 


They heap the glittering canifters with bread. 
Viauds of various kinds allure the taſte, 185 


| Of choiceft for: and favour, rich repaſt! 


| Delicious wines th' a:tending herald brought; : 


"Che geld gave luſtre to the purple draught. 
Lur'd with the vapour of the fragrant feaſt, 


In rum'd the fuitors ich voracious haſte : "_- | 


Marſliail d in order due, to cach a ſewer 

Preſcuts, to bathe his hatwis, a radiant cwer. 

Luxuriant then they feaſt. Qbſervant round 

Gay ſtriplinz youths the brimming * 

crouen'd. 

The rage of hunger quel d. they all advance, 195 
And ſorm to mes ſur'd airs the mazy dance : 

To Lhemius was conſign'd the chorded lyre, 


3 Whole hand reluct ut touch'd the warbling 1 


ire 
pPhemius, whoſe voice divine could ſweeteſt fing 
High ſtrains, reſponſive to the vocal firing. 209 


His indignarion thus the prince expreſt: 
With ſong and dance rhe pompous revel end. 
When ſor the dear delight another pays, 


His treafur'd ſtores theſe cormorant+ conſume, 


Whole bones, defrauded of a regal tomb 


N Now, imag'd in his mind. l. fer reſtor'd 7 | 


Far from the ſuitor-train, 2 brutal ond, ; 175 


Mean while, in whiſpers to his heavenly guelt 
| Indulge my riſing grieſ, whilſt theſe (my friend) 
Light is the dance, and doubly ſweet the lays, 205 ' 
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And common turk, lie naked on the plain, 

Or doom'd to welter in the whelming main 210 
Should he return, that troop ſo blithe and hold. 
With purple robes inwrought, and ſliff with gold, 
Precipitant in fear would wing their flight, 

And curſe their cumbrous pride's unwieldy weight. 
But, ab, I dream —th' appointed hour is fled | 
And hope, too long with vain delufion fed, 216 
Deaf to the rumour of fallacious fame, 

Gives to the toll of death his glorious name! 
With venial freedom let me now demand | 

Thy name, thy lineage, and paternal land: 220 

Sincere, from whence began thy courſe, recite, 

And to what ſhis I owe the friendly freight ? 

Now firſt to me this viſit doſt thou deign, 

Or nunqber'd in my father's ſocial train? | 

All who deſerv'd his choice he made his own, 225 

And, curious much to know, he far was known. 

My birth I boaſt (the blue-ey'd virgin cries} © 

From great Anchialus, renown'd and wi 
_ Mentes my name; I rule the 'Vaphian race, 
Whole bounds the deep circumſluent waves em- 
EE 7 RY | — 2 

A duteous people, and infuftrious iſle, 

To naval arts inur d, and for my toil. 

Freighted with iron from my native land, 
I ſteer my voyage to the Brutian ſtrand; 

To gain by commerce for the labour'd maſs, 235 
A juſt proportion of >cfulgent braſs. 8 

Far from your capital my ſhip reſides 

At Reithrus, and ſecure at anchor rides; 


Where waving grovcs on airy Ncion grow, 
240 


Supremely tall, and ſhade the deeps below, 
Thence to reviſit your imperial dome, 
An oid hereditary gueſt i come: _ 
Four father's friend. Laertes can relate 
Our faith unſpotted, and its carly date; 245 
Who, preſt with heart-currodiug grief and vears, 

Jo the gay court a rural ſhade preters, 

Where, fole of all his train, a matron fag? 
Supports with lomeiy foud his droupiag age, 
With fecble ſleps from marſhalling his vines 
Returning fad, when tailſome day declines. 250 

_ With friendly ſpet d, induc'd by erring lame, 

To hail Uiyes' Gale return, I came; . 

But ſtiil the. jrown of iome ccleſlial Power 

With envious joy retards the bliſ-ſul hour. 1555 

Let not your foul be ſunk in lad deſpair: 255 

He lives, he breathes this heavenly vital air, 

Among a ſavage race, whoſe ſhelfy bounds 
With ceaſeleſs ruar the loamiug deep ſurrounds. .- 


Ide thoughts which roll within my raviih'd 
x / 5 


 breatt, | 5 5 
To me, no cer, th' inſpiring Gods ſuggeſt; 260 


Nor {xill'd, nor ſtudious, with prophetic eye 


Io judge the winged omens of the iky, | 
Yet hear this certain ſpeech, nor deem it vain; 
Though adamantinc bonds the chief reſtrain, 
The dire reſtraint his wiſdom will defeat, 265 
And ſoon reſtore him to his regal teat. 
But, generous youth! ſincere and ſree declare, 
Are you, of manly growth, hisroyal heir ? 
For ſure Ulyſſes in your look appears, 26G 
The ſame his features, if the ſame his years. 270 
Such was that face, on which 1 dwelt with joy 
Fre Greece aſſembled ſtemm'd the tides to 
Troy; 


| | Better the chief, on Ilion's hoſtile plain, 
Had fall'n ſurrounded with bis warlike train; 


1 


Ihe lords of Ithaca their right pretend. 


But, parting then for that deteſted ſhore, 


Our eyes, unhappy ! never greeted more. [275 
To prove a — birth (the prince replies) 
On female truth aſſen tine faith relies; | 

Thus manifeſt of right, I build my claim 
Svre-founded on a fair maternal ſame, 
 UlyiTs' fon: but happier he, whom fate 

Hath plac'd beneath the ſtorms which toſs the 
| great ! 280 
Happier the ſon, whoſe hoary fire is hleſt 

| With humble aſſluence, and domeſtic reſt ! 

\ Happier than I, to future empire born, | 
But doom' d a father's wretched fate to monrn ! 


The Gods a glorious fate from anguiſh free 
| To chaſte Penelope's increaſe decree. 

Eut ſay, yon joyful troop fo gaily dreſt, | 

| Is this a bridal or a friendly feaſt! 2090 
Or from their deed [ rightlier may divine, 


| Unſeemly flown wich infelence and wine; 


 Unv-..4:ome reveilers, whoſe lawleſs joy 
| Pains the ſage ear, and hurts the ſober eye ? 


Unblam'd abundance crown'd the royal board, 
What time this dome rever'd her prudent lord; 
Who now (ſe heaven decrees} is doom'd to mourn, 
Bitter conſtraint! erroneous aud forlorn. 


Or ſafe return'd, the race of glory paſt, 
lf! 


His praiſe, eternal on the faithiul ſtone, 
Had with trautiuilſive honour grac'd his ſon. 
Now fnatch'd by harpies to the dreary coaſt, 
Sunk is the hero, and his glory loſt : 310 
Vauich'd at once! unheurd-of aud gaknown ! 

| And | his heir in miſery alone. | 

Nor for a dear, loft father only flow 


| The filiz} tears, but woe ſucceeds to war: — 
Iro tempt. the tpoutclels queen with amorone 
| | Reſort tlie nobles from the neighbouring iſles ; 


From Samos, circled with the lonian main, 
Dulichium, and Zacynthus' ſy ivan reign: 
Ev'n with preſumptuous hope her bed Valcend, 
320 
She t-ems attentive to their plt aded vows. 
Her heart deteſting what her car ailow s. 

rhey, vain expectants of the bridal hour. 

My ores in riotous expence devour, 90S 

In feaſt and dance the mirthful months employ, 


0 And meditate my doom, tu crown their joy. 326 


Wich render pity touch d, the Goddeſs cried: 
Soon may kind heaven a ſure relici provide ! 


Soon may your fire Giſcharge the vengrauce due, 
And all your wrongs the proud eppredars rue 
Oh! in that portal ſhould the chief appear, 331 


Each hand tremendous with a brazen ſpear. 
In radiant panoply his limbs incas d, | 
(For ſo of old my father's court he grac'd, 


When ſocial mirth unbent his ſerious foul, 53; 


O'er the fell banquet, and the ſprightly bow] 


To whom, with mild, the gueſt divine: 
Oh true deſcendant of a ſeepter'd line 286 


| Magniſ.cence of old (che prince rephed) 295 
Beneath our roof with virtue could reſide; = 


_ 


| New to his friend's embrace, had n his 
8 %%% - 

Then grateſul Greece with ſtreaming eyes would 

| Hiſtoric marbles, to record his praiſe; 306 


| 
| 
( 
I 
| 
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He then from Epyre, the fair domain 


Of Ius, ſprung from Jaſon's royal ſtrain, 


Meaſur d a hae of leas, a toilſome length, in 


Vain. 


| For voyaging to learn the direſul art 340 | Defer the promis'd boon, (the Goddeſs cries, 


To taint with deadly drugs the barbed dart ; 


Obſervant of the Gods, and fternly juſt, | 


Nus refus d t* impart the baneful truſt: | 


With friendlier zeal my father's ſoul was fir d. 
The drugs he knew, and gave the boon deſir d. 345 And gifts, memorial of our friendſhip, leave. 


Appear'd he now with ſuch heroic port, 
As then conſpicuous at the Taphian court; 


HOMER. 


But, fince to part, for ſweet reſection due 
| The genial viands let my train renew: | 
And the rich pledge of f plighted faith receive, 405 

Worthy the heir of Ithaca to give. | 


Celeſtial azure brightening in her eyes) 

And let me now regain the Reithrian port : | 
From 'Temeſc return'd, your royal court a 
[1 hell revidie ; and the pledge receive z BY 


Abrupt, with eagle-ſpeed ſhe cut the ky; 3 
Inſtant inviſible to mortal eye. 


Soon ſhould yon boaſters ceaſe their haughty ſtriſe, Then firſt he recogniz'd th ztherial gueſt ; 415 


Or each atone his guilt/ love with life. 


Wonder and joy alternate fire his breaſt: 


But of his wiſh'd return the care reſign, 350 | Heroic thoughts, infus'd, his heart dilate ; 


Be future vengeance to the powers divine. 

My ſentence hear: with ſtern diſtaſte avow'd, 
To their own diſtricts drive the ſuitor-crowd : 
When next the morning warms the purple eaſt, 


Convoke the peerage, and the Gods atteſt : 355 | Minerva's anger, and the direful woes, 


The ſorrows of your inmoſt ſoul relate, 


And form ſure plans to ſave the ſinking ſtare. 


Should ſecond love a pleaſing flame ſpire, 
And the chaſte queen connubial rites require; 


Diſmiſs d with honour, let her hence repair * Wich grief renew d the weeping fair deſcends ; 


To great Icarius, whoſe paternal care 
Will guide her paſſion, and reward the choice 


— With wealthy dower, and bridal gifts of — 


Then let this dictate of my love prevail: 


ne fhrilling airs the vaulted roof rebeunds, 43 | 


| Revolving much his father's doubtful face, 


At length, compos d, he join d the ſuitor-throng ; 
Huſh'd in attention to the warbled ſong. _ | 
His tender theme the charming lyriſt choſe, [ 


Which voyaging from 'T roy the victors bore, 
While ſtorms vindictive intercept the ſhore. 


Reflecting to the queen the ſilver ſounds. 


2 tovereign's ſtep a virgin train attends: 

75 of richeſt texture wrought, ſhe wears, | 
Aud lent to the joyous hall repairs. 1 | 
There from the portal, with her mild command. 


laſtant, to foreign realms prepare to fail, 365 [Thus gently checks the minſtrel's tuneful hand ; 
To learn your father's fortunes: Fame may prove, Phemius ! let acts of Gods, and heroes old, 


Ot Neſtor, hoary fage, his doom demand: 370 | But, oh ! forbear that dear diſaſtrous name, 
"hence ſpeed your voyage to the Spartan ſtrand ; 


f 


Or omen d voice, (the meſſenger of Jove) 


Propitious to the fearch. Direct your toil 
"Yhrough the wide ocean firſt to ſandy Pyle ; 


For young Atridesto th' Achaian coaſt 
Arriv'd the laſt of all the vigor hoſt. 


If yet Ulyſſes views the light; forbear, rf 
Till the fleet hours reſtore the circling year. 375 


But if his ſoul hath wing d the deſtin'd flight, 


Inhabitant of deep diſaſtrous night: 


— Homeward with pious ſpeed repaſs the main: 


To the pale ſhade | funereal rites ordain, 
Plant the fair colvmn o'er the vacant grave, 380 


& hero's honours let the hero have. 
Wich decent grief the royal dead deplor'd, 


For the chaſte queen tele& an equal lord. 


Then let revenge your dating mind employ, 5 


By fraud or force the ſuitor- train deſtroy, 3354 


And, ſtarting into manhocd, ſcorn the buy. 


| aft chou not heard how young Oreſtes, 25a 


Mich great revenge, immortal praiſe acquir'd ? 
_ His virgiu-ſword Z#gyſthus' veins imbrued ; 
The murderer fell, and blood aton' d for blood. 


| U greatly bleſs'd with every blvoming grace! 391 


With equal ſteps the paths of glory trace; 
Join to that royal youth's your rival name, 


But my aſfociates now my ſtay deplore, 295 | Then ſwelling ſorrows burſt their former bounds, + | 


lx prints conviction on my grateſul mind. 


And ſize eternal in the ſphere of Fame. 


}rnpaticnt on the hoarſe-reſounding = 2 


Thou, heedſul of advice, fecure proceed: 


y praife the precept is, be thine the derd. 
Ihe counſel of .ny-friend (the youth rejoin'd) 


ca /athers ſpeak (perſuaſive ſpeech and mild) 
i eir lage 3 to the favourite child. 


| | What m_ now wandering in the sola 55 
Wich your Ulyſſes ſhar'd an equal 8 


400 | Tumultuous love each beating boſom Wares; 


What ancient bards in hall und bower have told, 
Attemper'd to the lyre, your voice employ; 435 
Such the pleas'd ear will drink with filent joy. 


Jo forrow facred, and ſecure of fame 

My bleeding boſom fickens at the ſound, | 

And every piercing note inflicts a wourtl. 449 
Why, deareſt object of my duteous love, 

(Reply. l the prince) will you the bard reprove? 

Ofr, Jove's zrhereal rays (refiftlefs fire) 

The chanter's ſoul and raptur d ſong inſpire: 

Inſtin& divine! nor blame ſevere his choice, 445 

Warbling the Crecian woes with harp and voice; 

For novel lays attract our raviſh'd ear; 

Bur old, the mind with inattention hears 3. 

Patient permit the ſadly-pleaſing ſtrain ; | 

| Famihar now with grief, your tears refrain, 450 

And in the public woe forget your owmnz |! 

You weep not for a periſh'd lord, alone. W 


Your widow'd hours, apart, with female toil 455 

And various labours of the loom, beguile ; 

! here rule, from palace-cares remote and free; 
That care to man belongs, and moſt to me. 

| Mature beyond his years the queen admires 
Eis ſage reply, and with her train retires. | 


With echoing grief afreſh the dome reſounds ; 
Tin Pallas, piteous of her plaintive cries, | 
In ſlumber clos'd her filver-ſtreaming eyes. | | 
| Mean time, rekindled at the royal charms, 485 | 


[ntenperate rage a wordy war began 
Vat bold Telemachus aſſum'd the man. as 


=s 
„ 


mtu 
a Ye deedlefs baader and the ſong attend ; 


Wich diſſonance the ſmooth melodious ſtrain. 


The firm reſolve, I here in few diſcloſe: 


For you my bowl ſhall flow, my flocks ſhall bleed; 


Shall with inglorious gore this marble ſtain. 


Ip 


So bright 
Have charms, with all their weight, t' allure the 


n wiſe. | 
' Faſt by the throne ebfequious Fame reſides, 
And wealth inceſſant rolls her golden tides. 
Nor let Antinoiis rage, if ſtrong deſire | 
| Of wealth and fame a youchful boſom fire: 5 
Elect by 
With j 


Some other Grecks a ſairer claim may plead; 505 


At lcaſt, the ſceptre loſt, I ſtill ſuould reign 
Sole o'er my vaſlals, and domeſtic train. 


Refer the choice to fill the vacant throne. 
08 _ patrimonial ſtores in peace poſſeſs; | 
"a 
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A | | 
470 
Obey that ſweet compulſion, nor profane. 


Pacific now prolong the jovial feaſt; | 
But when the dawn reveals the roſy eaſt, | 
I, to the peers aſſembled, ſhall propoſe 475 
No longer live the cankers of my court; 

All to your ſeveral ſtates with ſpeed reſort ; 
Waſte in wild riot what your land allows, 

There ply the early feaſt, and late carouſe. 48a 
But if, to honour loſt, tis ſtill decreed 


2 and revenge my right, impartial Jove— 
By him, and all th' immortal thrones above, 
{A facred oath) each proud oppreſſor, flair 48 51 


Aw'd by the prince, and haughty, bold, and 

young, [ tongue. 

w'd the lip, and wonder chain'd the 

Silence at length the gay Antinoius broke, 

Conſtrain'd a ſmile, and thus ambiguous ſpoke: 490 

What God to your untutor'd youth affords 
This headlong torrents of amazing words? 

May Jove delay thy reign, and cumber late 
a genius with the toils of ſtate ! 

Thole toils (Telemachus ſerene replies) 


| 


495 


Joye his delegate of ſway, 

ous pride the ſummons I'd obey. 
Whene'er Ulyſſes roams the realn of night, 
Should factious power diipute my lineal right, 


ro your pretence their title wouid precede. 


To this Eurymachus : To heaven alone 


$510 


» al * — — confeſs : 


| Four pei 


right ſhould impious power invade, 
The peers of Ithaca would arm A: 


What and from whence? his name and lineage 
His grave demeanour and majeſtic grace {ſhew. 


| Speak him deſcended of no vulgar race : 


Did he ſome loan of ancient right require, 


Oh, fon of Polybus! the prince replies, 

No more my fire will glad theſe longing eyes: 
The queen's fond hope inventive rumour 

Or vain diviners' dreams divert her fears. 

That ſtranger- gueſt the Taphizn realm obeys, 525 
A realm defended with encircling ſeas, 
Mc<ntes, an ever-honour'd name of old 

High in Ulyſſes' ſocial lift enroll'd. 


Thus he, though conſcious of th' etherial gueſt, 


Anſwer d evaſive of the fly requeſt, 538 
Mean time the lyre rejoins the ſprightly lay; 
Love-ditticd airs, and dance, conclude the day. 
But when the ſtar of eve with golden light 
Adorn'd the matron-brow of ſable night ; 


And to their ſeveral domes to reſt reſort. 


| 4A towering ſtructure to the palace join d; ; 


To this his ſteps the thoug l tful prince inclin'd; 
In hes pavilion there, to ſlcep repairs; 
The lighted torch, the ſage Euryclea bears; 
(Daughter of Ops, the juſt Piſenor's ſon, 
For twenty beeves by great Laertes won; 


In rofy prime with charms attractive grac'd, 


 Honour'd by him, a gentle lord and chaſte, 
With dear eſteem: too wiſe, with jealous ſtrife 545 
To taint the joys of ſweet connubial liſe. 
Sole with 'Velemachus her ſervice ends, 

P child ſhe nurs'd him, and a man attends.) 


The dutoous dame receiv'd the purple veſt : 
The purple veſt with decent care diſpos d, 
The ſilver ring ſhe pull'd, the — reclos'd ; 
The bolt, obedient to the ſilken cord, 


Io the ſtrong ſtaple's inmoſt depth reſtor'd, [555 


Secur'd the valves. There wrapt in ſilent ſhade, 
Penſive, the rules the Goddeſs gave, he weigh'd; 


BOO 


THE ARGUMENT. 


| The Council of Ithaca. 


| Tlemachn;, in the offembly of the Iowds of Ithaca, complains of the ij te fs by 8 * 


The mirthful train diſperſing quit the court, $30 | 


3 


W hilſt to his couch the prince hanſelf addreſt, 5 


stretch d on the downy fleece, no reſt he knows, 
3 And i in his raptur d ſoul the viſion glows. J 


Ls 
| But lay, that ſtrauger gueſt who late withdrew, 


| Or came fore-runner of your ſcepter'd fire? 520 


ww — 


upon tveir departure from bis palace; appealing to the princes, and exciting the perple to declare againſt them. 


The ſuitors end:avour to juſtify their flay, at leaft till be fboll ſend the gueen to the court of Jcarius ber father ; 
There appears a prodigy of two eagles in the 


which he refuſes. 
rin of the ſuitors. Telemachus then demands a 


of his father's fortunes. 
aſſiſts bim in preparing 
_ ſecond day from the epening of the erm. 
| The ſcene continues i is the palace of Tlyſſes in Ithaca, 


weſſel to carry him to Pylos and 8 
Pallas, in . {an — Ub), kelps him to a ſbip, 


fey, which an Augur expounds to be ite 
„ there to inquire 


: Thich cencluds; 47 


| Soon as in folemn form th aſſembly ſate, 


A length of days his foul with prudence crown d, 
A length of days had bent him to the ground. 


But (hapleſs youth) the hideous Cyclops tore 5 25 | 


2 "DO 


V hy here once more in ſolemn council fit ? 
Te young, ye old, the weivhty cauſe diſcloſe: 

Arrives ſome meſſage of in vag ſoes? 

Or ſay, docs high neceſſity of ſtate 

laſpire ſome patriot, and cemand debate 'F 


By whom ye meet; my n grief your care demands. | 
Na ſtory l unfold 4 i. blic Woes, "I 
Nor bear advices of impencing fors ; 


The great, the 700d; your father, and your king. 
Yet more; our houſe from its foundation bows, 55 | 
Dur foes are porverful, and your ſons the foes; 
Hither, unveclcome to the queen, they came; 


W 


RNaſe anxious from th' i 


Bright in his hand a 


Three ſons remauin'd: to climb with haughty fires 


Ihe reit with duteous love his griefs aſſuage, 
And eaſe the fire of half the cares of age. 
Vet ſtill his Antiphus he loves, he mourns, 
| And, as he food, he ſpoke aud wept by turns: 


_ Embrac'sd the omen, and majeitic roſe 
(His royal hand, th imperial ſceptræ ſway 'd); 45 
Ihen thus, addreſſing to E.gyptius, ſaid: 


Of all this happy realm, I grieve alone. 


The dowry : is Velemachus her fire? . 


190 


Giow'din the frone of heaven, and gave the day, 
The youthful hero, with returning light, 
nquietudes of night. 

A royal robe he wore with graceful pride, 5 
A two-edg'd faulchion threatea'd by his ſide, 
Embroider'd fandals glitter'd as he trod, 

And forth he mov'd majeſtic as a God. 

Then by his heralds, — of delay, 

To council calls his : the peers obey. 10 


From his high dome himſelf deſcends in ſtate. 


derous javelin ſhin'd ; 
Two dogs, a faithful guard, attend behind; 


His eldeſt + hope in arms to Illion came, 
By great Ulyſſes taught the path to fame ; 


His quivering limbs, and quaff*d his ſpouting gore. 
The royal bed, Eurysomus aſpires; 


Since great Ulyſſes ſought the Phrygian wi 
Within theſe walls inglorious filence reigns. | 35 
Say then, ye peers, by whoſe commands we meet! 


The preſent ſynod ſpeaks its author wile ; 


Alliſt him, Jove, thou regent of the ſkies! 1 


He ſpoke. Telemachus with tran ſport glows, 


Reverend old mau! lo here conſeſt he ſtands 


Peace the bleſt land, and joys inceſſant crown; 


For my loſt fire continual ſorrows ſpring, = 


Why ſcek they not the rich Icarian dome! 

If ſhe muſt wed, from other hands require p 
O 
Yet through my court the noiſe of revel rings, 

And waſte the wiſe frugality of kings. 

Scarce all my heris their luxury ſuffice; 

Scarce all my wine the midnight hours ies. 


Sate in m7 zouth, in riot ſtill they row, bs 
der n. tac helpleſs orphan dread a 


Pallas with grace divine bis form improves, 15 
And gazing crowds admrre him as he moves. 
His father's throne he filPd : while diſtant ſtood: 
The hoary peers, and aged wiſdom bow d. 
Twas ſilence ail. At laſt Zgyprius ſpoke; 
Egyptius, by his age and forrows broke: 20 


( 


| | For three long 


50 


With haughty 
O inſolence of youth! whole tongue affords 9s 
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N22 the morning- 


|But come it will the time when manbood grants 
More advocates than vain 
Approach that hour ! inſufferable wrong [70 


Crics to the Gods, and — ſleeps too —4 


ur fame revere, but meds th avenging 4 
BY all the deathleſs powers that. reign above, 
By righteous Themis, and by thundering Jove, 
(FTnemis, who gives to councils, or denies, 
Succeſs ; and humbles, or confirms the wiſe.) 
Riſe in my aid ! ſuffice the tears that flow 
For my loſt fire, nor add new woe to woe. 
If cer he bore the ſword ta ſtrengthen ill, 
Or, having power to wrong, betray'd the * 
On me, on me your kindled wrath 
And bid the voice of lawleſs riot rage. 
If ruin to our royal race ye doom, | 
Be you the ſpoilers, and our wealth 8 | 


| hen might we hope redrets from juſter laws, 35 


And raiſe all Ithaca to aid our cauſe : 


You make the arm of violence too ſtrong. 
While thus be ſpoke, with rage and grief he 


frown' 


| And daſh'd the imperial ſceptre to the ground. go 
The big round tear hung trembling in his eye, 


The ſynod griev'd, and gave a pitying figh, 
Then ſilent ſate —at length Antinoũs burns 
rage, and ſternly thus returns: 


Such railing eloquence, and war of words. 
Studious thy country's worthies to defame, 
hy erring voice diſplays thy mother's — 


| Elulive of the bridal day, ſhe —_—. 8 
Fond hape to all, and all wich hopes deceives 100 : 
Did not the ſun, through heaven's wide azure 


roll'd, 
years the royal fraud behold ? 
Whiie ſhe, jaborious iu deluſion ſpread 

The tpacious loom, and mix'd the various cred: 
Where as to lile the wonderous figures ri | 
Thus {poke th* inventive queen, with ul Agia 


& more, 


|< Ceaſe yet a while, to urge the bridal hour ; 


« Ceaſe, till to great Laërtes I bequeath 

A rafk of grief, her ornaments of death; 
Let when the Fates his royal aſhes claim, | 
The Grecian matrons taint my ſpotleſs ſame; 
When he, whom living mighty realms obey'd, 
** Shall want in death a ſhroud to grace his ſhade.” 
'Chus the : at once the generous train complies, 


Nar fraud miſtruſts in Virtue's fair diſguiſe. 116 1 


The work the ply'd ; but, ſtudious of delay, 
By night revers'd the labours of the day. 
 Whil:: chrice the ſun his annual journey made, 


vey'd; | 
Unheard, unſcen, three years her arts prevail ; 
The fourth her maid unfoldsth* amazing tale. 
We ſaw, as unperceiv'd we took our ſtand, 


he back ward labours of her faitliers rand. 


Then urg'd, ſhe perfects her illuſtrious toils; 125 
A wonderous monument of ſemale e 

But you, oh peers! and thou, oh prince! give ear 
(I ſpeak aloud, that every Greck may hear): 
Dilmiſs the queen: and if her fire approves, 


7 "Anti t. 


r the Peer ſhe loves: 


T6 


But while your ſons commit th unpuniſh* d wrong, 1 


Though cold in death Ulyſſes breathes a. 


The conſcious lamp the midnight fraud fur 
120 


RN 
A, 
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Bid inſtant to prepare the bridal train, Why ceaſe we then the wrath of heaven to ſtay ? 
Nos let a race of princes wait in vain. Be humbled all, and lead, ye Great! the way. 196 
Though with a grace divine her ſoul is bleſt, For, lo! my words no kancy'd woes relate; 


And all Minerva breathes within her breaſt, 135 fl ſpeak from ſcience, and the voice is fate. N 
In wonderous arts than woman more renown'd, When great U ſylles fought the Phrygian ſhores 
And more than woman with deep wiidom | To ſhake with war proud Ilion's lofty towers, 200 
crown'd; Deeds then undone my faithful — foretold : 
Though Tyro nor Mycene match her name, | Heaven feal'd my words, and you thofe decds be- 
| Nor great Alcmena (the proud boaft of Fame) I fee (I cry'd) his woes, a countleſs train ; (hold. | 
| Yet, thus by heaven adorn'd, by heaven's decree,| I ſce his friends o'erwhelm'd beneath the main; 
She ſhines with fatal excellence to ther: 140 | How twice ten years from ſhore to ſhore he roams : 
With thee, the bowl we drain, indulge the feaſt, | Now twice ten years are paſt, and now he comes! 
Till righteous heaven reclaim her ſtubborn breaſt. } To whom Eurymachus—Fly, dotard, fly ! 
What tho' from pole to pole reſounds her name, With thy wiſe dreams, and fables of the ſky. 
The ſon's deſtruction waits the mether's fame : | Go prophecy at home; thy ſons adviſe : (ies. 
For, till ſhe leaves thy court, it is decreed, 145 Here thou art lage in vain I better read the 
Thy bowl to empty, and thy flock to bleed.  Unnumber'd birds gi. de through th? aerial way, 211 


While yet he ſpeaks, Telemachus replies: Vagrants of air, and unforeboding ſtray. 
Een nature ftarts, and what ye aſk denies. _ | Cold in the tomb, or in the deeps be low, 
Thus, ſhall I thus repay a mother's cares, Illes lies: ch, wert thou laid as low! 


Who gave me life, and nurs'd my infant years: 2? IT hen would that buſy head no broits fugget, 215 
1 While fad on foreign ſhores Ulyſſes treads, 151 Nor fire to rage Velemachus's breaſt. 
55 | Or glides a ghoſt with unapparent ſhades; From him fome bribe thy venal tongue requires, 
* How to Icarius in the bridal hour | And intereſt, not the God, thy voice inſpires. 
Shall I, by waſte undone, reſund the dower? | His guiielefs youth, if thy experienc'd age 
How from my father ſhould l vengeance dread ?155 1 Miſſed fallacions into ide t. pe, 220 
| How would my mother curſe my hated heal? {| Vengcance deforv'd thy malice ſhall reprefe, 
And white in wrath to vengeful fiends ſhe cries, | 4 but augment the wrongs thon vouldſt re- 
How from their heli would vengeful fiends ariſe ? | Cel2zmachus may bid rhe queen repair * ! 
Abkcrr'd by all, accurs'd my name would grow, | To yreat !carius, whoſe paternal care 
The earth's difgrace, and human-kind my foe. 160 | Will guide her paſſion, and reward her choice, 225 
It this diſpleaſe, wiry urge ye here your ſtay] [| With 'weal: ty dower, and brid ] gifts of price. 5 
Ilaſte from the court, ye ſpoilers. baſte away: rin the retires, determin'd we remain, q 


H Waſte in wild riot, what your had allows, [And both the prince avd auzur thre: | 15 bd A 
| There ply the early feaſt, and late caronſe. [is pride of words, and thy wild dream ef fate, 
But if, ro honour loft, tis ſtill de creed 166 Move not the brave, or only move their hate. 230 


| | bor you my bowls ſha! flow, my flocks ſhall bleed ;j Threat on, O Prince I elude the bridal day, 
| ludge and aſſert my right, impertial Jove | | 


'ihreat on, till all thy ſtores in waſte decay. 
By him, and all th' immortal hoſt above, « ru, Greece affords a train of lovely dames, 
| A facred oath) if heaven the power ſupply, [270! In wealth and beauty worthy of our flames: 
| Veneeance ! row, aud for your wrones ye « di- But never from this nobler ſuit we ceaſe: 275 | 
Wit: that, two cagles from a mountain's heght | Fur wealth and beauty lefs than virtue pleate. | 
By Tove's command direct their rapid flight: deo whom the vouth ; Since then in vain | tell 


Swiſt they deſccud, with wing to wing conzein'd, My numerous woes, in filence let them dwell. 
Stretch their broad plumes, aud float upon rs But Heaven, and all the Greeks, have heard * 
| wind, | Donn: 

Above th'ſſembled peers they . heel on high 75 To Heaven. and all the Greeks, wt belongs, | 
And clang their wings, and naverin, g bear the ſky; Vet this l aſk, (nor be it aſc'd in vain) 24 
Wich ardent eyes the rival train they threat, 8 
And. ſhri-king loud, denounce approaching Fate | The realms of Pyle and Sparta to explore, 

Tucy cult, they tear ; cl. cir checks and neck they And fock my royal fire rom ſhore to ſhore : | 
rend. [end : 180 lf, or to Fame his doubtful Fate be AIG, 243 

And from their pl: mes h. age drops of blood de-} Or to be learn'd from oracics alone ? 5 

They, ſailing vr the domes and towers, they fly If vet he lives; with patience l ſorbear, | 
: Full tow'rd the ew!t, and mount into the fc. Till the fleet hours reſtore the circling year: 

| the wordering rivals gazy with cares oppreſt, | But if already wandering in the train 
| And ching kerrers freeze in every breaſt. Of empty ſhudes; I mearure back the main, 


A bark to waft me o'er the rolling main ; 


250 


Fill, big with knors Edge of approaching woes, Plant the fair column o'er the mighty dead, 

he prince of augurs, Halitherſes, roſe; 186 And yield his contort to the nuptial bed, 

rFreivient he view'd thi aCrial tracks, and dre v He ceas'd; and while the peers avun'd attend, | 
A ſure preſage from every wing that flew. | Mentor aroſe, Ulvſics' faithful friend: [257 


Fe ſons {he cry'd) of Ithaca, give ear, When fierce in arms he ſcupht the te: nee of war, 
Hear ali ! but chiefly you, oh rivals ! hear. 190 « My friend, (he cry'd) my palace te thy care; 


Deſtruction ſure o'er all your heads impends; “ Years roll'd on years my gudlike fr: ; decay. | 3 
Ulyff.z comes, and death his ſteps attends. “% Guard thou Tus ave, and 1s kete'ts e 2. 
Nor to the great alone is death drecrced ; .  IStera as he roſe. he caſt his eyrs are 2) I ein'“, 


* * 0 3 


We and cur guilty Ithaca mult bleed. 2 Inas flaſh'd with rage; and as "6 pet: 


192 


O never, never more ! let king be juſt, 
Be mild in power, or faithful to his truſt ! 


261 


Let tyrants govern with an iron rod, 


Oppreſs, deſtroy, and be the ſcourge ef God: 
Since he who like a father held his reign, 


265 
So ſoon forgot, was jutt and mild in vain! 


True, while my friend is griev'd, his gricts I ſhare; 


* 


Zut hence retreating to your domes repair; 


Te low'd the father: go, the fon attend. 


8 


Yet now the rivals are my ſmalleſt care: 
They, for the mighty miſchieſs they deviſe, [270 
Ere long ſhall pay—their for feit lives the price. 
But againſt you, ye Greeks! ye coward train, 
Gods! how my ſon] is mov'd with juſt diſdain! 
Dumb ye all ſtand, and not one tongue affords 
His injur'd prince the little aid of words. 

While yet he ſpoke, Leecritus rejoin'd: 275 
O pride of words, and arrogance of mind! 


Would ſt thou to riſe i in arms, the Greeks, adviſe? | 


in all your powers! in arms, ye Greeks, zrile ! 
et would your yowns: in vain our ſtrength op- 

poſe ! 

The valiant few o'ermatch an hott of foes. 

Should great Ulyſſes ſtern apprar in arms, 

While the bowl circles, and the banquet warms ; 

| Thoogh to his breaſt his ſpouſe with tranſport 
flies, 

Torn any her breaſt, that hour, Ulvſſes dies. 


280 


285 
To arm the veſſel. Mentor! be thy care, 

And, Halitherſes! thine: be each his friend; 
But yet, I truſt, the boaſter means to ſtay : 


Then, wich a ruſhing ſound, th' affembly bend, 


| Diverſe their ſteps : the rival rout aſcend 


The royal dome; while ſad the prince explores 
Ine neighbouring main, and ſor row ing treads the 
ſhores. 


There, as the waters o'er his hands he ſhed, 295] 
The royal ſuppliant ro Minerva pray'd : 


O Goddets ! who dcfcending from the ſkies 


Vouchſaf'd thy preſence to my wondering eyes, 


By whoſe commands the raging deeps l trace, 


And ſcek my lire thro' ſtorms and rolling ſeas ! 300 


Fear from thy heavens above, oh, warrior-maid ! |] 


Dorn, the Ulyſſes of thy age to viſe! 
If to the ſon the father's worth deſcends, 


Deſcend once more propitious to my aid. 


Without thy preſence, vain is thy command: 


Greece, and the rival train, thy voice withſtand. 
Indulgent to his prayer the Goddeſs took 305 


Lage Mentor's form, and thus like Mentor ſpuke. 


O prince, in early youth div: _—y wile, 


[3x0 


O'er the wide wares ſucceſs thy ways atrends : 


vw 


—— — 


To tread the walks of death he ſtood prepar'd; 


And what he greatly thought, he nobly dar'd. 
Were net wiſe ions deſcendents of the wiſe, 


And did not herocs ſrom brave heroes riſe: 


And all Penelope thy foul infpires : 


315 
Vain were my hopes: few ſons attain the praiſe 
Of their great ſires, and moſi their fires diſgrace. 


But fince thy veins paternal virtue fires, 


Go, and ſuccetd ! the rivals aims deſpiſe ; 

For never, never, wicked man was wiſe. 320 
Blind they re;oice, tough now, ev'nnow they fall, 
Death haſtes amain: one hour © crwhelms them all! 
And lo, with feed we pleuyh the watery way, 


N' rover naht g aard ther, 299 my hend convey :; 


| The ſong is notle, and impiovs is the feaſt. 


I | And manly thoughts inſpir'd by manly age, 


3855 
Safe in the court, nor tempt the watery way. 290 Here, or in Pyle.—in Pyle, or here, your foe. 


| Dertfive taunts were e ſpread from gueſt to guet, 
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The winged veſſel ſtudious I prepare 
Through ſeas and realms companions of 
{Thou to the court aſcend : and to the ſhores 
When night advances) bear the naval ftores ; 


325 
Care. 


And generous wine, which thoughtful forrow flies. 


Shall ſpeed abroad, a valiant choſen band. 
Wide o'er the bay, by veſſel veſſel rides ; 
The beſt I chooſe to waft thee o'er the tides. 


She ſpoke : to his high dome the prince returns, 


And, as he moves, with royal anguiſh mourns. 336 
Twas riot all, among the lawleſs train; | 

' Boar bled by boar, and goat by goat lay flain. 
Arriv'd, his hand the gay Antinous preſt, 


| And, thus deriding, with a ſmile addreſt: 340 


Indui ge the genial hour, unbend thy ſoul, 


Studious to caſe thy grief, our care provides 345 
| 'Lhe bark, to waft thee o'er the ſwelling tides. 

Is this, returns the prinet, ſor mirth a time? 
When lawleſs gluttons riot, mirth's a crime 
The luſcious wines, diſhonour's loſe their taſte; 


359 
' Suffice it to have ſpent with ſwift decay 
| The wealth of kings. and made my youth a prey. 
| But now the wiſe inſtructions of the ſage, 


Teach me to ſeck redreſs for all my woe, 
Deny your veſſels, ye deny in vain ; 55 e 
A private voyager | paſs the main. 


| r 
And where on earth I live, I live your foe. 360 
Sternly his hand withdrew, and ſtrode away. 


feaſt, 


And cach in jovial muod his mate addreſt: 


big with revenge, the mighty warrior flies 


And kills us all in one tremendous draugh 't ? 


| Or, who can ſay (his gameſome mate : replice 


| But, while the danyers of the deeps he trics, 
He, like his fire, may tink depriv'd of breath, 
And puniſh us unkindly by his death? 

| What mighty latours would he then creatz, 

| To ſeize his treaſures, and divide his tate, 

| The royal palace to the quern r. 

Or him ſhe bleſſes in the bridal day 


; Where lay the treaſures of th Ithacian race; 
lere ruddy braſs and gold refulgent blaz d; 


rhere poliſh'd cheſts embruĩder d veſtures grac'd ; 


Here jars of oil breath'd forth a rich perfume ; 
There caſks of wine in rows adorn'd the domme 335 
(Pure flaverous wine, by Gods in bounty given, 
And worthy to exalt the fcaſts of heaven). 
 Untouch'd they ſtocd, till, his long labours o'er, 

| The great Ulyſſes reach d his native ſhore. 


Bread, that decaying man with ſtrength ſupplies, 7 
Mean while the mariners, by my command, 331 
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Grieve not, oh, daring prince! that noble heart: 
Ill ſuits gay youth the ſtern heroic part; . 


Leave thought to age, and drain the lowing bowl. 


Free breathe the winds, and free the billows 
He ſpoke and frown'd, nor jonger deign'd toftay, 


3 ver all the dome, they quaff, hey 3 


Tremble ye not, oh friends! and coward iy. 206 | 
| Doom'd by the ſtern 'Telemachus to die? 
To Pyle or Sparta to demand ſupplies, 


Or comes from Ephyre with poiſons fraughc, 38 
275 


Mean time the lofty rooms tl. e prince ſurveys. 320 
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A double — cf bars ſecurꝰd the gates: 390 She bids the mariners, prepar'd, to ſtand, 

Faſt by the door the wiſe Euryciea waits: When night deſcends, embody'd on the ſtrand. 

Euryclea, who, great Ops! thy Laeage mar d, Then to Notmon ſwift ſne runs, the flics, 

And watch'd all night, Il day; a faithful guard. And afks a bark: the chief a bark ſupplies. 435 
To whom the prince: O thou, whoſe guardian | And now decluune » ith ks floping wheels, 

care ſair; Down ſunk the fur | und tle welt rn bills 
Ners'd the moſt wretched king that breathes the The Coddef- o- d the veiiels from the inores, 
Untouch'd and ſacred may theſe veſſels ſtead, 33S And ftow's . ithin ite won h the naval llores. 


Till great Ulyſſes views his native land. Full in the per hg the {ſpacious main 440 
But by thy care twelve urns of wine be fiild; lt rides; and now deſccnus the faior-troim 
Rex't theſe in worth, and firm thoſe aims be Next, to the court, impa:ient of delay, 
ſeal'd; Wich rapid ſtep the Goditile ur 1d her way! 
a And twice ten meaſures of the 3 ficur 400 There every cye with lun. ocrous chains ſhe 
f Prepat'd, ere yet deſcends the evening hour. bound, 
For when the favouring Prades of N iht riſe, And daſu'd the flowi: g goblet to the ground, 415 
And peaceful flumbe:s cloſe my mother's eyes, | Drowfy they rote, with heavy ſumes oppreſt, 
Me Ga our coaſts thall ſpreading ſails convey, | Reci'd from the palace, and *-tir'd to ret. 
To feck Ulyſles through the watery way. 4200 "hen thus, in Metitor's reverend form array'd, 
While yet he ſpoke, ſhe fill'e the walls with] Spoke to Telemachus the martial maid 
tritt, Lo! on the feas, prepar'd the veſſel ſtands, 450 
Ard tears ran trickling from her aged eyes. [h' im patient mariner thy ſpecd demands. 
Oh whither, whither flies my ſon ? ſhe cry'd, | Swift as the puke, with rapid pace ſhe leads; 
Io realms that rocks and roaring ſcas divide? Ike focttteps of the Deity he treads. 
la foreign land- thy father's days decay'd, 416 | 8a iſt to the ſhore they move: along the ſtrand 
And forcign lands conta:n the mighty dead. The ready veſſel rides, the ſailors ready ſtand 458 


The watery way ill- ſated ii thou try, He bids them bring their ſtores ; th _—C 
All, all muſt periſh, and by fraud you die! (main; train 
Then ſtay, my child! ſtorms beat, and rolls the ' Load the tall bark, and launch into the main. 
h., beat thote ſtorms, and roll che ſeas in vain ! he Prince and Goddeſs to the ſtern aſcend; 
= 2 Far hence _yS the prince) thy fears be! To the ſtrong ſtroke at once the rowers bead. 
„ driven: | ven. Full ſrom the welt ſhe bids :reſh breezes blow ; 460 | 
| Heaven calls me forth! theſe counſ-ls are of Hea- The ſable biliows fo.m aud roar below | 
But, by the powers that hate the p+r;ur'd, ſwear, Ihe chief his orders gives; th' obedient band | 
To keep my voyage from the royal „ Wirth due obſervance wait the chick's command! 


| Nor uncompell' d the dangerous truth betray, 420 With ſpeed the maſt they rear, with ſp.ed whiad 
Till twice fix times deſcends the lamp of day; 'Fhe ſpacious ſuert, and itretch it to the wit. 465 
Leſt the fad tale a mocher's life impair, High o'er the rearing waves the ſpreading fails 
And grief deſtroy what time a while would fa: | Bow the tall maſt, and ſwell before the gales; 
Thus he. The n:atron with upliſted eyes he crooked keel the parting ft; ye dvi es, 
Atteſts tli all-ſeeing Sovereign ofthe ſkies. 425 | And to the itcrn recreating roll the tides, 
Then ſtudious ſhe prepares the choiceſt flour, | Andnow they ſhip their cars, and crown with u ine 
The ſtrength of wheat, and wines an ample ſore. | The holy goblet ro the powers divine; 471 
_ While o the rival train the prince returns, | Imploring all the Gods that reign . e 
wh The martial Goddeſs with impatience burns; But chief the bluc-zy'd progeny of Jove. 
| Like thee, I'clemachus, in voice and ſize, 439} Thus all the night they ſtem the liquid way, 
With ſpecd divine from ſtreet to ſtreet ſhe flies, | And end their voyage with the moruiag ray. 475 


BOOK 1. 


THE ARGUMENT. 
The Interview of A ant Wer: 


'F: Telemachus — by Pallas in the ſhape of Mentor, arrives in the morning at Pylee, andere N. for and his 

Ft are ſacr ficing on the ſea-ſbore to Neptune. Telcmachus declares the occaſion of his coming ; Neſlor 
| relates what paſt in their return frem Troy, how their fleets were ſeparat-d, an i be neuer ſiuce * of 
Ulyſſes. They, diſcourſe concerning the death of Agamemnon, the revenge of Oreſtes, and the i;juri.s of the 

ſuitors. Neſtor adviſes him to go to Sparta, and inquire further of Meucluus. The ſacr fice ended with the 
night, Minerva vaniſbes from them in the form of an eagl: : Telema:b 5s is lolged in the palace. The n A 
r ERR Minerva ; und —— Sn on bis Jnomy bs Sparta, attenced by 

iſt;iratus. 


The ſcene lies en the 
The ſn tir the ſo du.. 


Var. 


Bh 


"© Before old Neleus? venerable walls. 


Meet the 


194 
* ee above the waters raiv'd, | 
Through heav'ns eternal brazen 
blaz'd ; 2 
And wide o'er earth diffus d bis cheering ray 
To Gods and men to give the golden day. 
Now on the coaſt of Pyle the veſicl falls, 5 


There, ſuppliant to the monarch of the flood, 
At nine ꝑreen theatres the Py lians ſtood. 
Each held five hundred a deputed train), 

At each, nine oxen on the ſand lay ſlain. IO 

They take the entrails, and the altars load 
With ſmoking thighs, an offering to the God. 

Full for the port the Ithacenſians ſtand, 

And turl their ſails, and iſſue on the laud. 

Telemachus already preſt the ſhore; 

Not firſt. the Power of Wiſdom march'd before, 

And, ere the ſacrificing threng he join'd, 

Admoniſh'd thus his well-attending mind: 

Proceed, my fon! this youthful ſhame expel; 
An honeſt buſineſs never bluſh to tell. 20 

To learn what fates thy wretched fire detain, 

We paſs d the wide immeaſurable main 

the ſenior far renown'd for ſenſe, 

With reverend awe, but decent confidence : 

Urge him with truth to frame his fair replies; 25 

And ſure he will: for Wiſdom never lies. 

On, tell me, Mentor! tell me, faithful 

(The youth with prudent modeſty — 1 

How ſhall I meet, or how accoſt the ſage, 1 

 UnſkilF'din ſpeech, nor yet mature of age? 30 
Awrſul th approach, and hard the taſk — 

To queſtion wiſely men of riper years. 

To whom the martial Goddeſs thus rejoin'd: 


Search, for ſome thoughts, thy ow ting 


| And — d dated by heavenly power, 35 
Shall riſe ſpontaneous in the needfu] hour. 

For nought unproſperous ſhall thy ways attend. 
Zorn wich good omens, and with heaven thy friend. 
She ſpoke, and led the way with ſwifteſt ſpeed; 
As ſwi r, the youth purſued the way ſhe led; 40 
And join'd the band beſore the ſacred fire, 

Where fate, encompaſt with his ſons, the fire. 
The youth of Pylos, ſome on pointed wood 
Transfix d the fragments, ſome prepar'd the food. 
In friendly throngs they gather to embrace 45 
Their unknown gueſts, and at the banquet place. 
Piſiſtratus was firſt, to graſp their hands, 
And ſpread ſoft hides u pon the yellow ſands; 
Along the ſhore th illuſtrious pair he led, 


I_w 


Where Neſtor ſate with youthſul Thraſymed. 50 


To each a portion of the ſeaſi he bore, 
And held the golden goblet foaming o'er; 
Iden firſt aproaching to the elder gneſt, 


The latent Goddeſs in theſe words addreſt: [ss} 


| Whoc'er thou art, whom Fortune brings to keep 
The rites of Neptune, monarch of the deep, 

The firſt it fits, oh ſtranger! to prepare 

hee due libation and the ſolemn prayer: 

Then give thy friend to ſhed the ſacred wine: 

Though much thy younger, and his years 42 

mine, Go 

He too, 1 deem, implores the Powers divine: 

1 or all mankind alike require their grace, 

All borr to want; a miſerable race! | 
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| | To ſce the preference due to facred age 


ever by the juſt and ſage. 

Of Ocean's king ſhe then implores the 

Oh, thou! whoſe arms this ample globe ws, 
' Fulfil our wiſh, and let thy glory thine 70 
On Neſtor firſt, and Neſtor's royal line : bs 
Next grant the Pylian ſtates their juſt defires, 


| Pleas'd with their hecatomb's aſcending fires; 


Laſt deign Telemachus and me to bleſs, - 
And crown our voyage with deſir'd ſucceſs. 75 
Thus ſhe; and, having paid the rite divine, 


| Gave to Ulyſſes fon the reſy wine. 


Suppliant he pray d. And, now the victims dreſt, 
They draw, divide, and celebrate the ſeaſi. 


Now, gentle gueſts! the genial banquet o der, 


It firs to aſk you, what your native hore, 


And whence your race? on what adventure, ſay, 


Relate if "buſineſs or the thirſt of gain, 
Engage your journey o'er the pathleſs main : 


The lives of others, venturous of their own. 
Urg'd by the precepts by the Goddeſs given, 90 
And fill'd with confidence infus'd from heaven, 
The youth, whom Pallas deſtin'd to be wiſe 


And fam'd among the ſons of men, replies: 
| Toquir'ſt thou, father! from what coaſt we came R 


(Oh, grace and glory of che Grecian name!) 
From where high Ithaca o erlooks the = Wy 


woods, 
Us to theſe ſhores our filial duty 2 
A private ſorrow, not a public caule. 


Has told the glories of his noble name, 

The great Ulyſſes: fam'd from ſhore to ſhore 
For valour much, ſor hardy ſuffering mort. 
Long time with thee before proud lion's wall, 
In arms he foug 
Of all the chicfs, this hero's fate alone 
Has Jove reſerv'd, unheard of, 
ether i in fields by hoſi:le fury ain, 
Or ſunk by tempeſts in the gulfyſ main? 


Lo! at thy knee his ſuppliant fon appears. 
If or thy certain eye, or curious ear, 


Prepar d ſtand; he was but born totry 
he lot of man; to ſuſſer and to die. 

Oh then, if ever through the ten years war 
The wife, the good Ulyſſes claim'd thy care; 


True in his deed, and ll to his word : 


Search all thy ſtores of ſaithſul memory: | 
"Tis ſacred Truth I aſk, and aſk of thee. wo 


O ſriend | what ſorrows doſt thou bring to mind? 
Shall I the long laborious ſcene review, 
And open all the wounds of Greece anew ? | 


Dauntleſs we rov'd, Achilles led the way: 130 


| He ſpake, and io her hand preſerr'd the bowl: 
A lecret plealure touch d Athena's foul, 65 


«| What toils by land! where mix'd in fatal fight 
Such numbers fell, ſuch heroes ſunk 20 night: :; 


The banquet done, the narrative old man, $0 | 
T5 | Thus mild, the pleaſing conference began: | 


Thus far ye wander through the watery way? 85 


Where ſavage pirates ſeek through ſeas unknown 


My fire | ſeek, where-e'er the voice of Fame 709 : 


* « . + 66 Te” et — * 
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Brown with oO crarching ſhades and 2 By 1 


V 


Of this to learn, oppreſt with tender ſears, 110 


Have learnt his fate, the whole dark ſtory avi - 
And, oh! whate'er heaven Ceſtin'd to betide, 
1.ct neither flat tery ſmooth, nor pity Dive. II 


If e'er he join'd thy council, or thy ſword, _ 


Far as thy mind through backward time c can 1 


Io bim experienc'd Neſtor thus re join d: 1128 


What toils by fea | where dark in queſt of pre7ỹß 


he; with thee beheld Fer fall. 205 


IF a F 


. 


30 
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There Ajax great, Achilles there the brave, 


There wife Patroclus, fill an early grave: 


There too my ſun—ah, once my beſt delight, 135 


Once ſwift of foot, and terrible in fight; 


Antilochus - what more can | relate ? 
How tract the tedious feries of our fate? 


In whom ſtern courage with ſaft virtue join'd, 
A faultleſs body, aud a blamclefs mind: | 


1a 


Not added years on years my taſk could cloſe, 


The long hiſtorian of my country's woes: 

Back to thy native iſſand might 'ſt thou ſail, 
And leave half-heard the melancholy tale. 

Nine painful years on that deteſted ſhore, 


145 


What ſtratagemis we ſorm'd, what teils we bore ! 
Still labouring on, till ſcarce at laſt we found 


Far o'er the reſt thy mighty father ſnin'd, 
In wit, in prudence, and in force of mind. 


Art thou the ſon of that illuſtrious ſire ? | 
With joy 1 graſp thee, and with love admire. 
$0 like your voices, and your words fo wiſe, 


Great Jove propitious, and our congueſt crown' d. 


150 


\ 


Who finds thee younger mult conſult his eyes. 


Alike to council or th' aflembly came, 


With equal ſouls, and ſentiments the ſame. 


Thy ſire and I were one; nor vary'd ought 155 
ln public ſentence, or in private thought; 


But when (by Wiſdom won) proud Illion burn'd, 
And in their ſhips the conquering Greeks re- 


turn'd :; | 


Tons God's high will the victors to divide, 


Nor herald {worn the ſeſſion to proclaim). 


Sour with debauch a recling tribe they came. 
Io theſe the cauſe of meeting they explain, 
And Menelaũs moves to croſs the main; 


Not fo the king of men: he will'd to ſtay : 


Theſe ſacred rites and hecatombs to pay, 
And calm Minerva's wrath. Oh, blind to 


Fate! 


N The Gods not lightly change their love, or hate. 


160 


And turn th' event, confounding human pride: 
Z8iome he deſtroy' d, ſome ſcatrer'd as the duſt, 
Not all were prudent, and not all were juſt). 
I ben Diſcord, ſent by Pallas from above, 

Stern daughter of the great avenger Jove, 
The brother-kings inſpir'd with fell debate: 
Who call'd to council all th* Achaian ſtate, 
But call'd untimely (not the ſacred rite 
Obſerv'd, nor heedful of the ſetting light, 


165 


17 


1 


W*th ireful taunts each other they oppoſe, 


Till in loud tumult all the Greeks aroſe. 
| Now different counſels every breaſt divide, 

Each burns with rancour to the adverſe fide 
Th' unquiet night ſtrange projects entertain'd 


(So Jove, that urg'd us to our fate, ordain d). 


But half the people with reſpe& obey'd 
The king of men, and at his bidding ſtay'd. 


To bleſs our ſafe return we join in prayer; 
But angry Jove diſpers'd our vows in air, 


We with the rifing morn our ſhips unmoor'd, 185 
And brought our captives and our ſtores aboard; 


| Now on the wings of winds our courſe we keep 
l For God had ſmooth'd the waters of the deep; 
For Tenedos we ſpread our eager oars, 
There land, and pay due victims to the Powers: 


191 


| 


And rais'd new diſcord. Then (fo Heaven de- 


creed) 
Ulyſſes firſt and Neſtor diſagreed: 


195 


Wiſe as he was, by various counſels ſway'd, 

He there, though late, to pleaſe the monarch, 
But l, determin'd, ſtem the foamy floods, (lay d. 
Warn'd of the coming fury of the Gods. 200 
With us, Tydides fear d, and urg d his haſte ; 
And Menclais came, but came the laſt, 

He join'd our veſſels in the Leſbian bay, 

While yet we doubted of our watery way; 5 
If to the tight to urge the pilot's coil, 205 
(The fafer road) beſide the Pſyrian iſle; | 
Or the ſtraight courſe tu rocky Chios plough, 

And anchor under Mima's ſhaggy brow ? 

We ſought directicn of the Power divine: 
The God propitious gave the guiding ſign; 210 
Through the mild ſcas he bid our navy ſteer, 

And in Eubœa ſhun the woes we fear. 

The whiſtling winds already wak'dathe ſty ; 
Before the whiſtling winds the veſſcls fly, 

With rapid ſwiftneis cut the liquid way, 215 
And reach Gereſtus at the -oint of day. | 
There hecatombs of bulls, to Neptune flain, 
High-flaming plcaſe the monarch of the main. 
The ſourth day ihune, when all their labour 


o'er, | 


| Tydides' veſſels touch'd the wiſh'd-for ſhore. 220 


But I to Pylos ſcud before the gales, 

The Gods ſtill breathing on my ſwelling fails; 
Separate from all, I ſafely landed here 

Their fates or fortuncs never reach'd my ear. | 
Vet what | learn'd, attend: as here | ſate, 225 
And aſk'd each voyager each hero's fate; 0 
Curious to know, and willing to relate. 
Safe reach'd the Myrmidons their native land, 
Beneath Achilles* warlike fon's command. . 
Thoſe, whom the heir of great Apollo's art, 230 
Brave Philoctetes, taught to wire; the durt; 


Had led, f:curely croft the dreadful main. 

How Agamemnon touch'd his Argive coaſt, 
And how his life by fraud and force he loſt, 235 
And how the murderer paid his forfeit breath ; 
What lands fo diſtant from that ſcene of death _ 


5 U thoſe whom Idomen from lion's plain 
o| 


aan | | | 
How well the fon appeas'd the ſlaughter'd fice! 
Ev'n to th' unhappy, that unjuſtly bleed, 240 
Heaven gives poſterity, t' avenge the dee. 
So fell Ægyſthus; and may ſt thou, my friend, 


Ion whom the virtnes of thy fire deſcend) 
180 


Make future time thy equal act adore, . 
And be what brave Oreſtes was before! 245 
The prudent youth reply d: O thou the grace 

And laſting glory of the Grecian race! FE. 

Juſt was the vengeance, and to lateſt days 
Shall long poſterity reſaund the praiſe. 
Some God this arm with equal proweſs bleſs! 250 


And the proud ſuitors ſhall its force conicſs : 


Injurious men! who while my foul is fore 
Of freſh affronts, are meditating more. 

But Heaven denies this honour to my hand, 
Nor ſhall my father repoſſeſs the land: 266 
The father's fortune never to return, 5 

And the ſad ſon's to ſuſſer and to mourn ? 
Thus he; and Neſtor took the word: My fe 

Is it then true, as diſtant rumours run, Ml 
That crowds of rivals for thy mother's chart 


| Thy palace fil with infults and alarms ? 


* 


ITS] T | 


a 


The happy ſon will, as the father, aid, 


80 * ſhe love thee, ſo thy ſoul it ſpire l 
And long obhivion of the bridal bed. 
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Say, is the fault through | tame ſubmiſſion thine ? ? 
Or, leagued againſt thee, do thy people join, 8 


Mov'd by ſome oracle, cr voice divine? 


And yet who knows, but ripening lies in fate 265 


An hour of vengeance for th' afflicted ſtate; 


When great Ulyſſes ſhall ſuppreſs theſe harms, 
Uly ſl: s ſingly, or all Greece in arms. + 
But if Athena, war's triumphant maid, | 
270 
(Whoſe fame and Caf: ty was her conſtant care 

In every «vanger, and in every war: 

Never ou man did heavenly favour r thine 


Wi h rays fo ſtrong, diſtinguiſh d, and divine, 


As thoſe with which Miverva-mark'd thy fire} 275 
Soon ſhould their hopes in humble duſt be ns, 


Ah! no tuch hope (the prince with fighs re- 
plies} [nies. | 


Can touch my breat; that bleſſing Heaven de- 


Ev'n by celeſtial favour were it giren. 281 
Fortune or Fate will croſs the will of Heaven. 
What words are theſe, and what imprudence 
2 | 
(Thus interpos'd the martial Maid divine) 


 Forgerful youth! but know, the Power above 285 


With eaſe can ſave each object of his love; 


Wide as his will extends his boundleſs grace: 


Nor loſt in time, nor cireumſcrib'd by place. 


Happier his lot, who, many ſorrows paſt, 


Long labouring gains his naral ſhore at laſt: 


Than who, too ſpe edy, haſtes to end bis life 


By ſome ſtern ruffian, or adulterous wife. 


Death only is the lot which none can miſs, 
And all is poſſible to Heaven, but this. 


: Paſs we to other ſubjeQs; BE engage 


The beſt, the deaʒ eſt favourite of the ſky 
Muſt taſte that cup, fer man is born to Ss. | 
Thus check d, reply'd Ulyſſes” prudent heir: 
Mentor, no more - the mournſul thought fo bear; 
For he no more muſt draw his country's breath, 
Already ſnatch'd by face, ang the black doom of 
4 death! 300 


295 


DODn themes remote the venerable ſage 


How he, the mighty Agamemnon, ſcll? 
By what ſtrange fraud Zgyſthus wrought, relate 
| (By force he could not) ſuch a hero's fate? 
Liv'd Menelaiis not in Greece! or where 
Was then the martial brother's pious care? 
CTendemn'd perhaps ſome foreign ſhore to tread; 
Or ſure Ægyſthus had not dar d the deed. 


Of men decay, and through tkree ages ſhin'd 


(Who thrice has ſeen the periſhcble kind 5 


Like Gods majeſtic, and like Gods in mind. 305% 
For much he knows, and juſt cuncluſions draws, 


From various precedents, and various laws. 


O ſon of Neleus! awful Neſtor, tell 
[zro 


315 
To whom the full of days: Illuſtrious youth 


| Attend (though partly thou haſt gueſt) the truth. 
For had the martial Menelaiis found 


The ruffian breathing yet on Argive ground; 


Nor earth had hid his carcaſe from the ſkies, 320 


Nor Grecian virgins ſhriek'd his obſe quies 


But fowls obſcene diſmember'd his remains, 
And dogs had torn him on the naked plains. 
kile us the work of bloody Mars employ'd, 


A Tune wanton youth 1 — peace "wy 4d; 325 


apollo teuch'd him with his gentle dart; 
Even with the rudder in his hand he fell. 


5 Amaſſing g gold, and gathering naval ſtores; 


OMER. 


* ſtreteh'd at eaſe in Argos calm receſs, 


V Foſe ſtately ſteeds luxuriant paſtures bleſs) 
With flattery's inlinuating art. 


The royal dame his lawleſs ſuit deny d. 


| For vit tue's image yet poſſeſt her mind, 


Taught by a maſter of the turcful Dad: 

Atrides, parting from the "Trojan war, 
Conſign'4 the youthful confort to his care. 335 
True to his charge, the bard preſerv'd her long 
In honour's limits; ſuch the power of ſong. 

But when the Gods theſe objects of their hate 
 Dragg'd to deſtruction, by the links of fate; 
The bard they baniſh'd from his native foil, 340 


And left all helpleſs in a deſert ifle ; 


There he, the ſweeteſt of the facred train, 
Sung dying to the rocks, but ſung in vain. 
Then Virtue was no more; her guard away, 
dhe fell, to luſt a voluntary prey. 
Ev'n to the temple ſlalk d ti adulter ous ſpouſe, 
With impious thanks, and mockery of vows, 
With images, with garments, and with gold; 
And odoruus ſumes from loaded altars roll d. 
Mean time from flaming roy we cut the way, 
With Meneluiis, through the curling ta. 351 
But when to Sunium's ſacred point we came, 
Crown'd with the temple of the Athenian dame; 
 Arrides? pilot, Phrontes, there expir'd 
{Pkrontes, of all the ſons of men admir'd 
Io ſteer the bounding bark with ſteady toil. 
When the ſtorm thickens, and the billows — 
While yet he exercis'd the ſteerman's _ 


Lo rer whoſe honours to the ſhades of hell, 
We <:eck'd our haſte, by picus cffice bound, 


And laid our old companion in the ground. = 
Ard now, the rites diſcharg'd, our courſæ we keep 


365 = 


Far on the zloomy boſom of the deep: 
Soon as Malau's miſty tops ariſe, 
\ Sudden the I hunderer blackens all the ſkies, 


And the winds whiſtle, aud the ſurges roll 


Mountains on mout:tains, and obſcure the pole. 
The tempeſt ſc-rters and divides our fleet: 
Part tne ſtorm urges on the caaſt of Crete, 


The ſtreams of Jardan iſſue to the main. 
There ſtands a rock, high eminent and ſteep, 
Whoſe ſoggy brow o 'erhangs the ſhady deep. 375 
And views Gortyna on the weſtern fide, 

On this rough Auſter drove th' impetuous tide : 
With broken force the billows roll'd away, 

And heav'd the fleet into te neighbouring bay; 


| | Chus ſav'd from death, they gain'd the *. 


ſhores, 
With ſhatter'd veſſels, and diſabied oars : 
But five tall barks the winds and waters toſt, 
Far from their fellows on the Ægyptian coaſt. | 
There wander'd Menelaus through foreign ay” 
3% 
While curſt Egyſthus the detefled deed 
By fraud bull d, and his brother bled. 
Seven years the traitor rich Mycenz ſway'd, 
And his ſtern rule the groaning land obey'd ; 
The eighth, from Athens, to his realm 4 d. 39e 
Oreſtes brandiſh the revenging ſword, 


Sooth'd the frail queen, and poiſon'd all her heart. | 
At firſt, with worthy ſhame and decent pride, 330 


343 


38 


37 
Where, winding round the rich Cydonian plain, 


* 
F 
: 

4 


| 
| 
| 
[ 
| 


And ſcek Atrides on the Spartan ſhore. | 
He, wandering long, a wider circle made, 


Amid the monſtrous wonders of the deeps; 410 
(A length of ocran and unbounded ſky, 
Which ſcarce the ſea-losl in a year o'erfly). 


| Thee to \trides they ſhall ſafe convey, 
Guides of thy road, companions of thy way. 


And twilight grey her cvening ſhade extends. 
Then thus the blue-cy'd Maid ; O full of days! 8 


Now immolate the tongues, and mix the wine, 
Sacred to Neptune and the Powers divine. 426 
The lamp of day is quench'd beneath the . 
And ſaiĩt approach the balmy hours of ſleep: 

Nor fits it to prolong the heavenly feaſt, 


So ſpake Jove' s daughter, the celeſtial Maid. 
The ſober train attended and obey'd. 


From bowl to bowl the holy beverage flows: 455 
The tongues they caſt upon the ſragrant flame, 


The youthful hero and th* Athenian Maid, 440 


And in their hollow bark to paſs the mane; 

But this the hoſpitable ſage deny'd. | 
Fordbid it, jove! and all the Gads ! ! he ery d. [445 
Thus from my wai:s the much-lov'd fon to ſend 
Of ſucha hero, and of ſuch a friend! TR 
Me, as ſome needy praſant, would ye leave, 1 
Whom Heaven d-nics the bleſſing to relieve? 


Or as my children imitate their f ire, 
Here ſhall the wandering ilranger find his home, 
And hoſpitable rites adorn the dome. 


| Belov'd old man! benevolent as wile, Sage Neſtor lil's it, aud the ſ:zzptre tway'd. 
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Slew the dire pair, and gave to funeral flame 
The vile aſſaſſin, and adulterous dame. 

That day, ere yet the bloody triumphs ceaſe, 
Return'd Atrides to the coaſt of Greece. 365 
And ſafe to Argos“ port his navy brought, 


With gifts of price and ponderous treaſure fraught. 


Hence warn'd, my fon, beware! nor idly ſtand 
Too long a ſtran;er to thy native land; 

Leſt heedleſs abſence wear thy wealth away, 400 
While lawleſs feaſters in thy palace ſway ; 
Perhaps may ſeize thy realm, ar ſhare to 


| 


And thou return with diſappointed toil, [ſpoil 
From thy vain journey, to a rifled iſle. 
Howr'er my friend, indulge one labour more, 405 


And many-languag'd nations has ſurvey'd; 
And meaſur'd tracts unknown to other ſhips _ 


Go then; to Sparta take the watery way, 
Thy ſhip | and failors but for urders ſtay ; 


Or, if by land thou chovuſe thy courſe to bend, 415 


My ſtzeds, my chariots, and my ſous attend: 


Urge him with trutn to trame his free replies, 
And ſure he will; for Menelaus is wiſe. 420 
Thus while de ſpeaks, the ruddy ſun deſcends, | 


Wile are thy words, and juſt are all thy Ways. 


Timeleſs, indecent, but retire to reſt. _ 


The ſacred heralds on their hands around 
Pour'd the full urns; the youths the * 


crown d: 
While to the final ſacrifice they roſe. 


And pour, above, the conſecrated ſtream. 
And now, their thirſt by copious drauyhes allay'd, 


Propoſe departure from the fuuſh'd rite, 


Me would you leave, who boaſt imperial . 
When beds of royal tate invite your ſtay? 459 
No—long as life this mortal ſhall i inſpire, 


Well haſt thou ſpoke, (the bluc- ey d Maid re- 
plies) 55 


Be the kind dictates of thy heart obey d. 
And let thy words Telemachus perſuade : 


He to thy paiace ſhall thy ſteps purſue ; 

to the ſhip to give the orders due. 42 
Preſcribe directions, and confirm the crew. 

For I alone ſuſtain their naval cares, 

Who boaſt experience from theſe ſilver hairs; 

All youths the reit, whom to this j journey move 
400 Like years, like tempers, and their prince's love. 
There in the veſſel ſhall I paſs the night; 466 
And ſoon as morning paints the fields of light, 
go to challenge !rom the Caucons bold, 

A debt, contracted in the days of old. 

But this thy gueſt, receiv d with friendly care, 470 
Let thy ſtrong courſers ſwift to Sparta bear; 


Prepare thy chariot at the dawn of day, 
And be thy ſon companion of his way. 


Then turning with the word, Minerva flies, 


And ſoars an eagle through the liquid ſkies. 47 


Viſion divine! the throng” d ſpeCators gaze 


In holy wonder ſix d, and ſtill amaze. 
But chief the reverend ſage admir d; he a 


The hand of young 'Telemachus, and ſpoke : 
Oh, happy youth ! and favour'd of the e 
Diſtinguiſh'd care of guardian Deities! 4381 


| Whoſe early years for future worth 


No vulgar manhood, no ignoble age. 


For lo! cuncecder ef the court above 


Than ſhe, the daughter of Almighty Jove, 435 
Pallas herſelf, the war-triumphant maid, 
Confeſt is thine, as once thy father's aid. 


So guide me, Goddeſs! ſo propitious ſhine 
Jon me, my conſort, and my royal line! 


A yearling bullock to thy name ſhall ſmoke, 490 
Untam' d, unconſcious of the galling yoke, 
With ample forehead, and yet tender horns, 


| Whoſe budding honours ductile gold adorns. 


Submiſhve thus the hoary fire preferr'd ; 
His holy vows the favouring Goddeſs heard. 495 
Then, flowly riſing, o'er the ſandy ſpace | 


| Precedes the father, follow'd by his race, 


A long proceſſion) timely marching home 
ln comely order to the regal dome. {eo 
There when arriv'd, on thrones around him plac'd, 
His ſons and grandſons the wide circle grac d. 
To theſe the hoſpitable ſage, in ſign 
Ot ſocial welcome, mi d the racy win: 
(Late from the mellowing caſk reſtor'd to light. 
By ten long years reſin'd, and roſy-bright). 50 
To Pallas high the foaming bowl he crown 4.5 
Aud ſprinkled large libutions on the ground. 
Each drinks a full oblivion of his cares, 
And to the gifts of balmy fleeprepair. 
Deep in a rich alcove the prince was la.d, "ow | 
And flept beneath the pompous colonna-le;— 
Faſt by his fide Piliſtratus lay ſpread, 

In age his equal) un a ſplendid bed: 
But in an inner court, ſecurely clos'd, 

The reverend Neftor and his queen repes'd. ns 

When now Aurora, daughter of tic dawn, | 


Wich roſy luſtre purpled o'er the lawn; 


The aid man early roſe, wa!k'd forth, and fate 
On polich'd ſtone before his palace-gate: 

Wich unguents ſmooth the lucid mardlc ſhone, s 29. 
Where ancient Nelcus ſate, a ruſtic throne; 
Zut he deſcending to th? inſernal ſhade, 
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His ſons around him mild obeiſance pay, 
And duteous take the orders of the day. 
Firſt Echephron and Stratius quit their bed; 
Then Perſeus, Aretus, and Thraſymed; 
The laſt, Piſiſtratus aroſe from reſt : 
They came, and near him plac'd the | . 
To theſe the ſenior thus declar d his will: {gueſt | 
My ſons ! the dictates of your fire fulfil. 531 
To Pallas, firſt of Gods, prepare the feaſt, 
Who grac'd our rites, a more than mortal gueſt. 
Let one, diſpatchful, bid ſome ſwain to lead 
A well-fed bullock from the graſſy mead ; 
One ſcek the harbour where the veſſels moor, 
And bring thy friends, Telemachus ! aſhore 
(Leave only two the galley to attend) ; 
Another to Laerceus muſt we ſend, 
_ Artiſt divine, whoſe ſkilful hands infold 
The victim's horn with circumfuſile gold. 
The reſt may here the pious duty ſhare, 
And bid the handmaids for the feaſt prepare, 
The ſeats to range, the fragrant wood to bring, 
And limpid waters from the living ſpring. 
| He ſaid, and buſy each his care beſtow d: 
Already at the gates the bullock low'd, 
Already came the Ithacenſian crew, 
The dextrous ſmith the tools already drew : 
His ponderous hammer, and his anvil ſound, 550 
And the ſtrong tongs to turn the metal round. 
Nor was Minerva abſent from therite, 
| She view'd her honours, and enjoy'd the ſight. 
With reverend hand the king — the gold, 
Which — th* intorted horns the * 
| roll Ty 
So wrought, as Pallas might with pride behold. 
Young Aretus from forth his bridal bower 
| he the full laver, o'er their hands to pour, 
And caniſters of conſecrated flour. 
Stratius and Echephron the victim led; 
The axe was held by warlike Thraſymed, 
In act to ſtrike : before him Perſeus ſtood, 
The vaſe extending to receive the blood. 
The king himſelf initiates to the Power, 
Zcatters with quivering hand the ſacred flour, 565 
And the ſtream ſprinkles : from the curling brows 
The hair collected in the fire he throws. 
Soon as due vows on every part were paid, 


2s | 
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540 


560 


[570 


And facred wheat upon the victim laid, 
Strony Thraſymed diſcharg'd the ſpeeding blow 


Full on his neck, and cut the nerves in two, 
Don ſunk the heavy beaſt : the females round, 


Mlaids, wives, ard matrons, mix a ſhrilling found. 
Nor ſcorn d the | 


queen the holy choir to join, 

(The firſt-born ſhe, of old Clymenus line; 575 
im youth by Neſtor lov'd, of ſpotleſs fame, 
And lov din e, 9 name). | 


| And Neſtor” s youngeſt 
| The ſoul for cver flies; on all fides round 


=O 


' 


| 


SY — er the ſhaded 
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ſtops the vents of _ 
3 
Streams the black blood, and ſmokes upon the 
round, 
The beaſt they 'then divide, and diſunite 
The ribs and limbs, n of the rite: 
On theſe, in double cawls involv'd with art, 
The choiceſt morſels lay from every part. 585 
The ſacred ſag e before his altar ſtands, h 
Turns the burnt · offering with his holy hands 
And pours the wine, and bids the flames aſpi * 
The yuuth with inſtruments ſurround the 
The thighs now facrific'd, and entrails treſt, 590 | 


u' affiſtants part, transfix, and broil the relt. 


While theſe officious tend the rites divine, 
The laſt fair branch of the Neſtorean line, 
Sweet Polycaſte, took the pleaſing toil [595 8 
To bathe the prince, and pour the fragrant oil. 
Ofer his fair limbs a flowery veſt he threw, 
And iſſued, like a God, to mortal view. 
His former ſeat behind the king he found 
(His people's father with his peers around); 
All plac'd at eaſe the holy banquet join, 
Andin the dazzling goblet laughs the wine. 
The rage of thirſt and hunger now ſuppreſt, 
The monarch turns him to his royal gueſt ; 


And for the promis'd journey bids prepare 


The ſmoogh-hair'd horſes, and the rapid car, 605 
 Obſervant of his word; the word ſcarce ſpoke, 
The ſons obey, and join them to the yoke. 
Then bread and wine a ready handmaid brings, 
And preſents, ſuch as ſuit the ſtate of a s 8 
Io 


'The glittering ſeat Telemachus aſcends; 

He laſh'd the courſers, and the courſers flew. 

The towers of Pylos fink, its views decay, c | 
To Pherz now, Diocleus' ſtately feat 0 

And pleas'd they fleep the blefiing of the night). 

Again they mount, their j journey to renew, 625 

The fields receding as the chariot roll'd ; 


His faithful guide Piſiſtratus attends; 

With haſty hand the ruling reins he drew: 

Beneath the bounding yoke alike they held _. 

Their and ſmok d along the field. 615 

Fields after fields fly back, till cloſe of day: 

Then ſunk the ſun, and darken'd all the way. 

(Of Alpheus' race,, the weary youths retreat. 620 

His houſe affords the hoſpitable rite, 

But when Aurora, daughter of the dawn, 

With roſy luſtre purpled o'er the lawn; 

And from the ſounding portico they flew. 

— the waving fields their way they hold, 

Aude flowly ſunk the ruddy globe of light, 5 
3 ruſh'd the — 


Ihe vicgin-choir Alector's daughter led. 
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TRE ARGUMENT. 


, 


Telemachus with Piſiſtratus arriving at Spa ta, is boſvitably received by Menelars, to tobem be relates the 
cauſe of bis coming, aud learns from bim many particulars of what befel the Greeks ſiuce the diſtructian 


Trey. He dwells more at large np the prepbecies of Protur to him in bis return; 


| acquuints T elemuchus, that Ci. lia is detained in the 
Tn the mean time the ſuitors conſult ty deflruy Telemachus 


comforted in a dream by Pallas, in the ſhape of ber fiſter Tpthi 


ND now proud Sparta with their wheels 

i reſounds: | | | 
Sparta, whoſe walls a range of hills ſurrounds ;_ 
At the fair dome the rapid labour ends; | 
| Where late Atrides, *midſt his brid.} friends, 
With double vows invoking Hymen's power, 5 
To bleſs his ſons and daughters nuptial hour. 
That day, to great Achilles“ fon relign'd, 
Hermione the faireſt of the kind, | 
Was ſeut to crown the long-protracted joy; 
Eſpous d before the final doom of Troy: 
Wich ſteeds and gilde d cars, a gorgeous train 
Attend the nymph to Phthia's diſtant reign. 
Mean while at home, to Megapenthes* bed 


10 


Brave Megapenthes, from a ſtol'n amour 135 
Io great Atrides' age his handmaid bore ; 

To Helen's bed the Gods alone afſign 
Hermione, t' extend the regal line; 
Ou whom a radiant pomp of Graces wait, 
Reſembling Venus in attractive ſtate. 
While this gay friendly troop the king 


20 
ſurround, 
With feſtival and mirth the roofs refound: 
A bard amid the joyous circle fins 
High airs, attemper'd to the vocal ſtrings; 
Whulſt, warbling to the varicd ſtrain, advance 25 
Two ſprightly youths to form the buunding dance. 
Twas then, that, iſſuing through the palace gate, 
The ſplendid car roll'd flow in regal ſtate: | 
On the bright eminence young Ne ſtor ſhone, 
And faſt beſide him great Ulyfſes' fon: 30 
Grave Eteoneus ſaw the pomp appear, 
And, ſpeeding, thus addreſt the royal car: 
| prove | 
Their blood devolving from the ſource of Jove. 
1s que reception deign'd, or mutt they bend 
Their doubtful courie to ſeek adiſtant friend? 
inſenſate! (with a fi; h the king replies) 
Too long, misjudgiug, have I thought thee wiſe; 
But ſure relentleſs folly ſteels thy breaſt, 
Obdurate tv reject the ſtranger- gueſt; 
To thoſe dear hoſpitable rites a foe, 
Which in my wanderings oft reliev'd my woe: 
Fed by the bounty of another's board, 
Fill pitying Jove my native realm reſtor'd — 
Stcaight be the courſers trom the car relcaſt, 45 
Conduct the youths to grace the genial feaſt. 
The ſeneſchal rebuk'd in haſte withdrew ; 
With equal haſte a menial train purſue; 


35 


_ 


I Retreſh'd, they wait them to the hower of ſtate, 
| Where circled with his peers Atrides ſate: 


! from which 
ifiand of Calypſo. 5 | | | 
in bis voyuge home. Penelope is afpriſed of ibis; lut 


Part led the courſers, from the car enlarg'd, 
Each to a crib with choiceſt grain ſurchary'd; 56 
Part in a portico, profuſely grac'd | 

Wich rich magnificence, the chariot plac'd : 
Then to the dome the friendly pair invite, 

Who eye the dazzling roofs with vaſt delight; 
Reſplendent as the blaze of ſummer-noon, 53 
Or the pale radiance oi the midnight moon. 
From room to room their eager view they bend: 
Thence to the bath, a beauteous pile, deſcend; 
Where a bright damſel-train attend the gueſts 


With liquid odours, and embroider'd veſts. 60 


Ihron'd next the king. a fair attendant brings 


| The pureſt product of the cryſtal ſprings; 
{| High on a maſly vaſe of ſilver mold, | 
| Fhe burniſh'd la ver flames with ſolid gold; 


65 
In ſalid gold the purple vintage flows, 

And onthe board a ſecond banquet roſe. 
When thus the king with hoſpitable port >= | 
Accept this welcome to court ; 2d - 
The waſte of nature let the feaſt repair, 5 
Then your high lineage and your names declare; 
Say from what ſcepter'd anceſtry ye claim, 
Recorded eminent in deathleſs fame ? 

For vulgar parents cannot ſtamp their race 
Wich ſignatures of ſuch majeſtic grace. 
Cealing, benevolent he ſtraight aſſigns 
The royal portion of the choiceſt chines 
To each accepted friend: with grateful haſte 


* 


I They ſhare the honours of the rich repaſt. 80 
| Suffic'd, folt-whiſpering thus to Neſtor's fon, 


His head reclin'd, j oung Ithacus begun: 
View'ſt thou unmov*d, O ever-honour'd moſt 
Theſe prodigies of art, and wondrous coſt ! 
Above, beneath, around the palace ſhines | 
The ſumleſs treaſure of exhauſted mines: 
The ſpoils of elephants the roofs inlay, 
And ſtudded amber darts a golden ray; 
Such, and not nobler, in the realms above, 
My wonder dictates, is the dome of Jove. 90 
he monarch took the word, and grave reply'd: 
Preſumptuous are the vaunts, and vain the pride 
Of man, who dares in pomp with Jove conteſt, 
Unchang'd, immortal, and ſupremely bleſt ! 
With all my afſſluence, when my woes are weigh'd, 
Envy will own the purchaſe dearly paid. 96 
For eight fluw-circling years by tempeſt 113 


1 


From Cyprus to the far Phœnician coaſt 
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Sidon the capital), I tretch'd my toil 
"Through regions fatten'd with the flows of Nile. 
| Ethiopi ia's utmoſt bound explore, 101 


And the * borders of th' po. more: 
Tben warp my voyage on the ſouthern gales, 
O'er the warm Lybian wave to ſpread my fails ; 
That happy clime l where each revolving year 105 
The tceming ewes a triple offspring bear ; 

And two fair creſcents of tranſlucent horn 
The brows of all their young increaſe adorn ; 
The ſhepherd ſwains, with ſure abundance bleſt, 
On the fat flock and rural dainties feaſt; 11 
Nor want of herbage makes the dairy fail, 
But every ſeaſon fills the foaming pail. 
Whilſt, heaping unwiſh'd wealth I diſtant rcam ; 
The beſt of brothers, at his natal home, 
By the dire fury of a traitreſs wife, 115 
Ends the ſad evening of a ſtormy liſe: 
Whence with inceſſant grief my ſoul annoy 'd, 
Theſe riches are poſſeſs d, but not enjoy d! 
My wars, the copious theme of every * 
To you, your fathers have recorded long 120 
How favouring Heaven repaid my * toils 
With a fack'd palace, and barbaric foils, 
| Oh! had the Gods ſo large a boon deny'd, 

And life, the juſt equivalent, ſupply'd 
To thoſe brave warriors, who, with glory ſir d, 125 
Far from their country in my cauſe expir'd | 
Still in ſhort intervals of pleaſing woe, 

Regardful of the friendly dues I owe, 

I to the glorious dead for ever dear | | 
 Indulye the tribute of a grateful tear. 130 
But, ch Ulyſſe deeper than the reſt 
That fad idea wounds my anxious breaſt! 
My heart bleeds freſh with agonizing pain; 

The bowl and taſteful viands tempt in vain, 


Nor fleep's ſoft power can cloſe my ſtreaming eyes, 


When imag'd to my ſoul his ſorrows riſe. I 36 


No peril in my cauſc he ceas d to prove, 


His labours equal'd only by my love: 
And both alike to bitter fortune born, 
For him to ſuffer, and for me to mourn! 140 
Whether he wanders on ſome friendleſs coaſt, 
Or glides in Stygian gloom a penſive ghoſt, 
No fame reveals; but, doubtful of his doom, 
His good old fire with ſorrow to the tomb 
Declines his trembling ſteps; untimely care 145 


Withers the blooming vigour of his heir; 


And the chaſte partner of his bed and throne 
Waſtes all her widow'd hours in tender moan. 
| _ While thus pathetic to the prince he ſpoke, 
From the brave youth the W Paſſion 
broke: | * 
| Studious to veil the grief, in vain 1 85 
His face he ſhrouded with his pur ple veſt : 
The conſcious monarch pierc'd the coy Aiſruiſe, 
And view'd his filial love with vaſt ſurprize : 
Dubious to preſs the tender theme, or wait 155 
To hear the youth inquire his father's fate. 
In this ſuſpenſe bright Helen grac'd the room; 
Before her breath'd a gale of rich perfume. 
So moves, adorn'd with each attractive grace, 


The filver-ſhaf:ed Goddeſs of the chace ! 160 


The ſeat of majeſty Adraſte brings, 

Wich art illuſtrious, for the pomp of kings; 
To ſpread the pall (beneath the regal chair) 
2 Of IS is bright Alcippe's care. 
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A ſilver caniſter, divinely wreught, 165 
| In her ſoft hands the beauteous Phylo brought; 
To Sparta's queen of old the radiant vaſe 
} Alcardra gave, a pledge of royal grace: 
E or Polybus her lord (whoſe ſovereign ſway 


When to that court Atrides came, careſt 
With va! munificence th' imperial gueſt ; 
Two lavers from the richeſt ore refin d, 
With ſilver tripods, the kind hoſt aſſign'd: 


Ten equal talents of refulgent gold. 
Alcandra, conſort of his high command, 

A golden diſtaff gave to Helen's hand; 

And that rich vaſe, with living ſculpture wrought, 


Which heap'd with wool the beauteous Phylo 
| brought: 180 


The ſilken fleece impurpled for the loom, 
Rival d the hyacinth in vernal bloom. 


And pleaſing thus her ſcepter d lord addreſs'd : 
Wo grace our palace now, that friendly pair, 
Speak they their lineage, or their names declare? 
—— of the truth, yet uncontrol'd, 187 
Hear me the bodings of my breaſt unfold. 

With wonder wrapt, on yonder cheek | trace 
The features of the Ulyſſean race: 190 
Diffus'd o'er each reſembling line appear, | 
ln juſt ſimilitude, the grace and air | 


L Of young Telemachus ! the lovely boy, | 
| Who bleſt Ulyſſes with a father's joy, [9s | 
| What time the Greeks combin'd their ſocial _ ; 


T' avenge the ſtain of my ill-fated charms ! 

Juſt is thy thought, the king aſſenting cries, 
Methinks Ulyſſes ſtrikes my wondering eyes: 
Full ſhines the father in the filial frame, 


Such quick regards his ſparkling eyes beſtow : 
Such wavy ringlets o'er his ſhoulders flow 

And when he heard the long diſaſtrous ſtore 
Of cares, which in my cauſe Ulyſſes bore; 


Diſmay'd, heart-wounded with paternal week, 205 


Above reſtraint the tide of ſorrow roſe : 
Cautious to let the guſhing gricf appear, 


| His purple garment r veil'd hs falling tear. 


See there confeſt, Piſiſtratus replies, 
Of that heroic fire the youth is ſprung, | 2 
Thy voice, O king | with pleas d attention heard, 


[| Is like the dictates of a God rever d. 


Wich him at Neſtor's high command 1 came, 2175 
Whoſe age I honour with a parent's name. 
By adverſe deſtiny conſtrain'd to fue 

For counſel and redreſs he ſues to you. 


| Whatever ill the friendleſs orphan bears, . 
Bereav'd of parents in his infant years, 220 


Still muſt the wrong'd Telemachus ſuſtain, 

if, hopeful of your aid, he hopes in vain : 
Affanc'd in your friendly power alone, | 
The yeuth would vindicate the vacant throne. | 
| © Is Sparta bleſt, and theſe deſiring eyes 225 
View my friend's ſon ? (the king exulting cries) | 
Son of my friend, by glorious toils approv'd, 

41 Whoſe ſword was ſacred to the man he lov'd : 
Mirror of conſtant faith, rever'd, and mourn'd !— 


When Troy was ruin d, bad the chief return d, 230 


The wealthy tribes of Pharian Thebes obey), 170 


And bounteous from the royal treaſure told 5 


The ſovereign ſeat then Jove-born Helen preſs'd, 


His port, his features, and his ſhape, the ſame : 208 


The genuine worth of Ithacus the wiſe ! 5 | 210 


But modeſt awe hath chain'd his timorous tongue, uy 
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No Greek an equal ſpace hade'er poſſeſt, 

Of dear affection in my grateful breaſt. 

I, to confirm the mutual joys we ſhar d, 

For his abode a capital prepar'd; 

Argos the Teat of ſovereign rule I choſe; 235 
Fair in the plan the future palace roſe, 

Where my Ulyſſes and his race might reign, 

And portion to his tribes the wide domain. 

To them my vaſſals had reſign d a foil, 

With teeming plenty to reward their toil. 240 

| There with commutual zeal we both had ſtrove 
In acts of dear benevolenceand love: 

Brothers in peace, not rivals in command, 

And death alone diffolv'd the friendly band! 

Some envious Power the bliſsful fcene deſtroys; 

Vaniĩſh' d are all the viſionary joys : -:;:- "4G 

The ſoul of friendſhip to my hope is loſt, 

Fatcd to wander from this natal coaſt ! 

He ceas'd; a guſt of grief began to riſe, 

- "Faſt ſtreams a tide from beauteous Helen's eyes; 

Faſt ſrom the fire the filial forrows low; 2 57 

The weeping monarch ſwells the mighty woe: 

Thy checks, Piſiſtratus, tlie trars bede v, 

While pictur'd to thy mind appear d in view | 

Thy martial Þ brother: on the Phrygian plain 
Extended pale, by ſwarthy Memnon flain! 256 

But ſilence from the ſon of Neſtor broke, 

And, melting with fraternal pity, ſpoke : 

Frequent, O king, was Neſtor wont to raiſe 

And charm attention with thy copious praile : hy 

To crown thy various gifts, the ſage — 4 

The glory of a firm capacious mind: f 

With that ſuperior attribute control 

This unavailing i impotence of ſoul. 

Let not your roof with echaing grief refor: ind, 26; 

Now for the ſeaſt the friend!y "bowl is crown's; 

But when, ſrom dewy ſhade emerging height, 
Aurora ftre:ks the: 1.7 with orient light, 

J. et each deplure luis deed: the rites of woe 

Are all, alas! the living can beſtow: 270 


He faid, Aſphalion ſwiſt the laver brings; 
22 partake the grateful _” 
Then from the rites of purity repa 


Mean time, with genial joy to warm the ſoul, 
Bright Helen mix'd a 1 bowl : 

Te d with vereign uſe, t 

The beling LF * TW 
To clear the cloudy front of at of wrinkled Gare, 305 
And dry the — fluices of Deſpair 
Charm'd with that virtuous 2 the exalted 


Though on the blazing pile his parent lay, 


Or darling ſon, opprefs'd by rufitan force, 
Fell breathleſs at his feet, a mangled corſe; 


From morn to eve, impaſſi ve and ſerene, 


I The man entranc'd would view the deathful ſcene, 
Theſe drugs, ſo friendly to the joys of life, 315 


Pright Helen learn'd from Thone's imperial wife ; 
Who ſway'd the ſceptre, where prolific Nile 
With various ſimples clothes the fatten'd ſoil. 
With whole ſome herbage mix'd, the direful bane 
Of vegetabie venom taints the plain; 320 


From Len ſprung, their parron-god imparts 
To all the Pharian race his healing arts. 


The beverage nov prepar'd t' inſpire the feaſt, 
I The circle thus the beauteous queen addreſt: 
Thron d in omnipotence, ſupremeſt Jove 325 


Tempers the fates of human race above; 
By the firm ſauction of his ſovereign will, 
Alternate are decreed our good and ill. 


I To feaftful mirth bethis white hour affign'd; 
And ſweet diſcourſe, the banquet of the mind, 330 . 


Myſelf, ailiſting in the ſocial j joy, 


| W. 1! cell Ulyſſes' bold exploit in Troy: 


Sole witneſs of the deed | now declare; | 
Speak you (who ſaw) his wonders in the war. 


1 Scarn'd o'er with wounds, SIDES Choe - 8 


| gare, 


O'er the con- cnial duſt injoin'd to har 
The graceful curl, and drop die tender tear. 
then, mingling in the mouratul bmp w ich ron, 
1! pay my brother's ghoſt a warrior's due, 


And mourn the brave Anil. us, a name 275 | Till haply piercing through the dark diſguiſe 340 | ” 
The chief | challeng'd ; he, whoſe practis d wirt 


Neat unrecorded i = the roll of Fame: 

With ſtrength and {peed ſuperior form 4 ; in fight 
To face the for, or iutercept his ſlight : 

Tao eariy ſnat*h'd by Fate, ere known to me! 

| hoaſt a witneſs of his worth in thee, 280 
_ Young and mature ! (the monarch thus rejoins,) 
in thee renew'd the ſoul of Neſtor ſhines : 
Form'd by the care of that conſummate ſage, 
ju early bloom an oracle of age. 4 
Wacne'er his influence Jove vouci.ſafcs to ſhower 
Jo bieſs the natal, and the uuptial hour; 

From the great fire tran{milſive to the race, 
Tac boon devolving gives diſtinguiſh'd grace. 
Such, happy Netlor ! r! was thy glorious doom, 
Around thee, full of years, thy offspring bloom, 
Expert of arms, and prudent in debate; 290 
The gifts of heaven to guard thy hoary ſtate. 
But now let each becalm his troubled breaſt, 
Waſh, and partake ſerene the friendly feaſt. 
To move thy ſuit, Telemachus, delay, 295 
| Till Heaven's revolving lamp reſtores the da). 


i In the vile h.hit of a village-lave, 


N . fog deveiv“ J. he paſs'd the tented plain, 335 


1 Troy to mints with the hoſlile train. 
In this attire fecure from ſearching eyes, 


Kn-w ail the ſerpent mazes of deceit, 
Eludes my ſcarch: but when his form I wiew's 


| Freſh from the bath with fragrant oils renew d, 


tis limbs in military purple dreſs'd ; 345 


To keep his tay conceal'd; the chief declar'd 


Exploring then the ſccrets of the ſtate, 


| He learn d what beſt might urge the Dardan fate: 


And, ſafe returning to the Grecian hoſt, 


sent many a ſhade to Pluto's dreary -—— 
reſounded through the towers of Troy, 


Loud grief 
But my pleas d boſom glow'd with ſecret joy: 356 


| For then, with dire remorſe and conſcious ſhame, 
i view'd th' effects of thut diſaſtrous flame, 
Which, kindled by th' iniperious queen of love, 


Conſtrain's dre from my native rral m to rove: 350 
Aud of't in bitterneſs of ſoul deplor'd 


Þ A»::ilochus, 
Vol. VI. 


My abſent daughter, and my d:arer lord; 
Cc 


202 


— — — — — — — — 


And with keen guſt the favoury viands ſhare. 300 


All ſenſe of woe delivers to the wind. [mind +- 
Or a lov'd brother groan'd his life away, | 310 | 


Each brightening grace the genuine Greck conſeſs d. 
. | A previous pledge of ſacred faith obtain'd, | 
Till he the lines and Argive fleet regain'd, 


The plans of war againſt the town prepar'd. 350 


Mean time Mincrva, from the fraudful horſe, 


202 rorz's 
Admir'd among the firſt of human race, 


-For every gift of mind, and manly grace. 
Right well, reply'd the king, your ſpeech dif- 


6 
The marchleſ merit of the chief you 0 
Heroes in various climes myſelf Tom ' vonry 
1 1 of thought renown” d: 
But Ithacus unrival'd, in his 
May boaſt a title to the loudeſt ſame : 
In battle calm, he guides the rapid ſtorm, 
Wile to reſolve, and patient to perform. 
What wondrous conduct in the chief appear'd 
| When the vaſt fabric of the ſteed we rear d! 
Some Dzmon, anxious for the Trojan doom, 375 
Urg'd you with great Deiphobus to come, 
I“ explore the fraud; with guile oppos'd to guile, 
Slow-pacing thrice around th" inſidious pile: 
Each noted leader's name you thrice invoke, 
| Your accent varying as their ſpouies ſpoke : 380 
The pleaſing ſounds each latent warrior warm'd 
But moſt Tydides“ and my heart alarm'd: 
To que the ſteed we both impatient preſs, 
-...T to anſwer from the dari receſs. 
_ 'Unmov'd the mind of Ithacus remain'd : 
And the vain ardours of our love reſtrain'd : 
But Anticlus, unable to control, 
Spoke loud the language of his yearning ſoul : 
Ulyſſes ſtraight, with indignation fir'd, 
(For fo the common care of Greece requir 'd) 390 
Firm to his lips his forceful hands apply d, 
Till on his tongue the fluttering murmurs dy'd. 


— 


a 
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385 


Back to the cuurt of Priam bent your courſe. 
Inclement Fate ! Telemachus replics, 
Frail is che hoiſted attribute of witc; 
The leader, mingling with the vulgar hoſt, 
Is inthe common maſs of matter loft ! | 
But now let ſleep the painful waſte repair 
Of ſad reflection, and corrodin 40 
He ceas d: the menial ſair — round her wait, 
At Helen's beck prepare the room of ſtare ; 
Beneath an ample portico, they ſpread | 
The dov:ny | to form the ſlumbcrous bed; 
And o er ſoft palls of purple grain, unfold 4, 
Rich tapeſtry, ſtiff with interwoven gold: 
Then, through th' illumin'd come, to balmy reit 
Th' obſequious herald guides each princely gueſt: 
While to his regal bower the king aſcends, 
And beauteous Helen on her lord attends. 
Soon as the morn, in orient purple dreſt, 
Unbarr'd the portal of the roſcate eaſt, 
The monarch roſe; magnificent to view, 
Th imperial mantle o'cr his veſt he threw : 
The glittering zone athwart his ſhoulder call, 415 
A ſtarry faulchion low - depending gruc'd; 
Claſp'd on his feet th embroicer'd ſandals ſhine ; : 
And forth he nioves, majeſtic and divine ; | 
Inſtant to young Telemachus he preſs'd, 
And thus benevoicnt his ſpeech addreſs dc: 
Say, royal youth, ſincere of ſoul, report 
cauſe hath led you to the Spartau court? 
Vo public or domellic cares conſtrain ' 
This toilſcme voyage o'er the ſurgy main? 
O highly-favourcd delegate of Jove! 
(Replics the prince) infam'd with filial love, 
And anxious hope, to hear my parent's doom, 
& {up pliauz to ꝓcur royal court I come. 


395 


5 4¹⁰ 


The chief adopted by the martial Maid! 
Such to or wiſh the warrior ſoon reſtore, 


ö Frouts the deep roar of diſemboguing Nile: 
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Our ſovereign ſeat a lewd uſurping race 
With lawleſs riot and milrule diſgrace ; 

To pamper'd inſolence devoted fall | 
Prime of the flock, and choiceſt of the ſtall : 
For wild ambition wings their bold deſire, 
And all tc mount th' imperial bed aſpire. 
But proilrate I implore, oh king! relate 
The mournful ſeries of my father's fate: 
Each known diſaſter of the man diſcloſe, 
Born bv his mother to a world of woes! 


436 


| FRecite them! nor in erring pity fear 


lo wound with ſtoried grief the filial ear: 4⁴⁰ 
It e'er Ulyſſes, to reclaim your right, | 
 Avow'd his zeal in council or in fight 

If Phrygian camps the friendly = atteſt, 
To the fire's merit give the ſon's requeſt. 
| Deep from his inmoſt ſoul Atrides figh'd, 445 

And thus indignant to the prince reply'd : 

Heavens! would a ſoft, inglorious daſtard train 
An abſent hero's nuprial j joys profane ! 


So with her young, amid the woodland fades, 


A timorous hind the lion's court invades, 450 
Leaves in that fatal lair the tender fawns, | 
| Climbs the green cliff, or feeds che flowery lawns. 
| Mean time return'd, with dire remot: eleſs ſway 
N T — monarch ſavage rends the trembling prey. 
Vith equal fury, and with equal fame, 
— ſoon ſhall re- aſſert his claim, 
O Jove, ſupreme, whom Gods and men revere: 
And thou“ to whom tis given to gild the ſphere! 
| With power congenial join'd, propitious aid 
"ih 


45 


— 


— 


As when contending on the Leſbian ſhore 

His proweſs Philom<lidus confeſs'd, 

And loud-acclaiming Greeks the victor bleſs'd : 
Then ſoou th' invaders of his bed and throne 465 


Their love preſumptuous ſhall with life atone. 


40 | With patient ear, O royal youth! attend 
The ſtoried labours of thy father's ſriend: 
Fruitſul of deeds, the copious tale is long, 
I hut truth ſevere ſhall dictate to my tongue: 
I. carn what I heard the ſea-born ſeer relate, 
f Wnoſi cye can pierce the dark receſs of Fate. | 
Long ou th' Egyptian coaſt by calms conſin'd, 
Haven to my fleet refus'd a proſperous wind; 
No vows had we preferr'd, nor victim ſlain ! 475 
For this the Gods euch favouring gale : 
| Jealous, ro ice their high behelts obey'd ; 
WEE -veTe, if men th eternal rights invade. 
High Oer a gulfy fea, the Pharian iſle 
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480 
Her diſtance from the ſhore, the courſe begun 
At dawn, and ending with the ſetting ſun, 
A galley meciures ; when the ſtiffer gales 
Riſ: on the poop, and fully ſtretch the fails. 
here, anchor'd veſlcls fate in harbour lie, 

| Whilſt limpid ſprings the failing caſk ſupply. 
And now the twentieth fun, deſcending laves 
His glowing axle in the weſtern waves; ; 
Still with expanded fails we court in vain 
Propitious winds, to waft us o'er the main: 
And the pale mariner at once deplores 


490 


S | His drooping vigour, and exhauſted ſtores, 
When, lo! a bright cœrulean form appcars, 
| The fair Eidothea ! to diſpel my fears; 


. Apollo. 


48s 


Thy brave 


Obſerve, and in the truths I ſpeak confide : 


Vnerring will preſcribe your dettin'd courſe. 
| If ſtudious of your realms, you then demand 
Their ſtate, ſince laſt you left your natal land; 
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Proteus her fire divine. With pi pity preſs'd, 495 


| Me ſole the daughter of thedecp addreſs'd ; 


What-time, with hunger pin'd, my abſent mates 


Roam the wild iſle in ſearch of rural cates, 


Bait the barb'd ſtee}, and from the fiſhy flood 


Appeaſe th afflictive fierce deſires of food. gcc 


Whoe er thou art (the azure Goddeſs cries) 
Thy conduct ill deſerves the praiſe of wiſe: 
Is death thy choice, or miſery thy boaſt, 

That here in — on a barren coaſt 

a meagre train $05 
With famine al, « and Tx thy care in vain? 
Struck with the kind reproach, I ſtraight reply; ; 


: Whate'er thy title in thy native ſky, 


A Goddeſs ſure ! for more than mortal grace 
Speaks the deſcendant of ætherial race: 5Ic 
Deem not, that here of choice my fleet remains; 


| 2 heavenly power averſe my flay conitrains: 


O, piteous of my fate, vouchſaſe to ſhew 


| {For what's ſequeſter d from celeſtial view?) 
What power becalms th' innavigable ſeas ? STS | 


What guilt provokeshim, and what vows appealc ? 
I ceas'd, when affable the Goddeſs cry'd ; 


Th' oraculous ſeer frequents the Pharian coaſt, 
From whoſe high bed my birth divine I boaſt : 520 
Proteus, a name tremendous o'er the main, : 


The delegate of Neptunc's watery reign. 


Watch with inſidious care, his known — FG 
There faſt in chains conſtrain the various God: 
Who bound, obedient to ſuperior force, 51 


Inſtant the God obſequious will diſcloſe 
Bright tracks of glory, or a cloud of woes. 530| 
She ceas'd, and ſuppliant thus | made reply : 


; O Goddeſs ! on thy aid my hopes rely; 
Dictate propitious to my duteous ear, 


What arts can captivate the changeful ſeer? 
For perilous th* aſſay, unheard the toil, $535 
T' elude the preſcience of a God by rule. 

Thus to the Coddeis mild my ſuit | end. 


ſun 


| Hath journey'd half, and half remains to run; 540 j 
The ſeer, while zephyrs curl the ſwelling deep, 


Baſks on the breezy {hore, in grateful flecp, 
His oozy limbs. Emerging from the wave, 


The Phocz ſwift ſurround his rocky cave, 


Frequent and full; the conſecrated train 545 


Ole her, whoſ: azure trident awes the main: 
There allowing warm, th' cnormous herd ex- 


hales 
An oily ſtr. am, and taints the noon-tide galcs. 
To that receſs, commodious for ſurpriſe, 
When purple light ſhall next ſuffule the ſkies, 550 
With me repair; and from thy warrior band 


Three choſen chiefs of dauatleſs foul command: 


Let their auxiliar force befriend the toil : 

For firong the God, and perfected in guilc. 

Stretch'd on the ſhelly ſhore, he ſirſt ſurveys 555 

The flouncing herd aſcending from the ſeas ; 

Their number fim m' d, repos'd in ſleep profound 

The ſcaly charge their goardian God — > 0 
* Ampbiirite, 
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So with his battering flocks the careful ſwain 

Abides, pavilion'd on the graſſy plain. 560 

With powers united, obſlinately bold 

Invade him, couch'd amid the ſcaly fold: 

Inftant he wears, eluſive of the rape, 

The mimic force of every ſavage ſhape : 3 
Or glides with liquid lapſe a murmuring ſtream, 

Or, wrapt in flame, he glows at every limb. 566 


| Yet ill retcntive, with redoubled might, 
Through each vain paſſi ve form conſtrains his flight. 


But when, his native ſhape reſum*d, he ſtands 


Ihe cauſe that urg'd the bold attempt declare, 
And ſoothe the vanquiſh'd with a victor's prayer. 
The bands relax'd, implore the ſeer toſay 

What godhead interdicts the watery way: 


Will teach you to repaſs th' unmeaſur'd main. 
She cras' d, and, bounding from the ſhelfy ſhore, 


| Round the deſcending nymph the waves reſound- 


ing roar. 
High wrapt in wonder of the future deed, 


| With joy impetuous, to the port I ſpeed: 580 
Ihe wants of nature with 


repaſt ſuffice, 

Till night with grateful ſhade involv'd the ſkies, 
And ſhed anibroſial dews. Faſt by the deep, 
Along the tented ſhore, in balmy ſleep, 

Our cares were loſt. When o'er the caſtern lawn, 


| Advanc'd her roſy ſteps, before the bay, 
Due ritual honours to the Gods I pay; 


4 Then ſeck the place the ſca-born nymph aſſign'd, 


With three aſſociates of undaunted mind. 590 
| | Arriv'd, to form along th' appointed ftrand 
For each a bed, ſhe ſcoops the hilly ſand : 

Then, from her 2zure car, the finny ſpoils 

Of four vaſt Phocz takes, to veil her wiles : 


Nc from the corſe the ſcaly frauds diffuſe 
Unfavory ſtench of oil, and brackiſh _ 
But the bright ſea-maid's gentle power 
With nectar'd drops the ſickening ſenſe — 


Then ſhe: Obedient to my rule, attend: I Tpus till the ſun had travell'd half the — | 


When through che zone of . tlie 2 


Ambuſh'd we lie, and wait the bold empriſe: : 
When, thronging thick to baſk in __ * Np 
The flocks of Ocean to the ſtrand re (695 
Couch'd on the ſunny ſand, the mon FW. 3 


Then, Proteus, mounting from the hoary _ 


Surveys his charge. unknowirg of deceit 
(I order told, . make the ſum complete). 
Pleas'd wit! the ja! ſe review, ſecure he lies 


Kuilhung t3p{ tuous forth, we ſtraight prepare 
A furious onict with the found of war, 


And ſhouring ſeize the God: our force t eval, 


His various arts he ſoon reſumes in aid: 


Sudden, our bands a * . reſtrain; 

1 hen, arm'd with tutks, and li tnin in his 1 

A boar's obſcener ſhape the God bel — . 

On ſpiry volumes, there, a dragon — [620 

Here, from our ſtrict embrace a ſtream he glides : 
nd laſt, fublime his ſtately growth he rears, 

A tree, and well-diſſembled foliage wears. 

Vain efforts! with ſuperior power compreſe d. 

Me with reluctance thus the ſeer addrefs'd : 


Patient of conqueſt, and your cauſe demands, 570 


Who ltraight, propitious, in prophetic ſtrain 575 


In faffron robes, the daughter of the dawn 586. N 


Beneath her ſinny ſpoils, extended prone, 59s : 
Hard toil! the prophet's piercing eye to ſhun; Ha 


An. trad. + Hñumbers prets his drooping eyes. 610 


A lion now he curls a ſurgy mane; 619 
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Fay, ſcn of Atreus, ſay what God inſpir'd 625 
I his daring fraud, and what the boon defir'd ? 
I thus; O thou whoſe certain eye foreſecs 
The fix'd event of Fate's remote decrces ; 
After long woes, and various toil endur'd, 
Still on this deſert ifle my fleet is moor d; 630 
Unſriended of the gales. All-knowing ay, 
What Godhead interdicts the watery way? 
W hat vows repentant will the power appeaſe, 
To ſpeed a profperous voyage o'er the ſeas? 
To Jove (with ſtern regard the chief replies) 
And all th' offended ſynod of the ſrics, 636 
Juit 1 = r — ſlain, 
t abſolv'd, a proſperous voya 
| To the firm ſanction of thy fate oo. era : 
An exile thou, nor ckeering face of friend, 648 
Nor fight of natal ſhore, nor regal dome | 
Shal 3 yet enjoy, but ſtill art deom'd to roam. 
Once more the Nile, who frem the ſecret ſource 
Of Jove's high ſeat deſcends with ſweepy force, 
Mut view his billows white beneath thy oar, 645 
And altars blaze along his ſanguine ſhore. 
Then will the Gods, with holy pomp ador'd, 
To thy long vows a "fafe return accord. 
le ceas' d: heart-wounded with afflictive pain, 
Doom ' d to t the perils of the main, 650 
A ſhelfy tract and long !) Ofecr, I cry, 
To the ſtern ſanction of th* offended cy 
My prompt obedience bows. But deign to fay, 
What fate prepitious, or what dire diſmay, _ 
Suſtain thoſe peers, the reliques of our hoſt, 655 
Whom with Neitor on the Phrygian coaſt | 
Embracing left ? Muſt I the warriors weep, 
| Whelm'd in the bottum of the monſtrous . 5 
Or did the kind domeſtie friend deplore 


| The breathleſs herocs on their native ſhore? 660 


! Preſs not too fir, reply'd the God]; but ceaſe 
To know, what known will violate thy — : 

Too curious of their doom l with friend]! 
Thy breaſt will kcave, and tears eternal 
Part live! the reſt, a lamentable train! 
Range the dark bounds of Plato's dreary reign. 
Two, foremoſt in the roll of Mars renown'd, , 
Whoſe arms with conqueſt in thy cauſe were 
cron d, 
Fell by diſaſtrous fate; by tempeſts toſt, 
A third lives wretched on a diſtant coaſt. 1 
By Neptune reſcued from Miner va's hate, 

On Gyræ, ſaſe Oilean Ajax ſate, | 
His ſhip o'erwheim'd; but frowning on the floods, 

Inapious he roar'd defiance to the Gods; 
To his own proweſs all the glory gave, 675 

The power deſrauding who vouchſaſ d to ſave. 
This heard the raging Ruler of the main: 

His ſpear, iadignant, for ſuch high dikdnia, - : 
He launch'd; dividing with his ſorky mace 
c' aerial Iummit from the marble baſe; 

The rock ruih'd ſea- ward with impetuous roar 
lngulf'd, and to th' abyſs the boaiter bore. 

By Juno's guardian ad, the watery vaſt, 
Secure of fiorms, your royal brother paſt: 
Ill coaſting nigh the cape, where Malea ſhrouds 
Her ſpicy cliffs amid ſurrounding clouds; (86 
A whicliny guſt tumultuous from the ſhore 
Acrols the deep his labouring veſſel bare. 

#1 an ill-fated hour the coaſt he gain d, 


v here late in regal pomp Thyeſtes reign'd ; 690 


| | Vain ſhows of love to veil his felon-hate ! 


The doom decreed of thoſe difaftrous two 
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But, when his hoary honours bow'd to Fate, 

Zgyſthus govern'd in paternal ſtate. 

The ſurges now ſubſide, the tempeſt ends; 

From his tall ſhip the King of Men deſcends : 

There fondly thinks the Gods conclude his toil ! 
Far from his own domain ſalutes the foil; 996 
With rapture oft” the verge of Greece reviews, 
And the dear turf with tcars of joy bedews. 

Him thus exulting on the diſtant ſtrand 

A ſpy diſtinguiſh'd from his airy ſtand, 

To bribe whoſe vigilance, Ægyſthus told 

A mighty ſum of il|-perſuading gold: 

There watch'd this guardian of his guilty fear, 
Till 1 1 moon had wi.ceI'd her pale . 


And Weg 7. admoniſh'd by his cye, to court 
With terror wing'd conveys the dread report. 
Of drathful arts expert, his lord employs 
The miniſters of blood in dark ſurprize: 
And twenty yuuths in radiant mail incas 's, 
Cloſe ambuſh'd nigh the ſpacious hall he plac'd. 
Then bids prepare the hoſpitable treat: 711 
To grace the victor's welcome from the wars, 
A train of courſers and triumphal cars 
Magniſicent he leads! the royal gueſt, 
Thouy -htleſs of ill, accepts the fraudſul feaſt. 
he troop, fourth ;Nung from the dark receſs, 
With homicidal rage the king oppreſs ! 
So, whilit he feeds luxurious in the ſtall, 
Ihe fovercign of the herd is doom'd to fall. 
The partners of his fame and toils at Troy, 
Around their lord, a mighty ruin! lie: 
Nlix'd with the brave, the baſe invade :s bleed; 
Agyſthus ſole ſurvives to boaſt the ded. 5 
He faid ; chill horrors ſhook my ſhivering ſoul, 
Rack'd with convulſive pangs in duſt I roll; ; 726 | 
And hate, in madneſs of extreme deſpair, 
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| To view the ſun, or breathe the vital air. 
4 


But when, ſuper.or to the rage of w 

[ flood reſtor d, and tears had ceas'd to flow ; 739 

| Lenient of grief, the pitying God 1 : 

Forget the brother, and reſume the man: 

To Fate's ſupreme diſpoſe the dcad reügn, 

That care be Fate's, a ſpeedy paſſage thine. 

| Still lives the wretch who ED a 

deplor'd, 73 

But lives a victim for thy vengeful ſword ; | 

Unleſs with filial rage Oreſtes glow, | 

And ſwift prevent the meditared blow ; 

You timely will return a welcome guclt, 

With kim to ſhare the ſad funereal ſeaſt. 
He ſau : 


ploy, 


— 740 
new thoughts my beating heart « em- 


A \My gloomy ſoul receives a gleam of j joy. 


Fair hope re vives; and eager I addreſt 
he preſcient Godhead to reveal the reſt. 
745 
I've heard with pain, but, oh ! the tale purſue; 
What third brave ſon of Mars the Fates MEN | 
To roam the howling deſart of the main: 

Or, in eternal ſhade if cold he lies, > 
Provoke new ſorrow from theſe grateful eyes. - 50 

That chief (rejoin'd the God) his race deri ves 
From Ithaca, and wondrous woes ſurvives; 
 Lazrtes' ſon : girr with circumfluous tides, 
He ſtill calamitous conſtraint abide. 
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Him in Calypſo's cave of late I view'd, 735 The courſers, for the champain ſports, retain 
When ſtreaming grief his faded cheek bedew'd. That giſt our barren rocks will render vain; 
But vain his prayer, his arts are vain, to move Horrid with cliffs our meagre land allows 


Th' enamour d Goddeſs, or elude her love: Thin herbage for the mountain goat to browze, 
His veſſel ſunk, and dear companions loſt, _ | But neither mead nor plain ſupplies, to feed $2 
He lives reluctant on a foreign coaſt. 760] The ſprightly courſer, or indulge his ſpeed : :- 
But oh, belov'd by Heaven! reſerv'd to thee To ſea- ſurrounding realms the Gods aſſign 


A happier lot the ſmiling Fates decree: Small tract of fertile lawn, the leaſt to mine. — 
Free from that law, beneath whoſe mortal ſway His hand the king with tender paſſion preſs'd, 
Matter is chang'd, and varying forms decay; And, ſmiling, thus the royal youth addreſs'd : $39 
Elyſium ſhall be thine ; the bliſsful plains #765 O early worth! a foul ſo wiſe, and young, 
Of utmoſt earth, where Rhadamanthus reigns. Proctairas you from the ſage Ulyſſes ſprung, 
Joys ever young, unmix'd with pain or fear, Selected from my ſtores, of marchleſs price 
Fill the wide circle of th* eternal year: An urn ſhall recompence your prudent choice 
Stern winter ſmiles on that auſpicious clime; Not mean, u maſſy mould of filver, grac'd 835 
The fields are florid with unfading prime; 776 | By Vulcan's art, the verge with gold enchas'd; 
From the bleak pole no winds inclement blow, | A pledge the ſcepter' d power of Sidon gave, 
Mould the round hail, or flake the fleecy ſnow : | When to his realm I plough'd the orient wave, 
But from the breezy deep the bleſt inhale ] Thus they alternate; while with artful care 
The fragrant murmurs of the weſtern gale. The menial train the regal ſeaſt prepare; 34 
This grace peculiar will the Gods afford 775 | The firſtlings of the flock are doom'd to die 
To thee the fon of Jove, and beauteous Helen's | Rich fragrant wincs the cheering bowls ſupply ; 
EE lord. | | * A ſemale band the gift of Ceres bring; 
| | He ceas'd, and, plunging in the vaſt profound, | And the gilt roofs with genial triumph ring. 
| Beneath the God the whirling billows bound. Mean while, in Ithaca, the ſuitor-powers 845 
Then ſpeeding back, involv'd in various thought, | In active game divide their jovial hours : 5 
My friends attendinꝑ at the ſhore I ſought. 780 In areas vary'e with moſaic art, 
Arriv'd, the rage of hunger we control, Some whirl the diſk, and ſome the javelin dart. 
Till night with filent ſhade inveſts the pole; Aſide, ſequeſter'd from the vaſt relort, 
Then loſe the cares of life in pleaſing reſt. — | Antinous ſate ſpectator of the ſport; 
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Soon as the morn reveals the roſeate eaſt, wich great Eurymachus of worth conſeſt, 73 
With fails we wing the maſts, our anchors weigh, | And high deſcent, ſuperior to the reſt: { 85 
VUnmcor the fleet, and ruſh into the ſea. 786 Whom young Noëmon lowly thus addreſt: 


Kang ' d on the banks, bencath our equal oars My ſhip equipp'd within the neighbouring port. 

White curl the waves, and the vex'd ocean roars. | The prince, departing fram the Pylian court, 855 
Then, ſteering backward from the Pharian Ifle, | Requeſted for his ſpeed; but, courteous, fax 

Ve ge in the ſtream of Jove-deſcending Nile: 790 | When ſteers he home, or why this long delay? 
here quit the ſhips, and on the deſtin'd ſhore For Elis I ſhould ſail with utmoſt ſpeed, {fecd. 


With ritual hecatombs the Gods adore: 'T* import twelve mares which there luxuriors 
Their wrath aton'd, to Agamemnon's name {| And twelve young mules, a ſtrong laborious race, 


A cenotaph I raiſe of deathleſs fame. New to the plough, unpractis'd in the trace. 86x 
Theſe ritcs to piety and grief diſcharg'd, 795} Unknowing of the courſe to Pyle deſign'd, 
The friendly Gods a ſpringing gale enlarg d: A ſudden horror ſeiz'd on either mind; 


The fleet ſwift tilting o'er the ſurges flew, The prince in rural bower they fondly thought, 
Till Grecian cliffs appear d, a bliſsful view! Numbering his flocks and herds, not far remote, 
Thy patient ear hath heard me long relate | Relate, Antinous cries, devoid of guile, 866 
A ſtory, fruitful of diſaſtrous fate:  _ 8oof When ſpread the prince his ſail for diſtant Pyle ? 


And now, young prince, indulge my ſond requeſt ; | Did choſen chicts acroſs the gulfy main 
Be Sparta honour's with his royal gueſt, | Attend his voyage, or domeſtic train? 


Till, from his eaſttrn goal, the joyous fun Spontaueous did you ſpect? his ſacred courſe, 870 
4 _ His twelfth diurnal race begins to run. | Or was the veſſel ſeiz'd by fraud or force? 
| [ Mean time my train the friendly gifts prepare, With willing duty, not reluctant mind, 
E Three ſprightly courſers and a poliſh'd car: 806 (Notmon cry'd) the veſſel was reſign e. 
| With theſe, a goblet of capacious mould, I Who, in the balance, with the great affairs [875 
FF — Figur'd with art to digniſy the gold, I bf courts, preſume to weigh their private cares? 
| | (Form'd for libation to the Gods) ſhall prove With him, the peerage next in power to you: 


A pledge and monument of facred love. 810 And Mentor, captain of the lordly crew, | j 
My quick return, young Ithacus rejoin d, Or ſome celeſtial in his reverend form, | | 


4 Daups the warm wiſhes of my raptur'd mind: Safe from the ſecret rock and adverſe ſtorm, — 
id not my tate n needful haſte conſtrain, Pilots the courſe : ſor when the glimmering ray - 
| Charmi'd by ycur ſpeech, 10 - raceful and humane, | Of yeſter dawn diſc!os'd the tender day, | 
Loft in delight the circling year would roll, 815 | Mentor himſ-if I faw, and much admir'd—= | a 
While deep attention ſix'd n. y liſtening ſoul. Then ceas'd the youth, and from the court retir 4 
Bur now to Pyle permit n y deſtin'd way, Confounded and appall'd, th' unfiniſh'd game | 

My lov'd aſſociates chide i. long delay: The ſuitors quit, and all to council came, 885 

In dear remembrance of your royal grace, | Antinous firſt th' aſſembled pcers addreſt, [breaft. 


i take the preſent of the promis d vaſe; g ec Rage ſparkling iv his eyes, and burning in his 


Horrid to ſpeak 
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| © ſhame to manhood ! ſhall one daring boy 
The ſcheme of all our happineſs deſtroy ? 

Fly unperceiv'd, ſeducing half the lower 890 
Of nobles, and invite a foreign power ? | 
The ponderous engine rais'd to cruſk us all, 
Recoiling, on his head is ſure to fall. 

Inſtant prepare me, on the neighbouring ſtrand, 
With twenty choſen mates a veſſel mann'd; 895 
For ambuſhcloſe beneath the Samian ſhore 

His ſhip returning ſhall my ſpies explore : 

He ſoon his raſhneſs ſhall with life atone, 
Seek for his father's fate, but find his own. 

With vaſt applauſe the ſentence all approve; 
Tken riſe, and to the feaſtful hall remove; *. 
Swift to the queen the herald Medon ran, 

Who heard the conſult of the dire divan : 

- Before her dome the royal matron ſtands, 
And thus the meſſage of his haſte demands: gog 
What will the ſuitors? muſt my ſervant-train 

'Th' allotted labours of the day refrain, 
For them to form ſome exquiſite repaſt? 

Heaven grant this feſtival may prove their laſt! 
Or, if they ſtill muſt live, from me remove 910 
The double plague of luxury and love? 

Forbcar, ye et Inſolence! forbear, 

In riot to conſume a wretched heir. 

In the young ſoul illuſtrious thought to raiſe, 
Were ye not tutor'd with Ulyſſes praiſe ? 

Have not your fathersoft wy lord defin'd, 

Gentle of ſpeech, beneficent of mind? 

Some kings with arbitrary rage devour, 

Or intheir tyrant minions veſt the power : 2 
Ulyſſes let no partial favours fall, 

The people's parent, he protected all: 
But abſent now, perfidious and ingrate ! : 
_ His ſtores ye ravage, and uſurp his ſtate. 
le thus: o were the woes you ſpeak the 

worſt 


F bey forma deed more odious and accurſt; 925 
More dreadful than your boding ſoul divines: 
But pitying Jove avert the dire deſigns! 
The darling object of your royal care 
Is mark'dto periſh in a deathful ſnare; 
| — he anchors in his native port, 
From Pyle re- ſailing and the Spartan court; 
in ambuſh is decreed 
The hope and heir of Ithaca to bleed! e 
Sudden ſhe ſunk beneath the weighty woes, 
The vital ſtreams a chilling horror froze : 935 
The big round tear ſtands trembling i in ner eye, 
And on her tongue imperfect accents die. 
At length, in tender language. intcrwove 
With ſighs, ſhe thus expreſs” d her anxious love: 
Why raſhly would my fon his fate explore, 
| Ride the wild waves, and quit the ſafer ſhore ? 
Did he, with all the greatly wretched, crave 
A blank oblivion, and uatimely grave? 
'Tis not, reply'd the ſage, to Medon given 
To know, if ſome inhabitant of Heaven, 945 
Ina his young breaſt the daring thought inſpir d; 
Or if, alone with filial duty fir d, 
The windsand waves he tempts in eariy bloom, 
Studious to learn his abſent father's doom. | 
The ſage retir d: unable to control 950 
The mighty griefs that ſwell her labouring foul, 
Lolling convulſive on the floor, is ſeen 
The piteous objet of a proſtrate queen, 


975 


950 


930 


, 940 


! 


With wine and viands I the veſſel ſtor d: 


{ 


A 
r* impious to ſurmiſe, the Powers divine 9 


| And thus the queen ia vokes Minerva . aid: 


'POPE'S HOMER: 


Words to her dumb complaint a panſe ſupplies; 
And breath, to waſte in unavailing cries. 955 


Around their ſovereign w wept the menial fair, 
To whom ſhe thus addreſs'd her deep deſpair : 

Behold a wretch whom all the Gods conſign 
To woe! Did ever ſorrows equal mine? 


His country's buckler, and the Grecian boaſt : 
Now from my fond embrace, by tempeſts torn, | 
| Our other column of the ſtate is borne : 

Nor toek a kind adieu, nor ſought conſent !— 
Unkind confederates in his dire intent! 

HI ſuits it with your ſhews of duteous zeal, 
From me the purpos'd voyage to conceal : 


965 


| Though at the ſolemn midnight hour he hk 


Why did you fear to trouble my repoſe ? 

He either had obey'd my fond deſire, 

Or ſeen his mother, pierc'd with grief, expire. 
Bid Dolius quick attend, the faithful ſlave 
Whom to my nuptial train Icarius gave, 
To tend the fruit-groves : with inceſſant 
He ſhall this violence of death decreed 
To good Laertes tell. Experiene d age 
May timely intercept the ruffian-rage, 


_ | Convene the tribes, the murderous plot reveal, 


And to their power to ſave his race a 
Then Euryclea thus: My deareſt dread ! 980 

Though to the ſword I bow this hoary head, 

Or if a dungeon be the pain decreed, 

[ own me conſcious of th unpleaſing deed : 

Auxiliar to his flight, my aid implor d, 


A ſolemn oath, impos'd, the ſecret ſeal' d, 


Dreading th' effe c of a fond mother's fear, 
He dar d not violate your royal ear 

But bathe, and, in imperial robes array'd, 990 
Pay due devotions to the | martial Maid, 
And reſt affianc'd in her guardian aid. | 
Send not to good Laertes, nor engage 

In toils of ſtate the miſeries of age: 


To ruin doom the Jove-deſcended line: 
Long ſhall the race of juſt Arceſius reign, 
And iſles remote enlarge his old domain. 


She bathes, and, rob'd, the ſacred dome : 
Her pious ſpeed a female train attends: 
The ſalted cakes in caniſters are laid, 


I Daughter divine of Jore, whoſe arm can wield 

Th' avenging holt, and ſhake the proc ? 
If. e' er Ulyſſes to thy fane preferr d | 
The beſt and choicett of his flock and herd; 


| Hear, Goddeſs, hear, by thoſe oblations wen;.. 
And for the pious fire preſerve the fon: 
| His wiſh'd return with happy power befriend, 


And on the ſuitors let thy wrath deſcend. 

She ceas'd ; ſhrill extacies of joy declare 
The favouring Goddeſs preſent to the prayer : 
The ſuitors heard, and deem'd the mirthful voice 
A ſignal of her hymenzal choice: 1016 
Whilſt one molt jovial thus accoſts the board; 


— — — ſecond lord: 


| { — 


— 4. my deareſt lord is loſt, 960 


„ns es we ew 4 


9” 


975 


"i. 
Til the twelſch dawn the light of heaven reveal'd, 


The queen her ſpeech with calm attention . | 
Her eyes reſtrain the ſiwer- treaming tears: 100 


[1005 


* | 
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« When o'er her ſon diſaſtrous death impends.” 


Thus he, unſkill'd of what the Fates provide! 1021 
But with ſevere rebuke Antinous cry'd : 

Theſe empty vaunts will make the voyage vain; 
Alarm not with diſcourſe the menial train : 
The great event with filent hope attend; 1025 

Our deeds alone our counſel] muſt commend. 

His ſpeech thus ended ſhort, he frowning roſe, 
And twenty chiefs renown'd for valour choſe : 
Down to the ſtrand he ſpeeds with haughty ſtrides, 

Where anchor'd in the bay the veſſcl rides, 1030 

Replete with male and military ſtore, | 
In all her tackle trim to quit the ſhore. 
The deſperate crew aſcend, unfurl the ſails 
(The ſea-ward prow invites the tardy pales); 
Then take repaſt, till Heſperus diſplay'd 

His golden circlet in the weſtern ſhade. 

Mean time the queen, without reflection due, 
Heart-wounded, to the bed of ſtate withdrew ; 
In her ſad breaſt the prince's fortunes roll, 

And hope and doubt alternate ſeize her foul. 1040 
So when the woodman's toil her cave ſurrounds, 
And with the hunter's cry the grove reſounds; 
With grief and rage the mother-lion ſtung, 
Fearleſs herſelf, yet trembles for her young. [1045 

While penſive in the ſilent ſlumberous ſhade, 


Sleep's gentle powers her drooping eyes in onde; 


Minerva, life-like, on embodied air 
Impreſs' d the form of Iphthima the fair | 
_ (learws' daughter the, whoſe blooming charms 

Allur'd Eumelus to her virgin-arms; 1050 
A ſcepter'd lord, who o'er the fruitful plain 
| Of Theſſaly, wide-ſtretch'd his ample reign) : 
As Pallas will'd, along the fable ſkies, 
To calm the queen, the phantum-ſiſter flies. 
 F$wilt on the regal dome deſcending right, 1055 
The bolted valves are pervious to her flight. 

_ Clolic to her head the pleaſing viſion ſtands, 

And thus performs Minerva's high commands. 

O, why, Penclope, this cauſeleſs fear, 
To render ficep's ſoft bleſſing unſincere? 

Alike devote to ſerrow's dire extreme 
The day- reflection, aud the midnight dream 
Thy ſon the Gods propitious will reſtore, 


1060 


1035 
2035 


When fight of lefſening Ithaca was loſt, 


To whom the queen (whilſt yet her penſive 
ind 1065 


Was in the ſilent gates of fleep confin d) 
O ſiſter, to my ſoul for ever dear, 
Why this firſt viſit to reprove my fear ? 


From what deep ſource my deathleſs forrows flow? 
To all my hope my royal lord is loſt, | 
His country's buckler, and the Grecian boaſt: 

And, with conſummate woe to weigh me down, 
The heir of all his honuurs and his crown, | 


To the fierce ſtorms, or men more fierce than 


| Who, \y, "0H of blood affociates ſworn, 


Will intercept th* unwary youth's return. 
Courage reſume, the ſhadowy form reply d, 
In the protecting care of heaven confide : 
On him attends the blue-ey'd martial Maid; 
What earthly can implore a ſurer aid? 
Me now the guardian Goddeſs deigns to ſend, 
To bid thee patient his return attend. OY 
The queen replics ; If in the bleſt abodes 1085 
A Goddels, thou haſt commerce with the Gods; 


| Say, breathes my lord the bliſs) realm of light, 


Or lies he wrapt in ever-during night ? 
Enquire not of his doom, the phantom cries, 
| ſpeak not all the counſel of the ſkies : 1090 
Nor muſt indulge with vain diſcourſe, or long, 
The windy ſatisſaction of the tongue. 
Swift through the valves the vifionary fair 

Repaſs'd, and viewleſs mix d with common air. 

Che queen awakes, deliver d of her woes: 1095 
With florid joy her heart dilating glows; ) 
The viſio, manifeſt of future fate, 15 
Makes her with hope her ſon's arrival wait. 


Telemachus in thought already lain ! 1100 


Their ſail directed ſor the Samian coaſt, 


& ſmall] but verdant iſle appear d in view, 
And Aſteris th* advancing pilot knew ; 
An ample port the rocks projected form, 


110 
To break the rolling waves, and ruffling ſtorm: 


That ſafe receſs they gain with happy ſpeed, 


— And bid thee ceaſe his ablcuce to deplore. . 


ad in ddt ambuſh wait he marea, cl, 


BOOK V. 
THE ARGUMENT. 
The Depart.re of Ulyſſes ſrow Calyfſi. 
. the Gads complains of the det::tion of Ulyſſes in the ; and of Colepſe 3 whereupon Mercury 


# ſent to command his removal. The ſeat of Calypſ) dejcribed. 


S'.e conſents 201:h much difficult; and | 


_ Ulyſſes builds a ueſſel with bis own bands, in which b: embarks, Nepiune ww-rtakes | im with @ terrible tem- 
Holl, in which be is ſhiptorecked, and in the laſt danger oj death : till Lcucuthea, a S. Goddeſs, Mis bim, and 


after innumc rale perils, be gets aſbore on Pheacta. 


uz ſaffron morn, with early bluſhes ſpread, Tien met th* eternal ſyno of the ſky, 


Now roſe refulgent from Tithonus' bed; 
With new-born day to gladden mortal fight, 


9 
Bebore the God who thun ders from on ligh, © 
Supreme in micht, ſublime in majeſty, 


And gild the courts of Heaven with ſacred Pallas, to theſe, ueploces tu unequal f itt s 


light, | is 


* Of waic Ulviles, and his tolls relates: 


How in a realm ſo diſtant ſhould you know [1670 


My darling ſon is fled ! an eaſy prey 1075 


1086 


1 


I „TT. or 


Mean time the ſuitors plough the watery plain, 


- r ; " ng _— 


2 RN 


And now fierce traitors, ſtudious to deſtroy 
His only ſon, their ambuſh'd fraud employ; 


And preſs d unwilling in Calypſo's arms. 


What words are theſe, (reply'd the Power who 
I forms 1 
The clouds of night, and darkens Heaven with 


With fraud defeated, meaſure back their way. 
Hermes, thou choſen meſſenger of heaven! 


"Tis Jove's cecree, Ulyſſes ſhall return: ; 
The patient man ſhall view his old abodes, 
Nor help'd by mortal hand, nor guiding Gods: 
In twice ten days ſhall fertile Sheria find, 
Alone, and floating to the wave and wind. 45 
The bold Phæacians there, whoſe haughty line 

Is mix d with Gods, half human, half divine, 
The chief ſhall honour as ſome heavenly gueſt, 
And ſwift tranſport him to his place of reſt. 
His veſſels loaded with a plenteous ſtore 50 
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Her Hero's danger touch'd the pitying Power, 10 
The nymph's ſeducements, and the magic bower. 
Thus ſhe began her plaint: Immortal Jove ! 

And you who fill the bliſeful ſcats above 

Let kings no more with gentle mercy ſway, 

Or bleſs a people willing to obey, Is 
But cruſh the naticns with au iron rod, | | 
And every monarch be the ſcourge of God: 
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She fatc, and ſung : the rocks reſound her lys ; 
The cave was brighten'd with a riſing blaze: 75 
Cedar ard frankincenſe, an odorous pile, 


Flam'd on the hearch, and wide perſum' d the iſt ; 
While ſhe with work and ſong 


the time divides, 
And through the loom the golden ſhuttle guidcs. 
Wi-hout the grot a various fylvan ſcene 80 
Appear'd around, and gro ves of living green; 


If from your thoughts Ulyſſes you remove, Poplars and alders ever quivering play'd, 


Who rul'd his ſubjects with a father's love. 

Sole in an iſle, encircled by the main, 2C 
Abandon d, banifh'd from his native reizn, | 
Unbleſt he ſighs, detain'd by lawleſs charms, 


Nor friends are there, nor veſſels to convey, | 
Nor oars to cut th' immeaſurable way. 25 


Who, pious, following his great father's fame, 
To ſacred Pylos and to Sparta came. | 


Is not already in thy ſoul decreed, [ſtorms) 
The chiet's return ſhall make the guilty bleed ? 
What cannot wiſdom do? Thou may'ſt reſtore 
The ſon in ſafety to his native ſhore: 35 
While the fel foes, who late in ambuſh lay, 


Then thus to Hermes the command was given : 
Go, to the nymph 


be theſe our orders borne : 40 


And nodding cypreſs form'd a fragrant ſhade ; 
On whoſe high branches, waving with the ſtorm, 
The birds of broadeſt wing their manſion form, 3; 
The chough, the ſea-mew, the loquacious crow, 
And ſcream aloft, and ſkim the deeps below. 
Depending vincs the ſhelving caverns ſcreen, 
With purpie clufters bluſhing through the green. 


| And every fountain pours 2 ſeveral rill, 


In mazy windings wandering down the hill: 


„„ -. _ . 
And glowing violets threw odours round, 


A God might gaze, and wander with delight ! 
Joy touch'd the meſſenger of heaven : he ftay'd 
Entranc'd, and all the bliſsful haunt ſurvey'd. 
Him, entering in the cave, Calypſo knew; 


To 'habitants of earth, or fea, or ſæy. ” 
But fad Ulyiles, by himſelf apart, 
Pour d the big ſorrows of his ſwelling heart; 


| All on the lonely ſhore he ſute to weep, 10g 
And roll'd his eyes around the reſtleſs deep; | 


Tow'rd his lov'd coaſt he roll'd his eyes in vain, 


Of braſs, of veſtures, and reiplentient ore 
(A richer prize than if his joyful ile 
Receiv'd him charg'd witi lion's noble ſpoil). 
His friends, his country, he ſhall fee, though late; 


Such is our ſovereign will, and ſuch is fate. 55 


Faſt to his feet the golden pinions binds, = 


That high through fields of air his flight ſuſtain 


Or in ſoft ſlumbers ſeals the wake ful eye: 


Ober the wide earth, and o er the boundleſs main. 


He graſps the wand that cauſes fleep to fly, 60 


Then ſhoots ſrom heaven to high Pieria's ſteep, | 


— * 


"Thus o'er the world of waters Hermes flew, 


And ftoops incumbent on the rolling deep. 

So watery fowl, that ſeek their fifty food, 
With wings expanded o'er the foaming flood, 65 
Now ſailing ſmooth the level ſurface ſweep, 
Now dip their pinions in the briny deep. 


Till now the diſtant ifland roſe in view : 0 

Then, ſwift aſcending from the azure wave, 70 
Hr took the path that winded to the cave. 

Large was the grot, in which the nymph be 

found | | | 

be fair-hair'd nymph with every beauty 


'crown'd} ; | 
ba ith cot ꝗqueſt proud, incens'd Miner va's power: 


again. 


His graceful ſcated on her ſhining throne, | 


To Hermes thus the nymph divine begun: 110 


God of the golden wand! on what beheſt 
Acriv'ſt thos hete, an unexpected gucit? 
I. or'd as thou art, thy fre injunctions lay; 
Lis mine with joy aud duty to obey. 
Fill now a ſtrauger, in a happy hour 
Approach, and taſte the daiuties of my bower. 


| (Ambroſial cates, with nectar roſy-red); 
Hermes the hoſpitable rite partovi, 


A Goddeſs aſks, nor can a God deny: 


Unwilling have I trod this pleaiing land; 


| For who, ſelf-mov'd, with weary wings would 
| ſweep Rs | e 


Such length of ocean and unmeaſur d deer: 
{ A world of waters! far from all the ways 
Where men frequent, or ſacred altars blaze? 

But to Jove's will ſubmiſſion we muſt pay ; 


What power ſo great to dare to difobey? 133 


A man, he ſays, à man refides with thee, 


It all his kind moſt worn with miſery : | 
The Greeks (whoſe arms for nine long years em- 


ploy'd es 
Their force in Nion, in the tenth deſtroy d) 
at lengta embarking in a luckleſs hour 135 


DDr 


Four limpid fountains from the clefts diftil ; go D 


Where bloomy meads with vivid greens were 


A ſcene, where if a God ſhould caſt his ſight, 95 | 


For Powers celeſtial to each other's view 100 
Stand ſtill confeſt, though diſtant far they lie 


Till, dimm'd with riſing grief, they ſtream d 


reer cw... a. ooci.. 


Thus having ſpoke, the nymph the table ſpread 
Divine reſection ! then, recruited, ſpoke: 120 
What mov'd this journey from my native ſcy, 


Hear then the truth. By mighty Jove's command, : 
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— — denf's, There ſate all deſolate ,and figh'd alone, 
With ſtorms purſu'd them through the liquid | With <choing ſorrows made the mountains groan, 


world. And roll d his eyes o'er all the reſtleſs main, | 4 

3 There all his veſſels ſunk beneath the wave ! | Vill, dimm'd with riſing grief, they ftream'd a- | 
; There all his dear companions found their grave! 140 gain. | 
| Sav'd from the jaws of death by Heaven's decree, , Hcre, on his muſing mood the Goddeſs preſt, 205 | | 

| The tempeſt drove him to theſe ſhores and thee. | Approaching ſuſt; and thus the chief addreſt : ' 
' Him Jove now orders to his native lands | Uniappy ma”! to waiting foes a prey, | | 
Straight to difmiſs; ſo deſtiny commands: No mor. in ſorrows languiſh life away. , 

| Impatient Fate his near return attends, 145 Free as the winds I give thee now to rove— | | 
And calls him to his country and his friends. | Go, fell the timber of yon lofty grove, 210 | 


Ev'n to her inmoſt ſoul the Goddeſs ſhook; Aud form a raft, and build the riſing ſhip, 
Then thus her anguiſh and her paſſion broke: Sublime to bear thee o'er the gloomy decp. 
Ungracious Gods with ſpite and envy eurſt: | To ſtore the veſſel let the care be mine, 
Still to your own zthereal race che worlt! 150 Wich water from the rock, and roſy wine, 


| 
Ve envy mortal and immortal joy, | And life ſuſtaining bread, and fy array, 215 g 
And love, the only fweet of life, deſtroy. | And proſperous gales to waft thee on — | : 
Did ever Goddeſs by her charms engage | Theſe, if the Gods with my deſires comply, = 
A ſavour d mortal, and not feel your rage? Ihe Gods, alas! more mighty far than I, 4 
So when Aurora ſought Orion's love, 155 | And better {kill'd in dark events to come) | 
Her joys ditturb'd your blifsful hours above, | In peace ſhall land thee at thy native home. 220 
Till in Ortygia, Dian's winged dart I Wich ſighs, Ulyſſes heard the words ſhe 
|| Had pierc'd the hapleſs hunter to the heart. Then thus his melancholy fileuce broke: f 
} So when the covert of the thrice-car'd field { Some other motive, Goddeſs! ſways thy mind, F 
| | Saw ſtately Ceres to her paſſion yield, 160 (Some cloſe deſign, or turn of womankind) | | 
Scarce could laſion taſte her heavenly charms, * Nor my return the end, nor this the way, 2 4 
But Jove's ſwift lightuing ſcorch'd him in her | On a flight raft to paſs the ſwelling ſea, 
arms. | Huge, korrid, vaſt! where ſcarce in ſafety fails | 2 

14 Andi is it now my turn, ye mighty Power: | The beſt-built ſhip, though Jove inſpire the gales. 

Am the envy of your bliſsful bowers? be hold propoſal how ſhall 1 fulfil, a 
A man, an outcaſt to the ſtorm and wave, 165 Dark as | am, unconſcious of thy will? 230 4 
le was my crime to pity, and to ſave; | |Swear then thou mean'ſt not what my foul fore- : : 
When he who thunders rent his bark in rain, = M | bodes; © b 

And ſunk his brave companions in the main. | Swear by the folemn oath that binds the Gods. : | 

Alone, abar don d, in mid occan tofſt, 4 [ Him, while he ſpoke, with ſmiles Calypſo ey 4, | h 

The ſport of wiads, and driven from every RY 179 | And gently graſp'd his hand, and thus reply'd: . 

| Hither this man of miſerics l led, | This ſhows thee, friend, by old experience taught, _ 
: | | Receiv'd the friendleſs, and the — fed; [And learn'd in all the wiles of human thouyhe, | 

3 Nay promis'd (vainly promis“ d] to beſthw How prone to doubt how cautious are the wiſe ? | 

\ Immortal life, exempt from age and wee. But hear, O earth! and hear, ye ſacred ſkies! -Y 

| *[Iispaſt- and Jove decrees he ſhall remove; 775. And thou, O Styx! whoſe formidable flouds - 

| Gods as we are, we arc but ſlaves tu Jove. : Glide through the — and bind th' atteſting 4 

| Go then he may (he muſt, if He orduin, | Gods! 240 | 

Try all thoſe dangers, al! thoſe deeps, again): No form'd defign, no me ditated end, : 
But never, never ſhall Calypfo fend I. ur ks in the counſel uf thy faithful friend; | 

To toils like theſe, her huſband and her friend. 120 Kind the perſuaſion. and ſincere my aim; : 

What ſhips have l, what ſailors to convey, Ihe ſame my practice, were my fate the fame. 5 i 

| What oars to cut the long laborious way ? . Heaven has not curſt me with a heart of ttcel, 245 1 ö 

43 Yet, tl direct the ſafeſt means to go: Vut given the ſenſe, to pity and to feel. 8 3 
£ That Lt advice is all 1 can beſtow. _ S Thus having ſaid, the Goddeſs march'd before : | i 

To her, the Power whe bears the 2 He trad her foorſteps i in the ſandy ſhore. | : | 
13 maſs - 1385 At the cool cave arriv'd, they took their ſtate; l 
| Diſmiſs the man, nor irritate the G God: | He fili'sd the throne whine Mercury had late. 250 | | 
| Prevent the rage of him who reigns above, For him the ryraph + rich repaſt orduins, | . 
Por what fo dreadful as the wrath uf Jouve? Such as the mortal life of man ſuſtains; f 
| Thus having ſaid, he cut the cicaving fry, 4 Before herfelf were plac'd the cates divine, | C 
And in a moment vaniſh'd from her eye. 190 ' Ambrulial banquet, and celeſtial wine 
Ihe nymph, obedient to divine command, ' Their hunger fatiate, and their thirſt repreſt, 255 | f 
To ſeck Ulyſſes, pac d along the ſand. 1 hus ſpoke Calypſo to her godlike gueſt: i 
flim penſive on the lonely beach ſhe found, — | Ulyiivs (with a ſich ſhe thus began) 4 
With flreaming eyes in briny torrerts drown'd, O iprung from Gods in wiſdom more than man; 
And inly pining for his native ſhore: 195 ls then thy home the paſſion of thy heart? 
For now the ſoſt enchantreſo pleas'd no more: Thus wilt thom leave me, are wr thu. , part? 260 
For now, re! luctant, aud confirain's by charms, Farewell! and ever joyful may*ſt thou be, 
Abſent he lay in her deſiriug um- Nor break the tranſport with one thought of me. 
ln ſlumber wore the he 2vy nig. t ax. "Ts But ah, Ulyſſes wert thou given to know 


On rocks and ſhurcs cc ni:m?'d the tedivus day; ; 200 W hat Fac 5e dooms thee, Vet, to und 1303 
Vor. VI. | 
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| 
ſhall the daugh of mankind 3 
ters ind compare 
Their earth-born beauties with the heavenly fair? 
Alas! for this {the prudent man replies) | 
Againſt Ulyſſes ſhall thy anger riſe ? 
07 d and ador'd, oh Goddeſs ! as thou art, 
Forgive the weakneſs of a human heart. 
Though well I ſee thy graces far above 
The dear, though mortal, object of my love, 
Ot youth eternal well the difference kn know, 
And the ſhort date of fading charms below ; 
Vet every day, while abfent thus I roam, 
I languiſh to return and die at home. 
| Whate'er the Gods ſhall deſtine me to bear 
In the black ocean, or the watery war, 
Tis mine to maſter with a conſtant mind: 
Enur d tu perils, to the worſt reſign d. 
By ſeas, by wars, ſo many dangers run, 5 
Still I can ſuffer: their high will be done! 
| Thus while he the beamy ſun deſcends, 
| And riſing night her friendly ſhade extends. 290 
To the * the lonely pair remove, 
And flept delighted with the gifts of love. 
When roſy morning call d them from their reſt, 
| Vlyſſes rob'd him in the cloak and veſt. | 
The nymph's fair head a veil tranſparent grac'd, 295 
Her ſwelling loins a radiant zone embrac'd 
Wich flowers of gold: an under robe, unbound, 
In ſnowy waves flow d glittering on the ground. 


275 
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Forth iſſuing thus, the gave him firſt to wield { 


A weighty axe with trueſt temper ſteel d, 300 
And double edg'd; the handle ſmooth and plain, 
Wrought of the clouded olive's eaſy grain; 

And next, a wedye to drive with ſwerpy ſway : 
Then to the neighbouring foreſt led the way. 
On the lone iſland's utmoſt verge there ſtoud 505 

Pt poplars, pines, and firs, a lofty wood, | 
Whoſe leafleſs ſummits to the ſkies aſpire, = 
Scorch'd by che ſun, or ſear d by heavenly fire 
(Already dry'd). Theſe poiuting out to view, 
The nymph juſt ſhow'd him, and with tears with- 

drew. 310 
Now toils the hero; trees on trees o erthrawu 

Fall crack ling round him, and the fore ſt groan : 
Sudden, full twenty on the plain are ſtrow d, 
And lopp d, and lighten d of their brauchy load. 
At equal angles theſe diſpos'd to join, 3 
Ale ſmooth'd and ſquar'd them, by the rule and line. 
(The wimbles or the work Calypſo found) | 
With thoſe he picrc'd them, and with 

bound, 

Long and Capacious as A \ ſhipwright forms | 
Some bark's broad button co out- ride the ſtorms, $20 
So large he built the ratc ; then ribb'd it ſtrong 
From ſpace to ſpace, and nail'd the planks along ; 
Theſe ſform'd the ſides: the deck he faſhion d lail; 
Then o'er the veſſel rais'd the taper maſt, 


wed ey 


Wich croſing lail-yards dancing in the wind; 325 | 


And to the helm the guiding rudder join'd | 
(Wich vieldiug ofiers fenc'd, to bicak the force 


POPE'S HOMER, 
Thy loom, Calypſo! for the h bre ſails 


|| The Bear, revolving, points his golden eyes $ 


| Like a broad ſhield amid the 


ss then revers'd the ſentence of the wy, 
{ | ſhar'd ſecure the Ethiopian feaſt? 


No; if this ſceptre yet commands the main. | 
He ſpoke, and high the forky trident hurl!'s 37; 


'Supply'd the cloth, capacious of the gales. 
Wich ſtays and cordage laſt he rigg'd che. hip, 
And, roll'd cu. levers, launch'd her in the deep. 
Fear days were paſt, and now the work com- 
plete, 
bone the fifch morn : when from her ſacred ſeat 
* diſmiſe d him, (odorous garments giv. 
335 {Heaven 
And bath's in fragrant oils that breath'd of 


| Then fill'd two goat-ſkins with her hands divine, 


— water one, and une with ſable wine: 
Of every kind, proviſions hcav'd aboard; 


And the full 3 with copious viands ttar'd. 349 
| The Goddeſs, laſt, a geutle breeze ſupplies, 
To curl old occan, and to warm the fkics. 


And now, rejoicing in the proſperous gales, 
With beating hcart, Ulyſſes ſpreads his ſails; 


Nor clos'd in ſleep his ever-watchful eyes. 

There view d the Pleiads, and the Northern Team, 
And great Orion's more reſulgent beam, | 
To which, around the axle of the iky 


Who ſhines exalted an th' ztherial plain, 
Nor bathes his blazing forehead in the main. 
Far on the left thoſe radiant fires to keep 
The nymph directed, as he fail'd the deep. 
Full feventeen nights he cut the foamy way : 
The diſtant land appear d the following day: 
Then ſwel}'d to fight Phzacia's duſky coaſt, 
And woody mountains, half in vapours loft : 
That lay before him, indiſtia& and vaſt, 
watery waſte. - 
But him, thus voyaging the deeps below, Xl 
From far, on Solyme's aerial brow, 5 
The King of Ocean ſaw, and ſeeing burn d 
(From Ethiopia's happy climes return d;) 
| The raging monarch ſhook his azure head, 
And thus in ſecret to his foul he faid : | 


RR *- 
In one man's favour; while a diſtant 
hehold how near Pheacia's land he nas! ® 


The land, aftix'd by Fate's eternal laws 
Io end his tails. Is then our anger vain? | 


|| Rolls clouds on clouds, and flirs the watery world, 
At once the face of carth the fea deforms, Eee 


I5 | Swclls all the winds, and rouſes all the ftorms. 


Duwn ruſl'd the night: eaſt, weſt, together roar; 
And ſouth, and north, roll mountains to the ſhore; 
Then ſhook the hero, to deſpair reſign'd, 
And queition'd thus his yet unconquer'd mind: 
Wretch that | am! what farther fates attend 
This life of toils, and what my deſtin'd end? 
Too well, alas! the Iſland Goddeſs knew, 
On the black ſea what perils ſhould enſue. 
New horrors now this deſtin'd head encloſe; 
Unfill'd is yet the meaſure of my woes; 
With what a cloud the brows of heaven are crown d 
What raging winds! what ruaring waters round 
"Tis Jove himſelf the ſwelling tempeſts rears; 


3s; 


„lar; Siug waves, ald ſtecr the ſl᷑ady courſe), 


| Dcath, preſcat death, on — fide appears, 
* 


— . 


330 


Plac' d at the helm he fate, and mark d the ſkics, 345 | 


355 


" 


| Heavens! how uncertain are the Powers 02 
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(Herſelf a mortal once, of Cadmus ſtrain, 
Zut now an azure ſiſter of the main). 
Swift as a fca-mew ſpringing from the flood, 


- 


| thrice happy! who, in battle lain, 
Preſt, in Atrides' cauſe, the Trojan plain: 


ODYSSEY, Boox V. 


Oh! had 1 dy'd before that well-fought wall; 395 
Had ſome diſtinguiſh'd day renown'd my fall 
(Such as was that, when ſhowers of javelins fled 
From conquering Troy around Achilles dead); 


All Greece had paid me ſolemn ſunerals then, 
And ſpread my glory with the ſons of men. 


A ſhameful fate now hides my hapleſs head, 
_Un-wept, un- noted, and for ever dead! 


400 


A mighty wave ruſh'd o'er him as he fpoke, 


The raft is cover'd, and the maſt it broke; 


Far on the ſwelling ſurge the chick was borne 


While by the huwling tempeſt rent in twain 
Flew fail and ſail- yards rattling o'er the main. 
 Longpre(s'd, he heav'd bencath the weighty wave, 
Clogg d by the cumbrous veſt Calypſo gave: 410 
At iength, emerging from his noſtrils wide 


And guſhing mouth, effus'd the briny tide, 
Ev'n then nut mindleſs of his laſt retreat, 
He ſeiz'd the raft, and leapt into his feat. 


Swept [rom the deck, and from the rudder torn, 405 


| Stern Neptune ey'd him, and contemptuous faid; 


Strong with the fear of death. The rolling flood 415 | Go, learn'd in woes, and other woes eſſay! 480 


Now here, now there, impell'd the floating wood. 


As when a heap of gather'd thorns is caſt 
Now to, now fro, before th' autumnal blaſt ; 


Together clung, it rolls around the field; 


So roll'd the float, and ſo its texture held: 


And now the ſouth, and now the north, bear 


420 


And now the eaſt the foamy floods obey, b 
And now the weſt - wind whirls it o'er the ſea. 


The wandering chief, with toils on toils oppreſt, | 


Leucothea ſaw, and pity touch'd her breaſt | 


All radiant on the raft the Goddets ſtood : 


decrecs . 
To Ne ptune's wrath, ſtern tyrant of the ſeas, 
{Unequal conteſt ! not his rage and power, 


_ Great as he is, ſuch virtue ſhall de vour. 
What I ſuggeſt, thy wiſdom will perform; 
Forlake thy float, and leave it to the ſtorm; 


Strip «ff thy garments ; Meptune's fury brave 


With naked fircngth, and plunge into the wave. 
To reach Phæacia all thy nerves extend, 
| There Fate decrees thy miſcrics ſhall end. 

This heavenly ſcarf beneath thy boſom bind, 
And live; give all thy terror to che wind, 


Soon as thy arms the happy ſhore ſhall gain, 
Return the gift, and caſt icon the main; 


Obſervc my orders, and with heed obey, _ 
Caſt it far off, and turn thy eyes away. 

With that her hand the ſacred veil beſtows, 

Then down the deeps the div'd from whence ſhe 


rule ; 1 Fe 
A moment ſnatch'd the ſhining form away, 


And all was cover'd with the curling ſca. - 
Struck with amaze, yet ſtill todoubt inclin'd, 450 


He ſtands ſuſpended, and explores his mind. 


What ſhall 1 do? Unhappy me! who knows 


But other Gods intend me other waes ? 


| Whor'er thou art, I ſhall not bliudly join 


Thy pleaded reaſon, but conſult with mine: 
For ſearce in ken appears that diſtant ifle, 
Thy voice ſoretels me {hall conclude my toil. 


455 


Then thus addreſo'd kim: Thou, whom Heaven 


Thus then I judge; while yet the plarks ſuſtain 
The wild waves fury, here I fix'd = 


I launch adventurous on the liquid fields, 
| Join to the help of Gods the ſtrength of man, 
And take this method, fince the beſt I can. 


Burſts o'er the float, and thunder d on his head. 
Planks, beams, diſparted fly: the ſcatter'd wood 
Rolls diverſe, and in fragments ſtrows the flood. 


Tofles and drives the ſcatter'd heaps cf coru. 


| And now a fingle beam the chief beſtrides; 


There poi d a while above the bounding tides, 
His limbs difcumbers of the clinging veſt, 


| Then prone on ocean ina moment flung, 
| 


Ga, wander helpleſs on the watery way: | 
Thus, thus find out the deſtin'd ſhore, and then 
(If Jove ordains it) mix with happier men. 

| Whate'er thy fate, the ills our wrath could raiſe 


This faid, his ſea-green ſteeds divide the foam, 
| And reach high Zgz and the towery dome. 


Wer. 


| The drier blaits alone of Boreas fway, 
And bear him ſoft on broken waves away; 
With gentle force impelling to that ſhore, 


211 
But when their texture to the tempeſts yields, 460 


While thus his thoughts an anxious council hald, 
The raging God a watery mountain roll'd; 465 
Like a black ſheet the whelmiog billow ſpread 


And binds the ſacred cincture round his breaſt; 473 


| Stretch'd wide his eager arms, and ſhot the ſeas 
All naked now, on heaving billows laid, (along. 


Shall laſt remember d in thy beſt of days. 485 


Now, ſcarce withdrawn the fierce earth ſhaking : 
Jove's daughter, Pallas, watch'd the favouring hour, 
Back to their caves ſhe bade the winds to fly, 490 
| | And huſh'd the bluſtering brethren of the ſky. 


Where Fate has deſtin d he ſhall toil no more. 495 


So the rude Boreas, oer the fields new-ſhorn, 470 


And now two nights, and now two days were pait, | 


435 


455 


IA thus commun d he with his ſoul apart: 


As pious children joy with vaſt delight 
| When a lov'd fire revives before their ſieht 
(o, lingering long has call'd on ceath in vair. 


| Since wide he wander'd on the watery waſte : 
; Hrav'd on the ſurge with intermitting breath, 


And hourly panting in the arms of death. 


The third fait morn now blaz'd upon the main; „c 
Then glaſſy ſmcorh lay all the liquid plain: 


| The winds were huſh'd, the billuws fcarcely curl d, 


And a dead filence itill'd the water y world; 
When lifted on a ridgy wave he "fpics 
The land at diſtance, and with ſharpen'd eyes, g0 


' Fix'd by ſome dæ mon to his bed of pain, 5 
Tili Heaven by miracle his life reſtore); Lt, 
So joys Ulyſſ-s at th' appearing ſhore, 
And ſees, (and labours onward as he ſees) 


| The riſing foreſt> and the tuſted trees. 


And now, as near approaching as the ſound 


| Of humaa voice the liſtening ear may wound, 51. 


Amidſt the rocks he hears a hollow roar | 
Of murmuring ſurges breaking on the ſhore; 
Nor peaceful port was there, nor winding bay, 


| To ſhicld the veſſel! from the rolling ſea, 


But cliffs, and ſhaggy ſhores, a dreadful ſight «<2 
| All-rough with rocks, with foaming billows white 
Fear ſeiz d his flacken'd limbs and beating heart; 


| D dz 
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' Theſe eyes at laſt behold th unhop d for coaſt, 525 


Ah me! when, Oer a length of waters toſt, 
No receives me from tie angry main, 
To the bed deep» demand me back again. 
Above, ſharp rocks forbid acceſs ; around, 
Roar the wilu wave; beneath is ſea profonnd ! 
No footing ſure affords the faithleſs ſand, 


530 
To ſtem too rapid, and too deep to ſtand. | 


If here | enter, my efforts are in vain, ; 
Daſh ' d on thecliffs, or heav'd into the main; 


Or round the iſland if my courſe | bend. 
Where the ports open, or the ſhores deſcend, 535 
Back to the f as 2 r 4 ſweep, 
all m 'S ath the deep. 

por So 3 the God may ſend, 
(For many ſuch on Amphitrite attend) | 
Too well the turns of mortal chance I know, $40 
And hate relentleſs of my heavenly foe. | [bore| 

While thus he thought, a mouſtrous wave up- 


| Perform's their office, or his weight 


The ſoul fearce waking 


Obſervant of her word, he turn'd afide 


POPE'S HOMER. 


His ſwoln heart heav'd ; his bloated body ſwell'd; 
From mouth and noſe the briny torrent ran; 
And loſt in laſſitude lay all the man, 9 
Depriv'd of voice, of motion, and of breath; 
in the arms of death. 
Soon as warm life its wonted office found, 
The mindful chicf Leucothea's ſcarf unbound ; 


585 


His head, and caſt it on the rolling tide. 
Behind him far, upon the purple waves 
The waters waft it, and the nymph receives. 
Now parting from the ftream, Ulyſſes found ) 
A moſſy bank, with pliant ruſh«s crown'd! no 


Thebank he preſs'd, and gently kiſs d the grounu 85 


Where on the flowery herb as ſoft he lay, 
Thus to his ſoul the ſage began to ſay : 


Whar wil! ye next ordain, ye Powers on high 2 


590 


The chief, and daſh'd him on the craggy ſhore : 
Torn was his ſkin, nor had the ribs been whole, 
But initant Pallas enter'd in his ful. | 

Cloſe to the cliff with both his hands he clung. 


Till the huge ſurge roll'd off: then, backward 
The —— and plunge him in the deep. 
As when the Polypus, from forth his cave 

Torn with full force, reluctant beats the wave; 
His ra 
Bo the rough rock had ſhagg d Ulyiſes' hands. 


And now had periſh'd, wiclm'd beneath the main, 
Th unhappy man: ev'n Fate had been in vain 1 


But all ſubduing Pallas lent her power, - 
And prr lence ſav'd him in the neecdful hour, 
Beyond the beating ſurge his courſe he bore, 
(A vider circle, but in fight of ſhore) 

With longing eyes, obſerving, to ſurvey 

Some ſmooth aſcent, or ſafe ſequeſter d bay. 
Betv cen the parting rocks at length he ſpy d 
A falling ſtream with gentler waters glide; 


Where to the ſcas the ſh-lving ſhore declin'd, p 
565 


And form'd a bay impervious to the wind. 
To thas calm port the glad Ulyſſes pref}, 
And hald the river, and its God adcreit : 


| Whoc'er thou art, before whoſe ſtream unknown (Thick ſtrown by tempeſt through the * 


dend, a ſuppliant at thy watery throve, 
Hear, azure king ' nor let me fly in vain 
Io thee from Neptune and the raging main. 
Heaven hears and pities hapleſs men like me, 
For ſacred ev'n to Gods is miſery: 
Let then thy waters give the weary reit, 
And fave a ſuppliant, and a man diſtreſt. 


545 
And ſtuck adherent, and ſuſpended hung; (Tweep 
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NM And, ſunk amidit them, heap'd the leaves around. 


- $73 2 85 


Here by the ſtream, if I the night out- wear, 
Thus ſpent already, how ſhall nature bear 

The dews deſcending, and nocturnal air; 
Or chilly vapours breathing from the flood 


paſt | 


gged claws are ſtuck with ſtones and ſands ; What ſavage beaſts may wander in the waſte ; 
610 


Perhaps I yet may fall a bloody prey 

To prowling bears, or lions in the way. 
Thus long debating in himſelf he ſtood : 

At length he took the paſſage to the wood, 


| Whoſe ſhady horrors on a riſing brow | 
Wav'd high, and frown'd upon the ſtream below. 


There grew two olives, cloſeſt of the grove, 
With roots entwin'd, and branches interwove; 
Alike their leaves, but not alike they ſmil'd 
With ſiſter fruits; one fertile, one was wild. 


Nor wind ſharp-picrcing, nor the ruſhing ſhower 
The verdant arch ſv cloſe its texture kept : 
Beneath this covert great Ulyſſes crept. | 

Of gather'd leaves an ample bed he made 


ſhade) ; 
Where three at leaſt might winter's cold defy, 
Though Boreas rag'd along th' inclement ſky. 
This ſtore, with joy the the patient hero found, 


As ſome poor peaſant, fated to reſide | 
Remote from neighbours in a foreſt wide, 


He pray'd, and ſtraight the gentle ſtream ſubſides,| Studious to ſave what human wants require, 


D-tains the ruſhing current of his cides, 


Before the wanderer ſmooths the watery way, 


And ſoft receives him from the rolling fea. 


| In embers heap'd, preſerves the ſeeds of fire : 
Hid in dry foliage thus Ulyſſes lies, | 


Till Pallas pour d ſoft ſlumbers on his eyes; 655 


That moment, fainting as he tauch d the ſhore, 380 And golden dreams (the gift of ſweet repoſe) 
Lull'd all his cares, and baniſh'd all his woes. 


EZ He dropt his ſinewy arms: his knees no more 


And yet, ah! yet, what Fates are we to try ? 609 


When morning riſe ?—If I take the wood, 

And in thick ſhelter of innumerous boughs | 
Enjoy the comfort gently fleep allows ; 8 
Though fenc'd from cold, and though my toil be 


| Nor here the ſun's meridian rays had power, 60 


60 
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No in the ſilei t zrave the monarch lay, 
And wiie Alcinous held the regal ſwax. 

I0o his high palace through the fields of air 

The Go ideſs ſhot; Ulyſſes was ler care. 20 


= | Light as the viewleſs air the Warrior Maid 


Afavourite virgin's bloming form ſhe took, 
From Dymas ſprung, ani thus the viſion ſpoke : 


* 
Y 


5 


A juſt applauſe the cares of dreſs impart, 


F- Lo,1 thy ſteps attend, thy labours ſhare. 


And order mules obedient to the re in; 
Tor rough the way, and diſtant rolls the wave, 


213 


Pallas, appearing in @ dream to Narſſcaa (the daughter of Alcinous king of Fheacia J, commands Ber to deſcend to 
the river, and waſh the robes of flate, in preparation to her nuptials 
the river, where, while the garments are ſpread on the bank, they divert themſelves in ſports. Their voi 


Nauſicaa goes with ber bandmaids to 


Voices 


ewake Uiyſſes, who, addreſſing himſelf to the princeſs, is by her relieved and clothed, and receives diredtions in 
what mamcer to apply to the king and queen of the iſland. „ | | | 8 


And prace ful ſlumbers calm'dhis anxious braaſt 


The Martial Maid from heaven's aerial height 


Swift to Phæacia wing'd her rapid flight. 
In elder times the ſoft Phæacian train 4 
In eaſe puſſ-ſt the wide Hyperian plain; 


Till the Cyclopean race in arms aroſe, 


A lawleſs nation of Gigantic fues: 
Then great Nauſithous from Hype ria far, 


Through ſeas retreating from the found of war, 10 


The recreant nation to fair Scheria led, 
Where nev r ience rear d her laurel'd head. 
There, round his tribes a ſtrer grth of wall he rais'd: 
To heaven ti. c glittering domes and t mples blaz d: 
Juſt to his realms ne parted grounds from grounds, 


| And ſhar'd the lands, and gave the lanus ther 


bi nds. 


There as the night in ſilence roil'd away, 
A heaven of charms dine Nauſicaa lay - 


Through the thick gloom the ſhining portals blaze; 
Two nymphs the portals guard, cach nymph a 


Grace. 


Oh indolent to waſte thy hours away 


And ſlerpꝰſt thou careleſs of the bridal day ? 30 


Thy ſpouſ | ornament negle Red lics; 
Ariſe, prepare the bridal train, ariſe ' 


And give ſoft tranſport to a parent's heart. 


| Haſte, to the limpii ſtream direct thy way, 35 
When the gay morn unveils her ſmiling ray : at 


Haſte to the ſtream | Companion of thy care, 


Virgin. awake! the marriage hour is nigh, 
"Yee! from their thrones thy kindred monarchs 
The royal car at early dawn obtain, [figh' 


Where their fair veſts Phæacian virgins lave. _ 
In pompride forth; for pomp becomes the great, .4; 
And majeſty derives a grace from tate. 
Then to the palic-s of heaven ſhe fails, 

Incumber:: on the wings of waſting gaics: 


HILE thus the weary wanderer ſunk toreſt, | The ſeat of Gods; the regions mild of peace, 


Full joy, and calm eternity of eaſe. 59 
There no rude winds preſume to ſhake the ſkies, 
No rains deſcend, no ſnowy vapours riſe; 
But on immortal thrones the bleſt repoſe : 

The firmament with living ſplendor - glows. 5 
Hither the Goddeſs wing d th” aerial way, 3 
Threꝰ heaven's eternal gates that blaz d with day, 
No from her roſy car Aurora ſhed . 
The dawn, and all the orient flam'd with red. 
Up roſe the virgin with the morning light, 
 Obedient to the viſion of the night. 
The queen ſhe ſought: the queen her hours be- 
In curious works; the whirling ſpin · lle glow'd 
With crimſon threads, while buſy damſcls cull 
The ſnowy fleece, or twiſt the purpled wool. 
Mean while Phæacia's peer - in council ſatt; 65 


| Fr. his high dome the king def---14s in ſtate, _ 
Then with a filial aw- th. royal maid 8 


: pproach'd him paſſing and ſubmiſſive ſaid : | 
Will my dread fire his ar regardful deign, 


and may his chili the royal eur obtiin ? 1 


Say, with thy garments ſhall | bend my way, 


Where through the vales the mazy waters ſtray? 
A digniry of dreſs adorns the great, 
Aud kings draw luſtre from th. robe of ſtate. 


25| Five ſous thou haſt; three wait the bridal day, 73 
 Glides thro? the valves, and hovers roun' fer head; And ſpotleſs robes b-<ome the young and gay. 
Issa when with praiſe amid the dance they ſhine, 
| By theſe my cares adorn'd, that praiſe is mine. 


Thus ſhe : but bluſhes ill-reſtrain'd betray 
Her thoughts intentivc on the bridal day: 35 
The cunſ-ious fire the dawning bluſh ſut vey d, 


And ſmiling thus bef,,oke the blooming maid: 


My child, my darling joy, the car receive; 
That, and what:'er our daughter aſks, we give, 
Swift at the royal nod th' attending train 8 } 


The car prepare, the mules inceſſant rein. 


| The blooming virgin wita diſpatchful cares 
| Tunicks, and ſtoles, and robes imperial, bears. 


The queen, afſiduous, to her train aſſigns 
The ſumptuous viands, and the flavorou+ wines. 90 
he train prepare a cruiſe of curious m ud, 
A cruiſe of fragrance, form'd of burniſh'd goll; 
Onour divine! whoſe { ſt refreſhing fir-an 
Sleek the ſmooth fin, aud ſcent the frow y lim. 
Nau mounting the gay feat, the filken rein. 
Shine in her hand ; along the ſounding pla: 
Swifr fly the mules: nor rude: the nymph Wh). 


67 


Ircund, a bevy of bright damſcls ſliune. 


{itrw'd 60 


 POPE'S 


ſeek the ciſterns where Phzacian dames 

Waſh their fair garments in the limpid ſtreams; 100 

Where, gathering into depth from — r ills; 

The Jucid wave a ſpacious baſon fills. 

The mules unharneſs'd range beſide the main, 

Or crop the verdant herbage of the plain. 
Then emulous the royal robes they lave, 


214 


— 


105 


And plunge the veſtures in the cleanſing wave; 


4 


(The veſtures cleans d o erſpread the ſhelly fand, 
Their ſnowy luſtre whitens all the ſtrand:) 
Then with a ſhort repaſt relieve their toil, 
And o'er their limbs diſſuſe ambroſial oil; 
And, while the robes imbibe the ſolar ray, 
O'cr the green mead the ſporting virgins play 
(Their ſhining veils unbound). Along the ſkies | 


110 


Toſt, and retoſt, the ball inceſſant flies. 


They ſport, chey feaſt; Nauſicaa lifts her voice, 115 

And, wart ling ſweet, makes earth and heaven re- 
As when oer Erymanth Diana et ves, [joice. 

Or wide Faygetus' reſounding groves; 

A ſylvan train the huntreſs queen ſurrounds, 

Her rattling quiver from her ſhoulder ſounds : : 120 


Fierce in the ſport, along the mountain's brow 
They bay the boar, or chaſe the bounding roe : 
| High o'er the lawn with more majeſtic pace, 


Exults Latona, as the vi 


Above the nymphs ſhe treads with ſtately grace; 
'd excellence the Goddeſs proves; 
in moves. | 


With equal grace Nauſicaa trod the plain, 


125 


And ſhone tranſcendant o'er the deauteous train. 


Wrapt i in embowering ſhade, Ulyſſes lies, 
His woes 


Mean time (the care and favourite of the ſkies) 


! big Pallas now addreſt 
To break the bands of all-compoſing reſt. 


Forth from her ſnowy hand Nauſicaa threw 


or what new region, is Ulyſſes toſt ? 


The various ball; the ball erroneous flew, 
And foram the lien; loud ſhrieks the virgin 


1 35 
And the j ſhriek redoubles from the main. 
Wak'd by the ſhrilling found, Ulyſſes roſe, 


And, to the deaf woods wailing, breath'd his woes : 


Ah me! on what inhoſpitable coaſt, 
| 240 
Poſſeſt by wild barbarians fierce in arms: | 


Or men, whoſe boſom tender pity warms ? 


What founds are theſe char gather from the 


The fair-hair'd Dryads of the ſhady wood ; 
Or azure daughters of the ſilver flood; 
Or human voice? but, iſſuing from the ſhades, _ 
3 Why ceaſe I ſtraight to learn what ſound invades ? 
Then, where the grove with leaves umbrageous | 


ſhores : 


[bowers, 
The voice of nymp 


hs that haunt the ſylvan 
145 


bends, 
With forceful ſtrength a branch the hero rends; 150 


Around his loins the verdant cinQure ſpreads 
A wreathy foliage and concealing ſhades. 


As when a lion in the midnight hours, 

Beat by rude blaſts, and wet with wintry 8 
Deſcends terrific from the mountain's brow : 155 
With living flames his rolling eye-balls glow ; 
With conſcious ſtrength elate, he bends his way, 
Maj-ſtically fierce, to ſeize his prey 
(The beer or ſtag): or with keen hunger bold, 
Springs o'er the fence, and diſſipates the he fold. 
No leſs a terror, from the neighbouring groves 
Rough from the toſing furge ) Ulvſſes moves; 


160 


1 


| Vrg'a on by want, and recent from the florms; 
The brackiſh ooze his manly face deforms. 


| Wide o'er the ſhore with many a piercing cry 167 


| To r to caves, the frighted virgins fly: 


All but the nymph : the nymph ſtood fix'd alone, 
By Pallas arm'd with boldneſs not her own. 
Mean time in dubious thought the king — 
And, ſelf - conſider ing, as he ſtands, debates; 
Diſtant his mournful ſtory to declare, 

Or proſtrate at her knee addreſs the prayer. 
But fearful to offend, by Wiſdom ſway'd, 
At awful diſtanee he accoſts the maid : 
| If from the ſkies a Goddeſs, or if earth 
(Imperial virgin) boaſt thy glorious birth, 
ro thee | bend! if in that bright diſguiſe 
Thou viſit earth, a daughter of the ſkies, 
Hail, Dian, hail! the huntreſs of the groves 
Ja ſhines majeſti, and ſo ſtately moves, 

50 breathes an air divine! But if thy race 

Be mortal, and this earth thy native place, 
Bleſt is the ſather ſrom whoſe loins you ſprung 
Bleſt is the mother at whoſe breaſt you hung, 
Bleſt are the brethren who thy blood divide, 
To ſuch a miracle of charms ally'd: 

Joyful they ſee  applauding princes gaze, 
When lately i in the dance you ſwim th' harmo- 
| nious maze. 

| But bleſt o er all, the youth with heavenly charms! 


— 


Never, I never view d till this bleſt hour 
Such finiſh'd grace! 1 gaze, and I adore! 


130 Thus ſrems the palm with ſtately honours crown * 


By Phœbus' altars; thus o'erlooks the ground; 5 
I voyag'd, leader of a warrior - hoit, 


O fatal voyage, ſource of all my woes)! 

| Raptur'd I ſtood, and, as this hour amaz'd, 
With reverence at the loſty wond-r gaz'd; 200 
{ Kaptur'd l ſtand! for earth ne'er knew to bear 
A plant fo ſtately, or a nymph fo fair. | 
 Aw'd from acceſs, I lift my fuppliant hands; 

For miſery, O queen, before thee ſtands 

| Twice ten tempeſtuous nights I roll'd, reſign'd 20% 
To rearing biilows, and the warring wind; 
Heaven bade the deep to ſpare ! but Heaven, my 
| Spares only to inflict ſome mightier woe 
Inur'd to care, to death in all its forms; 


[flows ; 


On, let ſoft pity touch thy generous mind! 
Unconſcious of what air I breathe, [ ſtand 
Naked, defencelcſs, on a foreign had. 


To guard the wretched ſr m th' inclement fey : 
So may the Gods, who heaven and earth control, 
| Crown the chaſte wiſhes of thy virtuous ſoul, 

| On thy ſoft hours their choiceſt bleſſings ſhed; 


Bleſt be the huſband with a blooming race, 

And Liſting union crown your bliſsful days. 

The Gods, when they ſupremely bleſs, beſtow 
Firm union on their favourites below: . 
Then envy grizves, with inly- pining hate; 225 
The good exult, and Heaven is in our ſtate. 

. To whom rhe nymph : 


| Wiſe i. thy boat, tur nl an is kn. — 


to bear: 


1 


173 


180 1 


135 oy 


| Who claſps the bright perfection in his arms! 190 


The pride of Delos. (By the Delian coaſt, 199 8 
But ah, how chang'd! from thence my forrow 


r Sperr arg Serge 


toe, 1 


Outcaſt I rove, familiar with the ſtorms! 210 | 
| Once more | view the face of human-kind : 


Propitious to my wants 2 veſt ſupply 215 ü 


led with a huſband be thy bridal bed; 22 | 


0 * ceaſe thy 


124 


art; 
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Jove weighs affairs of earth, in dubions ſcales, 


. 


| But haſte, the viands and the bowl i 


provide--- 295 
And the good ſuffers, while the bad prevails : 230 | The maids the vi inds, and the bowl ſupply'd : 


Bear, with a ſoul reſigu d, the will of Jove; 
Who 


Eager he fed, for keen ns hunger rag d,. 


muſt mourn: thy wdes are from | And with the generous vintage thirſt aſſwag d. 
But fince thou tread'ſt our hoſpitable ſhore, [above. Now on : irn her care Nauſicaa bends, 


"Tis mine to bid the wretched grieve no more, 


The robes reiumes, the glittering car aſcends, 308 


To clothe the naked, and thy way to guide 235 | Far blooming o'er the held: aud as ſhe ; reſs d 


Know, the Phæacian tribes this land divide; 
From great Alcinous' royal loins I ſpring, 
A happy nation, and an happy king. 


Then to her maids: Why, why, ye cowardy Where in high ſcate the nobles of the land 
| Theſe ſears, this flight? Ye fear, and fly in vain. 240 


Dread ye a foe? diſmiſs that idle dread, | 
Tis death with hoſtile ſteps theſe ſhores to tread 


Safe in the love of Heaven, an ocean flows 
Around our realm, a barrier from the foes; 
fis ours this ſon of forrow to relieve, 245A firengthof wall the guarded city buunds : 
Cheer the ſad heart, nor let afſliction grieve. 
By Jove the ſtranger and the poor are ſent; 


And what to thoſe we give, to Jove is lent. 
Then food ſupply, and bathe his fainting limbs 


Where waving ſhadesobſcure the mazy ſtreams. 250 | Cloſe to the bay great Neptune's fane adjoins; 


Obedient to the call, the chief they guide 


Io the calm current of the ſecret tide: 
| Cloſe by the ſtream a royal dreſs they Jay, 
A veſt and robe, with rich embroidery gay: 


The ſplendid fear, the liſtening chief addreſs d: 
Stranger, ariſe! the jun rolls round the day, 
Lo! to the palace I direct the way: 
303 
Attend my royal fire, à rauiant and. 
Zut hear, though wiſdom in thy ſoul preſides, 
Speaks from thy tongue, and every action guides 3 
: | Advance at diſtance while I pals the plain Pp 
Where o'er the furrows waves the golden grain: 316 
Alone I re- aſcend- Witn airy u. ounds 5 


The jutting land two ainple buys divides: 

Full thro' the narrow mouths deſcend the tides: 

The ſpacious baſons arching rocks encloſe, 313 
| A ſure defence from every ſtorm that blows, 


And near, a forum flank'd with mar ble ſhines, 
| Where the bold youth, the numerous fleets to 
| | ſtore, | | 


|| Shape the broad fail, or ſmooth the taper oar: 320 


Then ungyents in a vaſe of gold ſupply, 2355 For not the bow they bend, nor boaſt the ſkill 


That breath'd a fragrance through the balmy ſky. | To give the feather'd arrows wings to kill; 


To them the king : No longer I detain 


Lour friendly care: retire, ye virgin train! 
RKetire, while from my weary ' d limbs I lave 
| The foul pollution of the briny wave: 
|| Ye Gods! ſince this worn frame refection knew, 

What ſcenes have I ſurvey d of dreadful view! 
But, nymphs, racede! ſage chaſtity denics 
Ĩ0o raiſe the bluſh, or pain the modeſt eyes. | 
Tlhe nymphs withdrawn, at once into the tide 265 | What ſtranger this whom 
Active he bounds; the flaſhing waves divide: | 


O'er all his limbs his hands the wave diffuſe, 
And from his locks compreſs the weedy ooze; 
The balmy oil, a fragrant ſhower, he ſheds; 


Then, dreſt, in pomp magnificently treads, 270 
The Warrior Gaddeſs gives his fi ame to ſhine 
With majetty enlarg'd, and air divine: 
Back from his brow a length of hair unfurls, 


His hyacinthine locks deſcend in wavy curls. 


A4 s by ſome artiſt, to whom Vulcan gives 275 
| His ſkill divine, a breathing ſtatue lives; 


By Pallas taught, he frames the wondrous mould, | Not only flies the gnilt, but ſhunsth" offence . 95 
And o'er the ſilver pours the fuſile gol. 


Sv Pallas his heroic frame improves 


With heavenly bloom, and like a God he nioves. 280} 1 ill our conſenting fircs a ſpo 


A ſragrance breathes around : majeſtic grace 
Attends his ſteps : th' aſtoniſh'd virgins gaze. 
bolt he reclines along the murmuring ſeas, 


; :uhaling freſhneſs from the fanuing breeze. 


| But the tall maſt above the veſſel rear, 
| Or teach the fluttering ſail tofloatin air. 79 1 
They ruſh into the deep with eager joy, 32) 


260 | Climb the ſteep ſurge, and thre the tempeſt fly ; 8 


A proud, unpoliſh'd race To me belon 5 

I The care to ſhun the blaſt of flanderous "INN 

4 Leſt malice, prone the virtuous to defame, 

| | Thus with vile cenſure taint my ſpotleſs name: 330 - 
thus | 


| leads? | | 
| © Heavens, with what graccful majeſty he treads! 
Perhaps a native of ſome diſtant ſhore, 
The future conſort of ner bridal hourz 
Or rather ſome deſcendant of the ſkies; 334 
| | © Won by her prayers, th' aerial bridegroom flies. 
Heaven on that hour }:is choiceſt influence | 
That gave a foreign ſpcufe to crown her bed! 
All, all the godlike worthies that adorn 
'5 | © This realm, ſhe flies: Phazacia is her ſcorn.” 340 
And juſt the blame: ſur female innocence 


| 


| Th' unguarded virgin, as unchaſte, I blame; 


And the leaſt freedom with the ſex is ſhame, 

And public nuptals juſtify the bride. WO * | 
| } But would'ft thou ſoon review thy native plain, 
| Attend, and ſpeedy thou ſhalt paſs the main: 


_ |] Nigh where a grove with verdant poplars 
The wondering nymph his glorious port ſur-| | 9 


Not without care divine the ſtranger treads 


This land of joy : his ſteps ſome Godhead leads: 


Would Jove deſtroy him, ſure he had been driven 


Far ſrom the realm, the favourite iſle of Heaven. 290 


Late a ſad ſpectacle of woe, he trod 

The delart fauds, and now he looks a God. 
Oh, Heaven! in my connubial hour decree 
as man my tpoule, or ſuck a ſpout as h. 


vow I 


crown'd, : 


And to her damiſels with amazement ſaid : ſvey d, To Pallas ſacred, ſhades the holy 0! 


ground, | 

We bend our way: a bubbling fount diſtils — 

| A — _ and thence deſcends in rills; 
Around the grove a mead with lively green 

| Falls by 2 and forms a — ſcene; 

Here a rich juice the royal vineyard pours; . 355 
And there the garden yields a waſte of flowers. © 
Hence lics the town, as far as to the car 

| Floats a ſlrong ſhout along the waves of air 

| | | | 


216 


There wait embower d, while I aſcend alone 
To great Alcinous on his royal throne. 
— 4 


Arri d, advance i 


From every dome by pomp ſuperior known ; 


E 


POPE'S HOMER. 


os Kill the virgin guides th embroider i 


„„ attending train. 3b 
Now whirling down the heavens, he golden day 
Shot through whe weſtern clouds a dewy ray; 


A child may point the way. —— 365 To Pallas thus the pc five here pray d: 


Seek thou the along the rooms of ſtate ; 
r 
Around a circle of bright damſels ſhines, 
Part twiſt the threads, and part the wood 


— ts ON 


| Th' avenging bold, and ſhake the dreadful 
Forſuok by thee, in vain I ſought thy aid 


While with the purple orb the ſpindle glows. 370. When boom'ng billows clos'd above my head: 


on a throne, amid the Scherian powers, 
My royal father ſhares the genial hours : 
But to the queen thy mournful tale diſcloſe, 
With the prevailing eloquence of woes : 


mountains riſe between, and octans roar. 
She added not, but waving as ſhe wheel'd 
The filver ſcourge, it glitter d o'er the field: 


— ——— . 


Attend, unconquer'd Maid! accord my vows, 


Bid the great hear, and pit ying heal my woes. 30 


This heard Minerva, but forbore to fly 


| (By Neptune aw'd) apparent from the Ly: 3 
So ſhalt thou view with joy thy natal ſhore, 375 Stern God! who rang'd with vengeance unre- 


ſtrain'd, 


ragen Ups hi is native ku, 


BOOK VI. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Court of Ali. 


Th Pike . city, and Ulyſſes ſom ofter follows titer e 
05 virgin, bo guides him to the palace, and direfts bim in what manner to addreſs the queen 
Arette. 8 111 him to 


faſs inviſible, The palace and gardens of 


 Alcinous deſeribed. Ulyſſes falling at the feet of the queen, the miſt diſperſes, the Phaacians admire, and re- 


cei de bin U01th 


5 | ber and Alcinous bis departure from Calypſo, and bis n 
| The ſome dey continues, ond the beck cude with the night. | 


= 


| The turning wheel before the palace ſtays. 


_ With — love her brothers gathering round, 5 Through 


Receiv'd the veſtures, and the mules unbound. 


 _ She ſceks the bridal bower: a matron there 
The riſing fire ſupplies with buſy care, 


Whuſe charms in youth the father's heart inflam'd, 


Now worn with age, Eurymeduſa nam'd : 
| The captive dame Phæacian rovers bore, 
Bnatch' d from Epirus, her ſweet native ſhore, 
(A grateful prize) and in her bloom beſtow d 
On good Alcinous, honour'd as a God: | 
Nurſe of Nauſicaa from her infant years, 
And tender ſecond to a mother's cares. 
Now from the ſacred thicket where he lay, 
Io town Ulyſſes took the winding way, 
Propitious Pallas, to ſrcure her care, 
Around him ſpread a veil of thicken'd air; 
To ſhun th' encounter of the vulgar crowd, 
inſulting ſtill, inquiſitive and loud. 
When near the fam'd Phæacian walls he drew, 
The beauteous city opening to his vic w, 
His ſtep a virgin met, and ſtuod before: 
A poliſh'd urn the feen ing virgin bore, 


10 


heavenly manthusſuppliantpray'd; And youthful ſmil'd; but in the low . 
the flow mules draw on th* imprrialmaid: | Lay hid the Goddefs with the azure eyes. 


| „„ e Show me, fair daughter, (thus the chief de- 


mands) 
The houſe of him who rules the happy lands. 30 


To good Alcinous' huſpitable dome. 
Far from my native coaſt, I rove alone, 
A wretched ſtranger, and of all unknown! 


And point the wandering traveller his way: 


| Well known to me the palace you inquire, 


For faſt beſide it dwells my honour'd fire; 


I | But filent march, nor greet the common train | 


Win queſtions nec eſs, ar inquiry vain, 
15 


A race of rugged mariners are theſe ; 
Unpoliſh'd men, and boiſterous as their ſeas: 


. | The native iſlanders alone their care, 


Bs 


And hateful he who breathes a foreign air. 


Lo build proud navies, and command the main 
n cauvas wings to cut the watery way; 
No bird ſo light, no thought ſo ſwift, as they- 
Thus having ſpoke, th' unknown celeſtial 
The footſtep of the Deity ke treads, gp 
And ſacred moves along the crowded ipace, 
[Unborn of all the rude Phæacian race. 


The Goddeſs anſwer'd, Father, I obey, 3 


; : i 


. The gveen inquiring by what means he bad the — 3 = 


woes and wanderings, lo! I come | 


Theſe did the ruler of the deep ordain 1 | 


| 


The grove they reach, where from the ſacred ſhade, | 
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(80 Pallas order d, Pallas to their cyes Two rows of ſtately dogs on either hand, L 
The mitt objected, and condens'd the ſkies, In ſculptur'd gold and labour'd filver ftand. 
The chief with wonder ſces th* extended ſtrrets, 55 | thei Vulcan form'd with art divine, to wait I2c 
Ihe ſpreading harbuurs, aud the riſing ficets ; Immortal guardians at Alcinous' gate; 
He next their princeſs lofty domes admires, Alive each animated frame appears, 
| jn ſeparate iſlands crow). with riſing ſpires; And Hill to live beyond the power of years. 
- aud deep iutrenchments and high walls of ſtone, | Fair thrones within from ſpace to ſpace were rais'd, 
That gird the city like a marble zone, 60} Where various carpets with embroidery blaz'd, 12; 
At length the kingly polace-gates he view'd : The work of matrons : theſe the princeſs preſt, 
There ſtopp'd the Goddeſs, and ber fpecch re- Day following day, a long continucd feaſt. 
nw: Refuiyent pedeſtals the walls ſurround, 
My taſk is done; the manſion you inquire i | Which boys of gold with flaming torches crown'd ; 
Appears before you: enter, and admire. | he p liſh'd ore, reflecting every ray, 130 
| H:gl thron'd, and feuſting there thou ſhialt behold | Blaz'd on the banguets with a double day. 
| The ſceptred rulers, Ver not, but Le beld; Full ötty hand aauids form the houſehold train; 
| A decent boldneſs ever meets with friends, [ome turn the mill. or ſift the golden grain: 
BuccetCs, aud ev'na flrauger recommends, — | Some ply the loom: their buſy fingers move 
| | Firſt to the queen prefer a ſuppliant's claim, Like poplar Icaves when Zephyr ſans the grove. 
_ Alcinous queen, Arete is ker name. rob Not more renown'd the men of Scheria's iſle, 
| The ſame her parents, and her power the ſame. J For failing arts and all tha naval toil, 15 | ; 
| Forknow, from Ocean's God Nauſithous ſprung, Than works of female {kill their women's pride, 
| And Perib ra, beautiful and young The flying ſhuttle through the threads to guide: 
 _  (Eurymedon's laſt hope, who rul'd of old | Pallas to theſe her double gifts imparts, 14 
The race of giants, impious, proud, aud bold; 75 | Inventive genius, and induſtrious arts. 1 
Periſh'd the nation in unrighteous war, _ | Cloſe to the gates a ſpacious garden lies, 
|  _ Periſh'd the prince, and left his only heir), From ſtorms dcfending and inclement ſkies. 
Who now, by Neptunc's amurous power compreſt.] Four acres was the allotted ſpace of ground, 5 
Produc'd a monarch that his people bleſt, Fenc'd with a green encleſure all around, —_- 
Father and prince of the Phzacian name; 20 Tall thriving trees confeſs'd the fruitful mould ; 
| From him Rhexenor aud Alcinous came | The refidenng apple ripens here to gold. 
| The firſt by Phoebus” burning arrows fir J, | Here the blue fig with luſcious juice o'erflows, 
Ne from his nuptials, hapleſs youth! expir'd. | With deeper red the full pomegranate gluws, 
No fon ſurviv'd : Arete heir'd his ftate, [The branch here bends beneath the weighty pezr, 
f And her, Alcinous choſe his royal mate. 85 | And verdant ciives fluuriſh round the year. 
- | With honours yet to womenkind unknown, The balmy ſpirit of the weſtern gale | 
[This queen ke graces, and divides the thrune: Eternal breathes on ſruits untaught to fail: | | 
| In equal tenderneſs her fons conſpire, | Each drupping pear a following pear ſup lies, | 
And all the children emulate their ſire, On apples apples, figs on figs arile : | 175. 
| When through the ſtrects ſhe gracious duigus to | The lame mild ſ:zfon gives the blooms to blow, 
| | ” move, | | 90 |! The huds to harden, and the ſruits to grow. 


| (The public wonder and the public love) I Here order'd vines in equal ranks appear, 
The tongues of all with tranſport tuund her praiſe | With all th' united labours of the year ; 


| The eyes of all, as on a Goddeſs, gaze. I dome to unlead the fertile branches run, 16 ö 
3 She fecls the triumph of a generous breaſt: IsSome dry the blackening clufters in the ſun, | | 
> | "Co heal diviſions, to relie ve th* oppreſt; 95 Others to tread the liquid harveſt join, | 

4 In virtue rich M in bloſſiug others. bleſt. 25 $7 The groaning preſſos tam with floods of „ine. VE 
Go then ſecure, they humble ſuit preferrr Here are the viues in early flower deſery'd, 2 Þ 

And owe thy country and thy friends to her. Here grapes diſ.olour'd on the ſunny fide, 2165 þ | 
| | With that the Goddeſs detzn'd no longer ſlay, | aid there in autumn's richeſt purple dv'd. 
TDLaut oer the world of waters wing'd her way: 100 Beds of all various herbs, for ever green, 

4 Forſaking Scheria's cver-picaling ſhore, In beauteons order terminate the ſcene. 5 
he winds to Marathon the virgin bore, (head, Two plenteous ſountains the whole proſpctJ 
Thhence, where proud Athens rears her towery}| crown'd; 1 | | 5 
With opening ſtrects and ſhining ſtructures i read, Illis through the garden leads its ſtreams aronnd, - 
She palt, delighted with the well-known ſeats; 105 ; Viſits each plant, and waters all the ground: 
And to Erectheus' ſacred dome retreats | While that in pipes beneath the palace flows, 
| |, an while Ulyfles at the palace waits, 95 And thence its current on the town buftows z 
There ſtops, and anxious with his ſoul debates, { Jo various uſe their various ſtreams they bring. 
\ | FEix'd in amaze before the royal gates. 23 The people one, and one ſuppiies the kin. 1 
| The front appesr'd with radiant ſplendors gaz, 110 Such were the glories which the Gods ordain'd. | | 
| Bright as the lamp of night, or orb of day, To grace Alcinous, and his happy land. | 
| | | The walls were maſſy brafs ; the cornice hig ; Ev'n from the chief who men and natiuts knew, 
Blue metals crown'd, in colours of the K): 1 h' un wonted ſcene ſurpriſe id rapture hen 
, Rich plates of gold the folding Coors incaſe ; In pleaſing thouglit he ron the proſpect o'cr 180 
The pillars ſilver, on a brazen haſe; If; Then haſty enter'd at the lofty door. | 
Silver the lintels deep projecting o'er, Night now approaching, in the palsce ew, 
And gold, the ringlets that cummaud the door. With goblets crown'd, the ruler: of the ne 


te 


4 


And humbled in the aſhes took his place. 


Prepar d for reſt, and offering to the + God 
Who bears the virtue of the ſleepy rod. 
Unſeen he glided through the joyous crowd, 
With darkneſs circled, and an ambieut cloud. 
Direct to great Alcinous' throne he came, 
And proſtrate fell before th imperial dame. 
Then from around him dropt the veil of night; 190 
Sudden he ſhines, and manifeſt to ſight, 
The nobles gaze, with awful fear oppreſt ; 
Silent they gaze, and eye the godlike gueſt. 
Daughter ef great Rhexenor! (thus began 
Low at her knees the much enduring man) 
To thee, thy conſort, and this royal train, 
To all that ſhare the bleſſings of your reign, 
A ſuppliant bends : Oh, pity human woe 
_ "Tis what the happy to th' unhappy owe. 
A wretched exile to his country ſend, 
Long worn with griefs, and long without a friend. 
So may the Gods your better days increaſe, 
And all your joys deſcend on all your race, 
So reign for ever on your country's breaſt, 
Jour people bleſſing, by your people bleſt! 205 
Then to the genial hearth he bow'd his face, 


185 


195 


Silence enſued. The eldeſt firſt began, 
Echenus ſage, a venerable man | = 
Whoſe well-taught mind the preſent age ſurpaſt, 
And join'd to that th' experience of the laſt, 

Fit words attended on his weighty ſenſe, | 
And mild perſuaſion flow'd in eloquence. 
— 3 (he cry d) diſhoneſt and unjuſt! 

A gueſt, a ſtranger, ſeated in the duſt! 215 
I0o raiſe the lowly ſuppliant from the ground 

Befits a monarch. Lo ! the peers arcund 

But wait thy word, the gentle gueſt to grace, 
And ſeat him fair in ſome diſſinguiſn d place. 
Let firſt the herald due libation pay 220 
To Jove, who guides the wanderer on his way: 

I hben ſet the genial banquet in his view, | 

And give the ſ ranger gueſt a ſtranger's due. 
His ſage advice the liſtening king obeys, 
He ſtretch'd his hand the prudent chief to raiſe, 
And from his ſ:at Laodamas remoy'd n 
(The monarch's offspring, and his beſt belov'd) ; 
There next his ſie the godlike hero ſate; 250 
With ſtars of ſilver ſhone the hed of ſtate. 
The golden ewer a heautcous handmaid brings, 4 30 


Repleniſh'd from the cool tranſlucent ſpringa, 


Whoſe poliſh d vaſe with copious ſtreams fupplies 
A ſilver la ver cf capaciuus ſice, 1 8 
Ihe table next in regal order ſpread, | 
The glittcring conifters are heap'd with bread + 225 
Viands of varions kinds invite the rate, 3 
Oft choiceſt ſort and ſavour, rich re paſl! 
Thus feaſtiag high, Alcinous gave the np, 
And bade the herald pour the roſy wine. 


I. et all around the due libation pay 240 


Jo ſove, who guides the wanderer an his way. 
Ee ſaid. Pontonous heard the king's command: 
The circling goblet moves from hand to hand: 
Earth drinks the juice that glads the heart of man 
Aleincus then, with aſpect mile, began ; | 245 
Princes and peers, attend; while we impart 
To you, the thoughts el no iuhuman heart, 
Now plcas'd and fatiate ſrom the ſocial rite 
| Repair ve to the hleſungs ol the night . 


Merenry. 


| 


I 


{ 


p 


| And 


| | 
200 


|] How more inferior in the gifts of mind! 


| 


POPE'S HOMER. 


But with the riſing day, aſſembled kere, 
Ler all the iba the land apprar, 
Pious obſerve our hoſpitable laws, : 
And Heaven propitiate in the ſtranger's cauſe: 
en, juin'd in council, proper means explore 
Safe to tranſport him to the wiſh'd- for ſhore 
(How diſtant that, imports not us to know, 
Nor weigh the labour but relieve the wor 
Mean time, nor harm nor anguiſh let him bear: 
This interval, Heaven truſts him to our care ; 


250 


155 


Heaven 's his life to come, and all the woes be- 
Then muſt he ſuffer what the Fates ordain ; . 
For Fate has wove the thread ol liſe with pain, 
twins The from the birth are miſery aud 
But if, deſcended from th' Olympian bower, 26; 
Gracious approach us ſome immortal power; 


þ 


Il in that form thou com'ſt a gueſt divine 


Some high event the conſcious Gods deſign. 
As yet, unbid they never grac'd our feaſt, 

The ſolemn ſacrifice call'd down the gueſt; 
Then manifeſt of heaven the viſion ſtood, 


And to our eyes familiar was the God. 
| Oſt with ſome favour'd traveller they ſtray, 


And ſhine before him all the deſert way: 
With ſocial intercourſe, and face to face, 
The friends and guardians of our pious race. 
So near approach we their celeſtial kind, 


By juſtice, truth, and probity of mind: 


As our dire neighbours of Cyclopean birth 
Match in fierce wrong the Giant-ſons of earth. 
Let no 
join d 5 


| The prudent Greek) poſſeſs the royal mind, 


Alas! a mortal, like thyſelf, am I; 
No glorious native of you azure ſky: 
la form, ah how unlike their heavenly kind! 


Alas, a mortal! muſt oppreſt of thoſe 
Whom Fate has loaded with a weight of woes: 
Bu a fad train of miſeries alone | 


|] Diſtinguiſh'd long, and ſecond now to none! 299 
| By Heaven's high will compell'd from fhore to 


| ſhore ; | | 
With Heaven's high will prepar”*. to ſuſſer more. 
What hiſtcries of toil could 1 declare! 


But flill long-wearied nature wants repair; 
| Spent with fatigne, and ſhrunk with pining fait, 295 


My craving buwels ſtill require repaſt. 


_ | Howe'er the noble, ſufferiug mind, may gricve 


Its load of anguiſh, and difdain to live — 
Neceſſity demands vur daily bread ; 


| Hunger is infolent, and will be feu. 8 
I But fiviſh, oh ye peers! what RE. ES 
| And kt the morrow's dawn conclude my woes. 


Pleas'd will I ſuffer all the Gods ordain, 
To ſee my foil, my ſon, my friends, again. 


With ever-during ſhade theſe happy eyes 
| Th" aſſembled peers with general praiſe ap- 


375 


But to his native land our charge reſign d, 260 [hiud, 


e | 
5 


ſuch thought (with modeſt grace re- 


PE : | | 


00 


That view vouchſaſ d, let inſtant death ſurpriſe 305 


His pleaded reaſon, and the ſuit he movi d. [prov'd 
Each drinks a full oblivion of his cares, 
And to the gift of balmy fleep repairs. 
Ulyſſes in the regai walls alone 

Kemain'd 2: beſide him, on a ſplendid throne 5 
{ Divine Arete and Alcinous one. | 


Ihe ſplitting raft the furious tempeſt tore; 


Boon as their rage ſubſides, the ſeas | brave 


|| aAriver's mouth impervious to the wind, 


ODYSSEY, Boox VII. 


The queen, on nearer vicw, the ſurvey d, 
Rob'd in the garments her own hands had made; 


Not without wonder ſeen. Then thus began, 
Her words addreſſing to the godlike man: 

cam it thou not hither, wondrous ſtranger! ſay, 
From lands remote, and o'er a length of ſea ! 
Tell then whence art thou ? whence that princely 
| air ? | 320 
And rohes like theſe, ſu recent and ſo fair? 

Hard is the taſk, oh princeſs ! you impoſe : 
(Thus fighing ſpoke the man of many woes) 
The long, the mournſul ſcriesto relate 


Ol all my ſorrows ſent by Heaven and Fate! 325 
Yet what you aſk, attend. An iſland lies j 


Beyond theſe tracts, and under other ſkies, 
Ogygia nam d, in Ocean's watery arms; 
Where dwells Calypſo, dreadful in her charms! 
Remote from Gods or men ſhe holds her reign, 330 
Amid the terrors of the rolling main.” 
Me, only me, the hand of fortane bore 
Unbleſt ! to tread that interdicted ſhore : 
When Jove tremendous in ti: c fable deeps 55 
Launch'd his red lightning at our ſcatter'd ſhips : 
Then, Il my fleet, and all my followers loſt, 
Sale ou a plank, on boiling ſurges toſt, 
— my wreck th' Ogygian iſle to 
d, | 
Full nine days floating to the wave and wind 
Met by the Gaddeſs there with open arms, 340 


She brib'd my ſtay with more than human charms; | 


| Nay proniis'd, vainly promis'd, to beſtow 
immortal life, exempt from age and woe: 
But all her blandiſhments ſucceſsleſs prove, 
To baniſh ſrom my breaſt my country's love. 345 


+4 ſtay reluctant ſeven continued years, 


Aud water her ambroſial couch with tears. 
The eighth ſhe voluntary moves to part, 

Or urg'd by Jove, or her own changeful heart. 

Araſt was form'd, to croſs the ſurging ſea; 

Herſclf ſupply'd the ſtores and rich array, 


359 
And gave the gales to waft me on the way. Þ\ | 


In ſeventeen days appear'd your pleaſing coaſt, 
Aud woody mountains half in vapours lot. 
Joy touch'd my foul; my ſoul was joy d in vain, 355 
Lor angry Neptune rous'd the raging main; | 
The wild winds whiſtle, and the billows roar ; ? 
360 


And ſtorms vindictive intercept the ſhore. 


With naked force, and ſhoot along the wave, 
DT _ this ile : but there my hopes were 
The ſurge impell'd me on a craggy coaſt. 

Il choſe the ſafer ſea, and chance d to find 


365 
And clear of rocks. I fainted by the flood; , 
| Then took the ſheltcr of the neighbouring wood. 

_ Twas night; and, cover'd in the foliage deep, 
Jave plung'd my ſenſes in the death of ſleep. 
All nigat I flept, oblivious of my pain: 

Aurora d1wn'd and Phœbus ſhin'd in vain, 
Nor, till oblique he flop'd his evening ray, 

Had Somnus dry'd the balmy dews away. 
Then female voices from the ſhore I heard : 

A mail amide them, goddeſs-like, appcar d: 575 

Fo her | fucd, the pity d my diſtreſs ; | 

lle thee in beau'y, nor in virtue leis. 


370 


—_— 


Far as Eubœa though thy country lay, 


| Who from ſuch youth could hope conſiderate care 
In youth and beauty wiſdom is but rare 

She gave me liſe, reliev'd with juſt ſupplies 380 

My wants, and lent theſe robes that ſtrike your 


eyes. | 
This is the truth: and oh, ye Powers on high! 
Forbid that want ſhould fink me to a lie, 
To this the king : Our daughter but expreft 
Her cares imperfe& to our godlike gueſt. 
Suppliant to her, ſince firſt he choſe to pray, 
Why not herſclf did ſhe conduct the way, 
And with her handmaids to our court convey ? 
Hero and king! (Ulyſſes thus reply d) . 
Nor blame her faultleſs, nor ſuſpect her pride: 390 
She bade me follow in th' attendant train 
But fear and reverence did my ſteps detain, 
Leſt raſh ſuſpicion might alarm thy mind : 
Man's of a jealous and miſtaking kind. | 
Far from my ſoul {he cry'd) the Gods efface 395 
All wrath ill- grounded, and ſuſpicion baſe ! | 


385 


_ | Whate'er is honeſt, ſtranger, I approve ; 

And would to Phœbus, Pallas, and to Fove, 
Such as thou art, thy thought and mine were 
| one, 5 | 


Nor thou unwilling to ve call'd my ſon. 

In ſuch alliance cauld'ſt thou wiſh to join, + 

A palace ftor'd with treaſures ſuould be thine. 

But, if reluctant, wh? ſhall force thy ſtay ! 

Jove bids to ſer the ſtranger on his way, ? 
And ſhips ſhall wait thee with the morning ray. 

Till then, let lumber cloſe their careful eyes; 


| The wakeful mariners ſhall watch the ſkies, 


And ſeize the moment when the breezes riſe ; : | 
Where thy ſoul reſts, and labour is no more. 


Our ſhips with eaſe tranſport thee iu a day. 
Thither of old, earth's || g:ant-fon to view, 


i begun, . 
Saw them returning with the ſetting ſun. 
| Your eyes ſhall witneſs and conlirm my tale, 
Our youth how dextrous, and how fleet our fail, 
When juſtly tin\'d with equal ſweep they row, 
And ocean whitens in long tracts below. 420 
Thus he. 
plies, | | 
But thus to bceven (and heavenward lifts his eyes) 
O, Jove ! O, father ! what the king accoris 
Do thou make perfect! ſacred be his words! 


| Wide o'er the world Alcinous glory ſhine! 425 
| Let ſame be his, and ah! my country naue! | 


Mean time Arete, for the hour of reit, 
| Ordains the fleecy couch and coveriug veſt; 
Bids her fair train the purple quilts preparc, 


| And the thick carp:ts ſpread with bufy care. 430 


With torches blazingi u their hands they paſt, 

And finiſh'd all the queen's command with hafte: 
Then gave the ſignal to the willing guelt ; 

| He roſe with plcaiurc, and retir'd to ret. 

There, ſolt · extended, to the murmuring ſound 4:5 

Oſ the high porch, Ulyſſes flcepe projieund | 

Within, releas'd from cares Alcinaus ligs, 

And ſaſt beſide were con Mites end. 


| | | {| T:tyus. 


219 
? 


Then gently waft thee to the pleaſing ſhore, 5 
410 


On wings of winds with Rhadamanth they flew : 
This land, from whence their morning courſe 
55 


N« word th' experienc'd man re- 


0 


= Oer unknown ſeas arriv'd from unknown ſhores. 
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ODYSSEY, Boox VIII. 


BOOK VIII. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Alcinous ealls & council, in which it is reſolved to tranſport Utyſes inlo bis country. «ifter which, ſplendia 
entertainments are made, where the cclelrated muſician and poet Demodocus plays and ſings to the gueſs, 
They next proceed to the games ; the race, the wreſtling, diſcus, Nc. ; where Ulyſſes caſts a prodigious length, 
#0 the admiration of all the ſpefators. They return again to the banquet, and Demodecus ings the loves of 


Mars and Venus. Ulyſſes, after a compliment to 


wooden horſe into Troy; which ſubject provoking his 


Ne fair Aurora liſts her golden ray, 
And all the ruddy orient flames with day: 
Alcinous, and the chief, with dawning light, 
© Roſe inſtant from the ſiumbers of the night; 
Then to the council ſeat they bend their way, 5 

And fill the ſhining thrones along the bay. 
Miean while Minerva in her guardian care, 

Shoots from the ſtarry vault through fields of air; 

In form a herald of the king, ſhe flies = 
From peer to peer, and thus inceſſant cries: 10 

Nobles and chiefs who rule Phæacia's ſtates, 
The king in council your attendance waits: 
A Prince of Grace Divine your aid implores, 


She ſpoke and ſudden with tumultuous ſounds I 5 
Of thronging multitudes the ſhores rebounds ; 
At once the ſeats they fill: and every eyes 
Daz d, as before ſome brother of the ſky. 4 
Pailas with grace divine his ſorm improves, 
More high he treads, and more enlarg'd he moves: 
She ſheds celeſtial bloom, regard todraw; 21 
And gives a dignity of mien, toawe 
With ſlrength, the fuure prize of Fame to play, 
And gatherall the honours of the day. - 
Then from his glittering throne Alcinous roſe : 
_ Attend, he cry'd, while we our will diſcloſe. 
Your prcſent aid this godlike ſtranger craves, 
"Toft by rude tempeſt through a war of waves; 
Perhaps ſrom realms that view the riſing day, 
Or nations ſubject to the vreltern ray. 30 
Then grant, what here all ſons of woe obtain, 
N For here affliction never pleads in vain :) 

Be choſen youths prepar'd, expert to try 
The vaſt profound, and bid the veſſel fi: 
Taunch the tall bark, and order every oar; 235 

"Chen in our court indulge the genial hour. | 

Inſtant, you ſailors, to this taſk attend; 

$wilt to the palace, all ye peers aicend ; =» 

Let none to ſtrangers honours «1» d:fclaim : 
Be there Demodocus, the Bard of Lame, 40 
Taught by the Gods to pleaie, when high he ſings 
The vocal lay. reſponſive to the ſtrings. 

Thus ſpoke the prince: th' attedning peers obey, 

In ſtate they move; Alcinous leads the way: ae 

Swiſt to Demodocus the herald flies, 45 

At once the ſailors to their charge ariſe : 
They launch the veſſel, and unſurl the fails, 

And ftretch the fweiling canvas to the gales; 

Thw to the palacs move: A gathering throng, 


the poet, defer ex him to „ing the introduction of the 


tears, Alciuous inquires of bis gueft, bis name, parentage, 


Naw all acceſſes 1 tke dome are ſill'd; 


bring 


To crown the ſeaſt; ſo wills the bounteous king. 
The herald now arrives, and guides along 5 


The ſacred maſter of celeſtial ſong; 


Dear to the Muſe ! who gave his days to flow 
With mighty bleſſings, mix d with mighty woe: 


With clouds of darkneſs quench'd his viſual ray, 


High on a radiant throne ſublime in ſtate, 
Encircled by huge multitudes, he fate : 


To rapturous ſounds, at hand Pontonous hung: 


Before his ſeat a polifit'd table ſhines, 6) 


And a full goblet foams wich generous wines: 
is food a herald bore : and now they fed; 


Aud now the rage of craving hunger fled. 


Then, fir d by all the Muſe, aloud he fings 


From that fierce wrath the noble ſong aroſe, 


That made Ulyſſes and Achilles foes : . 
| How o'er the feaſt they doom the fall of Troy; 


The ſtern debate Atrides hears witn joy : 


Curious to learn the counſels of the fey, 


Ere yet he loos'd the rage of war on Troy. 


Touch. d at the ſong, Ulyſſes ſtraight reiigu d 


Before his cyes the purple veſt he drew, 
Induſtrious to conceal the falling dew : _ 
But when the muſic paus'd he ceas'd to ſhed 

The flowing tear, and rais'd his drooping head: 
And, liſting to the Gods a goblet crywu d, 83 
He pour'd a pure libation to the ground. : 

| Tranſported with the ſony, the liteniny train 
Again with loud apylauſe demand the firaiu ; 
Again Ulyſſes veil'd his peufive head, 


Conceal'd he wept * the king obſery'd alone 

The ſilent tear, and heard the ſecret groau: 
Then to the bard aloud: O ceaſe to ung, 

___ ; non 5 . 
Enough the teaſt has pleas'd, enough th. puwer 9 
Of heavenly ſong has crown'd the genial hon + 


Tonth, and vhite age, tumultuous paur along: 50 


i Inceffant in the games your ſtrength apts 3 
| Conteſt, ye brave, the honours of the du? 


Eight boors, the choiceſt of the herd, are killd; | 
| Two .bceves, twelve fatlings, from the flock they 


But gave him ſkill to raiſe the lofty lay. bo 1 


With ſilver ſhone the throne ; his lyre well ſtrung 


The mighty deeds of Demi - gods and Kings: 70 : | 


| | For Heaven foretold the conteſt, when he trod 7; 
Ii The marble threſhold of the Delphic God, | 


To ſoft affliction all his manly mind ; 10 


Again, unmann'd, a ſhower of ſorrow ſhed: 92 


| Dumb be thy voice, and mute ti harmonious : 
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The ames begin; ambitious of the prize, 
Acro us Thoon. and Eretmus rife; | 
The prize Ocyalus and Prymnens claim, 115 


There Fror- us, Neates, Eratr- us appear, 
And fam'd emphialus, Poly eus' heir: 


When ciad in wrath he w:ther: hofts of foes : LN 


Swift as on wings uf winds uphorne they fly, 


\ Before the race, what ſpa-e the hinds allow 


Invite the nero to his ſhare of Fame. 
What nervous arms he boaſts! how firm his tread 


ODYSSEY, 


claim 
in diſtant regions the Phæacian fame : 100 


None wield the gauntlet with fo dire a ſway, 


or ſwifter in the race deveur the way; | 
None in the leap ſpring with ſo ſtrong a bound, 
Or firmer, in the wreſiling, preſs the ground. 
Thus ſpoke the king; th' attending peers obey ; 
In fate tney move, Alcinons leads the way: 
His golden lyre Demodocus unftrung, 
High on a culumn in the palace hung: 
And, guided by a hera'd's guardian cares, 
Maj {tic to the litts of Fam» repairs. 
Now ſwarms the populace; a countleſs throng, 
Youth and hver age: and man drives man alorg : 


Ar -hial:.« and Ponteus, chiefs of Fame: 


Euryalus like Mars terrific roſe, 


Naubolides wit“ gruc: unegv - e ſhone, 
Or equall d by L.acdamas ait e. 1 
With thef- caun forth Ambuſineus the ſtrong; 


And three brave tons, from great Alcineus ſprung. 


Rang' d in a line the ready racers ſtand, 125 
Start from the g al, and vaniſh's ver the ſtraud: 


And drifts of rifing duſt involve the ſky: 


Between the mule and ox trom plough to plough; 


Clytonous ſprurg : he wing d the rapid way, 


And bore th' nnrivall'd honours of the day. 


Wich ficrce embrace the brawny wreſtlers join: 
The conqueſt, great Euryalus is thine. ON: 
Amphialus ſprung ſorward with a bound, 135 


Superior in the leap, a length of ground: 


From Elatreus' ſtrong arm the diſcus flies, 


And ſings with unmatch'd force along the ſkies. | 
And Laodam whirls high, with dreadful ſway, 


The gloves of death, victoricus in the fray. 140 


While thus the perrage in the games contends, * 


In act to ſpeak, Laodamas aſcends: | 


O friends, he cries, the ſtranger ſeems well 
ſtcill'd 1555 755 „ 
To try th' illuſtrious labours of the field ; 
deem him brave: then grant the brave man's 
ſclaim, 


Steal from corroding care one tranſient day, 
To glory give the ſpace thou halt to ſtay; 
Short is the time, and, lo! ev'n now the gales 165 
Call thee aboard, and ſtretch the ſwelling ſails. 
To whem with ſighs Ulyſſes gave reply; 
Ah! why th' ill-ſuiting paſtime muſt I try? 
To gloomy care my thoughts alone are free; 
Ill the gay ſports with troubled hearts agree: x55 


221 


. Tic] 


Sad from my natal hour my days have ran, 

A much- fſlicted, much-enduring man! 

Who ſuppliant to the king and peers implores 

A oy voyage to his native ſhores. 
Wide wanders, Laodam, thy erring tong 

he ſports of glory to the vw tele Ty 

Reto ts Euryaius) : he Hoaſts no claim 

Amory the great, unlize the ſons of Fame. 

\ waudering merchant he ſrequents the main: 

me mean ſea- farer in purſuit of gain: 180 
udious of freight, in naval trade well ſcill'd, 

ut dreads th' athletic labours cf the field. 
lr censꝰd Ulyſſes with a frown replies. 

) forward to proclaim thy ſoul unwiſe! 

Virch partial hands the Gods their gifts Eiſpenſe; 185 


_ | ome greatly think, ſome ſpeak with manly ſenſe; 


lere Heaven an elegance of form denies, 
ut wiſdom tlie defect of form ſupplies : 
his man with energy of thought controls, 
rund ſteals with modcit violence our ſouls, 190 
de ſpeaks reſerv dly, but he ſpeaks with force, 


1 Nor can one word be chang'd but for a worſe 3 


in public more than mortal he appears, 


end, as he moves, the gazing crowd reveres. 


While others, bheautcous as th' ztherial kind, 195 
he nobler portion want, a knowing mind. 


In outward ſhow Heaven gives thee to excel, 


3ut Heaven denies the praile of thiaking well. 
in bear the brave a rude ungovern'd tongue, 


| Ard, youth, my generous ſoul reſents the. wrong 2 
akil!'d in heroic exerciſe, I claim | ws 


A poſt of honour with the ſons of Fame: 


Such was my boaſt while vigour crown'd my days, | 

Now care ſurrounds me, and my force decay>: > 

Inur'd a melancholy part to bear, | 2C5 

In ſcenes uf death, by tempeſt and by war. 

Yet, thus hy woes impair'd, no more { wave 

Fo prove the hero. Slander ſtings the brave. 
Toy, iiridirg forward with a furious baun, 

He wrench'd a rocky fragment from the ground. 

By far more ponderous, and more huge by far, 

han what Phæacia's ions diſcharg'd in air. 

ierce from his arm th' enormous load he flin ge, 


His limbs how tura'd! how broad his ſhoulder: | 


.08orous through the ſhades air it fings; 


7 + 


ſpread - : | £ 
By age unbroke ! but all-conſuming care [ſpare : 


Dire is the occan, dread in all its forms 


Man muſt decay, when man contends with ſtorms. | 


Well haſt thou ſpoke (Euryalus replies): 
Thine is the guelt, invite him thou to riſe. 
Swift at the word advancing from the crowd 15. 
He made obeiſance, and thus fpoke aloud : 
Vouchſatcs the revcrend ſtranger to diſplay 
His manly worth, aud ſhare the glorious day ? 


Father, ariſe! ſor thee thy port proclaims 


Expert to conquer in the ſolemn games. I6c 


10 fame ariſe! for what more fame eun yield 


Than the ſwiſt race, or coullict of the ficld ? 


_ fries. © 


| -ouch'd to the earth, rempeſtuous as it flies. | 
1 | 'he crowd gaze upward while it cleaves ti. 
Deſtroys, perhaps, that ſtrength that time wovl. | es | 


o 


da diſtingviſh'd mark, and cry'd aloud: 4:8 


Jcyond all marks, with many a giddy round 
owe ruſhing, it up turns a hill of ground. 
That mſtant Pallas, burſting from a cloud, 


a - 


a ——__— 


Ev'n he whe ſightleſs wants his viſual ray 
lay by his touch alone award the day: 
hy fignal throw tranſcends the utmoſt bound 
f every champion by a length of grourd. 
ecurely bid the ſtrongeſt of the train 20 
Ariſe to throw: the [trongeſt throws in vain. 
She ſpoke; and momentary mounts the f.. 


| Che friendly voice Ulyſſes hears with joy; 


222 
Then thus aloud, (elate with decent pride) 
Riſe, ye Phæacians, try your force, he cried; 


If with this throw the ſtrongeſt caſter vie, 
Still, further till, I bid the diſcuſs 4a 


Stand forth, ye champions. who the gauntlet wield, 


dat pong mage ar 

Stand forth, ye wre , who theſe paſtimes grace, 
1 wield the gauntlet, and | run the race! 
In ſuch heroic games I yield to none, 

Or yield to brave Laodamas alone; 

Shall 1 with brave Laodamas contend ? 

A friend is ſacred, and I ſtyle him friend. 
Ut were the man, and baſe of heart, 
Who takes the kind, and pays th” ungrateful yung 
Chiefly the man in foreign realms confin'd, 


— Baſe to his friend, to his own intereſt blind: 


All, all your heroes I this day defy ; 
Sire me a man that we our might may try. 


non, I boaſt the ſkill 

To give the feather'd arrows wings to kill; 
Should a whole hoſt at once diſcharge the bow, 
My well-aim'd ſhaft with death prevents the foe : : 


Alone ſuperior in the field of Troy, 


Great Philoctetes taught the ſhaft to fly. 


From all the ſons of carth, unrival'd praiſe 


f 


* 
* 


_ | 


In fighting fields as far the ſpear I threw, 


"Till 


I juſtly claim; but yield to better days, 


_ Yo theibher's dojo when great Aides refe, 235 


And Eurytus, who bade the Gods be foes: 
(Vain Eurytus, whoſe art became his crime, 
Swept from the earth, he periſh'd in his prime; | 
Sudden th irremeable way he tred, 9 
Who boldly durſt defy the Bowyer- God). 


As flies an arrow from the well - drawn bow. 
Sole in the race the conteſt I decline, 


Stiff are my weary joints, and T reſign; 


By ſtorms and hunger worn: age well may fail, 26s 
| — When ſtorms and hunger both at once aſſail. 


Abaſh'd, the numbers hear the godlike man, 
great Alcinous mildly thus — : 


245 


Well haſt thou ſpoke, and well thy generous 


tongue 
' With decent pride refutes à public wrong: 
Warm are thy words, but warm without offence ; 
Fear only fools, ſecure in men of ſenſe: 


| claim, 

And bear to herces our heroic fame; | 
In diſtant realms our glorious deeds diſplay, 
| Repeat them frequent in the genial day; 


Teach them thy conſort, bid thy ſons attend! 
How lov'd 
praiſe, 
Bone we their offepring digniſy our race. 
Let other realms the deathſul gauntlet wield, 

Or boaſt the glories of th' athletic fic ld; 
We in the courſe unrivall'd fpeed diſplay, 
Or chrough cæruleau billows plough the way; 
To dreſs, to dance, to fing, our ſole delight, 


The feaſt or bath by day, and love by night: 


Ruiſe then, ye ſſcill'd in meaſures; let him bear 
Your fame to men that breathe a diſtant air: 
And ſaithſul ſay, to you the powers belong 
To race, to fail, to dance, to chant the ſong. 
But, heraid, to the palace ſwift repair, 
And the ert lyre to grace our paſtimes bear. 


270 


275 
[end 
When bieſt with eaſe thy woes and wanderings 


d of Jove he crown d our es with 


280 
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|| Cv eternal anvil on the maſfy baſe. 
A wondrous net he labours, to betray 


5 T worth is known. Then hear * | 


287 


| 


Swift at the word, obedient to the king, 
The herald flies the tuneſul lyre to bring. 
Up roſe nine ſeniors, choſen to ſurvey 

The future, games, the judges of the day. 
With inſtant care they mark a ſpacious round, 
And level for the dance th' allotted ground; 
The herald bears the lyre : intent to play, 
The bard advancing meditates the lay, 
Skill'd in the dance, tall youths, a blooming b 
Graceful before the heavenly minſtrel ſtand : 
Light bounding from the earth, at once they riſe, 


350 


240 | Their feet half vie wleſs quiver in the ſkies : 
| Ulyſſes gaz 


d, aſtoniſh'd to ſurvey 

The — ſplendours as their ſandals play. 
Mean time the bard, alternate to the ſtrings, 
The loves of Mars and Cytherea ſings; 

How the tern God, enamour'd with her charms, 
Claſp'd the gay panting Goddeſs in his arms, 310 
By bribes ſeduc'd : and how the fun, whole eye 
Views the broad heavens, diſclos d the lawlefs joy. 
Stung to the ſoul, indignant through the ſkies 
To his black forge vindictive Vulcan flies: 
Arriv'd, his finewy arms inceſſant place 


305 


315 


The wanton lovers as entwin'd they lay, 
{adiffolubly ſtrong ! Then inſtant bears 
To his immortal dome the finiſh'd ſnares. 
Above, below, around, with art diſpread, 


The ſure encloſure folds the genial bed; : 


Whoſe texture ev'n the ſearch of Gods deceives, 
Thin as the filmy threads the ſpider weaves. 


He feigns a journey to the Lemnian ſhores, 
His ſavourite ifle! obſervant Mars defcries 
His wiſh'd receſs, and to the Goddeſs flies : 


Love 

Deſcends ſmooth gliding from the courts of Jove, 
Gay blooming in full charms : her hand he preſt 
With eager joy, and with à ſigh addreſt: 
Come, my below d, aud taſte the ſoft delights: 
Come, to repoſe che genial bed invites? 
Thy abſent ſpouſe, neyleAful of thy charms, 
Prefers his barbarous Sin tians to thy arms: 


And ſunk tranſported on the conſcious bed. 
Down ruſh'd the toils, inwrapping as they lay 

| he careleſs lovers in their wancon play: 
in vain they ſtrive, th' entangling ſnares deny 
(Inextricably firm) the power to fly: 

Warn'd by the God who ſheds the golden day, 
Stern Vulcan home ward treads the Harry way 


turns: 
O Jove, he ery d, oh all ye powers above, 
dee the lewd dalliance of the Queen of Love! 


charms 
To that fair letcher, the ſtrong God of arms. 35 
if | am lame, that ſtain my natal hour 
By Fate impos'd; ſuch me my parent bore : 
Why was I born? Sce how the wautun ies! 
O fight tormenting to an hufbund' & eyes! 
But yet 1 truſt, this once ev'n Mars would fly 355 


i tlis fair- -one's arms—he thinks her, cucz, to nigh. 


| 
— 


E 


Then, as withdrawing from the ſtarry bowers, 325 


He glows, he burns: the Lair hair d Queen of 4 


Then, nothing loth, th' enamour' d fair he " | 


30 


Arriv'd, he ſecs, he grie ves, with rage he burns: 345 I 
Full horrible he roars, his voice all heaven It 


Me, aukward me, ſhe ſcorns; and yields her 


Then to the ſnares his force the God applies; 
They burſt; and Mars to Thrace indignant flies: 

To the ſoſt Cyprian ſhores the Goddeſs moves, 395 Aloft, the king in pomp imperial ſate. 
Io vilit Paphos and her blooming groves; 

Where to the Power an hundred altars riſe, 
And breathing odours ſcent the balmy ſcies; 
| ConceaPd ſhe bathes in conſecrated bowers, 

| The Graces unguents ſh<d, ambroſial ſhowers. 440 
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But there remain, ye guilty in my power, 
Till Jove refunds his ſhameleſs daughter's dower. 


Toa dear I priz'd a fair enchanting face: 


Beauty unchaſte is beauty in diſgrace. 360 
Mean while the Gods the dome of Vulcan 
throng, 


Apollo comes, and Neptune comes along ; 


With theſe gay Hermes trod the ſtacry plain; 
But modeſty withheld the Goddeſ+s-train. 
All Heaven beholds impriſon'd as they lie, 365 


And unextinguiſh'd laughter ſhakes the ſy. 


Then mutual, thus they ſpoke: Behold on 
wrong ſtrong 
Swift vengeance waits; and art ſubdues the 


Dwells there a God on all th' Olympian brow = 
More ſwift than Mars, and more than Vulcan flow? 
| Yet Vulcan conquers, and the God of arms 
— Muſt pay the penalty for lawleſs charms. 


Thus ſerious they ; but he who gilds the ſicies, 


The gay Apollo, thus to Hermes cries : | 
Would ſt thou enchain'd like Mars, O Hermes, lie, 
And bear the ſhame, like Mars, to ſhare the joy? 


O envy'd ſhame! (the ſmiling youth rejoin'd), 


Add thrice the chains, and thrice more firmly 


bind; | 


| Gazeall ye Gods, and every Gaddeſs gaze, 
Yet eager would | bleſs the ſweet diſgrace. 380 


| In ſubjects happy! with ſurpriſe I gaze! 
Thy praiſe was juſt; their {kill tranſcends thy 
praiſe. teara, 
| Pleas'd with his people's ſame, the monarch 
And thus benevolent accoſts the peers : 
Since Wiſdom's ſacred guidance he purſues, 
Give to the ſtranger-gueſt a ſtranger's dues : 
Twelve princes in our realm dominion ſhare 435 
O'er whom ſupreme, imperial power I bear: 
Pring gold, a pledge of love; a talent bring, 
A velit, a robe, and imitate your king: 
Be ſwift to give; that he this night may ſhare 
The ſocial ſeaſt of joy, with joy ſincere. 425 
And thou, Euryalus, redcem thy wrong ; 
A generous heart repairs a landerous tongue. 
| TH afſenting peers, obedient to the king. 
In haſte their heralds ſend the giſts to bring, 
Then thus Euryalus: O prince, whoſe ſway 435 
Rules this beſt realm, repentant I obey! | 
Be his this ſword, whoſe blade of braſs diſplays 
A rudy gleam; whoſe hilt a filver blaze; 
\ Whoſe ivory ſheath, inwrought with curious pride, 
Adds graceſul terror to the wearer's fide. 440 
| He bid: and to his hand the ſword conſign ' dz 
And if, he cry d, my words affect thy mind, 5 
Far _ thy mind thoſe words, ye whirlwinds, 
ar, 


Loud laugh the reſt, even Neptune laugh'd And ſcatter them, ye ſrorms, in empry air : 


| aloud, | - 8 
Yet ſues importunate to looſe the Gd. 
And free, he cries, O Vulcan ! free from ſhame 


Thy captives; I inſure the penal claim. 


Will Neptune (Vulcan then) the laithleſs truſt? 


He ſuffers who gives ſurety for th' unjuſt : 


But ſay, if that lewd ſcandal of the ſky, 
To liberty reſtor'd, perfidious fly; 


Say, wilt thou bear the mul&? He inftant cries, 


ue mul& I bear, if Mars perſidious flies. 390 


To whom appeas d: No more | urge delay; 
When Neptune ſues, my part is to obey. 


Unguents that charm the Gods! ſhe laſt aſſumes 
Her wondrous robes; and full the Goddeſs 
bdlooms. f | 


| Thus ſung the bard: Ulyſſes hears with joy, 
And loud applauſes rend the vaulted ſky. EY 

Ihen to the ſports his ſons the king commands,”} Inſtant the queen, obſervant oſ the king, 
ach blooming youth before the monarch ſrand;, 


la dance unmatch'd ! A woncrous ball is brought 
| (The work of Polypus, divinely wrought); : 
This youth with ſtrength enormous bids it fly, | 
And bending backward whirls it to the ſky; 410 
His brother, ſpringing with an active bound, 

At diſtance intercepts ir from the grounc : 


| The balldifmiſs'd, in dance they ſkim the firand, 
Luc n and return, and ſcarce imprint the ſand. 


TY affembly gazes with aſtonith'd eyes 

fcmbly gaze <3, I 
And ſeuds in ſhouts applauſes to the Nie. 52 
Then tas Ulyſics : Happy king, whoſe name 
The Lrighteſt, ſhines in all the rolls of F.me 2. 


Crown, O ye Heavens! with joy his peaceſul 
| hours, | bn” 


| And grant him to his ſpouſe and native ſhores ! 


And bleſt be thou, my friend, Ulyſſes cries : | 
Crown him with every joy, ye favouring ſkics! 
To thy calm hours continued peace afford, 


% 


| And never, never may ſt thou want this ſword! 450 


He ſaid ; and o'er his ſhoulder flung the blade. 
Now o'er the earth aſcends the evening ſhade :; | 
The precious gifts th illuſtrious heralds bear, 


And to the court th' embody'd p ers repair. | 
] Before the queen Alcinous' ſons unfold 455 
| | The veſts, the robes, and heaps of ſhining gold; 


Then to the radiant thrones they move in ſtate: 


| 


Then tothe queen: G partner of our reign, 


40o fole belov'd! command thy menial train 460 
A poliſh'd cheſt and ſtately robes to ber. 


And healing waters for the bath prepare: 
That, bath'd, our gueſt may bid his ſorrows ceaſe, 
— the ſweet ſong, and taſte the feaſt in peace. 
A bowl that flames with gold, of wondrous frame, 
Ourſelf we give, memorial of our name 


To raiſe in offerings to almighty Jove, 


And every God that treads the courts above. 


Commands her train a ſpacious vaſe to bring, 470 
The ſpacious vaſe with ample ſtreams ſuffice, 
Heap high the wood, and bid the flames ariſe, 
The flames climbround it with a fierce embrace, 
The fuming waters bubble o'er the blaze. 
Herſelf the cheſt prepares: in order roll'd 475 
The robes, the veſts are rang d, and heaps of gold: 
And adding a rich dreſs inwrought with art, 

A gift expreſſive of her bounteous heart, 
Thus ſpoke to Ithacus : To guard with bands 
lnſolvable theſe gifts, thy care demands: 495 
Left, in thy flumbers on the watery main, — 
The hand of rapine make aur bounty vaia. 
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Then bending with full force, around he rull'd 

A labyrinth of bands in fold en fold, 

Clos'd with Circzan art. A train attends 485 

Around the bath: the bath the king aſcends 

( VUutaſted joy, fince that diſaſtraus hour | 

He ſail' itb-tated from Calypſo's bower): 

Where, happy as the Gods that range the ſky, 

He feafted every ſenſe with every joy. 

He bathes : the damſ:!s, with efficiovs tcil, 
Shed ſweets, ſhed unguents, in a ſhower of oil: 
Then o'er his limbs a gorgeous robe he ſpreads, 
And to the fcaſt maꝑniſicently treads, 

Full where the dome its ſhining valves expands, 495 
Nauſicaa bloo:ning as a Goddeſs ſtands, | 
Wich wondering eyes the hero ſhe ſurvey d, 
And graceſul thus began the royal maid : 


494 


| ſtores 
To thy fond wiſh thy long - expected ſhores, 50 
This ever-grateſul in remembrance bear, 
To me thou ow'ſt, to me, the vital air. 
O royal Maid! Ulyſſes ſtraight returns, 
Whoſe worth the ſplendors of thy race adorns, 
So may dread Jove (whoſe arm in vengeance 
forms) „ 505 
The writhen bolt, and blackens heaven with ſtorms, 
Reſtore me ſafe, through weary wanderings toſt, 
To my dear country's ever-pleaſing coaſt, _ 
As, while the ſpirit in this boſum glows, 5 
To thee, my Goddeſs, 1 addreſs my vows: 510 
My life, thy gift I boaſt ! He ſaid, and face 
| Faſt by Alcinous on a throne of ſlate. : 
| Now eacti partakes the feaſt, the wine prepares, 
Portions the fooa, and cach his portion ſhares. | 
The bard an herald guides: the gazing throng $15 
Pay low obeiſance as he moves along : 
Beneath a ſculptur d arch he fits enthron'd, _ 
The peers encircling form an awful round. 
Then, from the chine, Ulyſſes carves with art 
Delicious food, an honorary part; 520 
This, let the maſter of the lyre receive, 
A pledge of love! tis all a wretch can give. 
Lives there a man beneath the ſpacious ſkies, | 
Who facred honours to the bard denies ? 
The Muſe the bard inſpires, exalts his mind; $525 
The Muſe indulgent I. ves th harmonious kind. 
The herald to his hand the charge conveys, 
Not fond of flattery, nor unpleas d with praiſe. 
When now the rage of hunger was allay d, 
Thus to the Lyriſt wiſe Ulyilcs ſaid: 1 
On more than man! thy ſoul the Muſe inſpires, 
Or Phebus animates with all his fires: : 
For who, by Phebus uninform'd, could know 
The woe of Greece, and ſing ſo well the woe? 
juſt to the tale, as preſent as the fray, 535 
Or taught the labours of the dreadful daß? 
The ſong recalls paſt horrors to my eyes, 
And bids proud llion from her aſhes riſe, 
_  Quce more harmonious ſtrike the ſounding ſtring, 
'Th'Epzan fabric, fram'd by Pallas, ſing: $40 
712w ſtern Ulyſſes, furious to deſtroy, 
Wich latent heroes ſack'd imperial Troy. 
faithful thou record the tale of Fame, 
rue Cod himſelf inſpires thy breaſt with flame: 
nad mine ſhall be the taſk, henceforth to raiſe 545 
n every land, the monument of praiſe. 


| Thy lay too deeply moves : then ceaſe the lay, 1 
55 | 5 


| Receive the ſtranger as a brother's blood. 


| Say from what city, from what regions toſt, 


HOMER. 


| Full of the Cod, he raw'd his loſty ſtrain, 
How the Greeks ruth'd tumultuous te the main: 

| Bow blazing tents illumin'd half the ſcies, 

| While from the ſhores the winged navy flies: $52 
How, ev'g in lion's walls, in deathful bands, 
Came the ; uk Greeks by Troy's aſſiſting hands: 
All Troy up-heav'd the ſtced; of differing ming, 
Various the Trojans counicÞd ; part couſign's 

The monſter to the ſword, part ſentence gave 333 
To plunge it headlong in the whelming wave; : 
Th'unwiſe prevail, they lodge it in the towers, 
An offering ſacred to th'immortal Powers: 
Th'unwiſe award to lodge it in the walls, 
And by the Gods decree proud lion falls; 663 
Deſtruction enters in tke rreacherous wood, | 
Aud vengeful! laughter, fierce ſor human blood. 


How lion burns, how all her fathers bleed; 
How to thy dome, Deiphobus! afcends 565 
| The Spartan king : how Ithacus attends | 
(Horrid as Mars), and how with dire alarms 
He fights, ſubdues : for Pallas ſtrings his arms, 
Thus while he ſang, Ulyſſes? grieſs renew, 


He ſung the Greeks itern iſſuing from the fteed, 


| 


Tears bathe his checks, and tears the ground be» | 


| dew; 7 
As ſome fond matron views in mortal fight 
Her huſband falling in his country's right : 


570 


| Frantic through claſhing ſwords ſhe runs, ſhe flies, 


As ghaſtly pale he groans, and faints, and dirs; 
' Cloſe to his breaſt he grovels on the ground, 575 


| And bathes with floods of tears the gaping wound; 


She cries, ſhe ſhricks; the fierce inſulting foe 
Relentleſs mock her vic lence of woe : 

To chains condemn'd, as wildly ſhe deplores: 
A widow, and a flave on foreign ſhores. 

8a from the ſluices of Ulyſles eyes 

Faſt fell the tear, and ſighs ſucceeded ſighs : 


Then to the bard aloud : O ceaſe to ting, 585 
Dumb be thy voice, and mute the tuneſul ſtring: 

To every note his tears reſponſive flow, 

And his great heart heaves with tumultuous woe: 


And o'er the banquet every heart be gy : 
This ſocial rite demands : for him the fails, 
loating in air, invite th'impelling gales: 


| Conceal'd he griev'd : the King obſcrv'd alone : | 
| The ſilent tear, and heard the fecret groan : | 


| 


3% 


His are the gifts of love: the wiſe and goed | 


Artſul concealment ill becomes the brave : 


Impos'd by parents in the natal hour? 
(For from the natal hour diſtinctive names, 
One common right, the great and lowly claims. C | 


And what inhabitants thoſe regions boaſt ? 
So ſhalt thou inſtant reach the realms aflign'd, 
in wonderous ſhips ſelf-mov'd, inſtin& with min; 


Like man, intelligent, ti. ey plough the tides, 


But, friend, diſcover faithſul what I crave, 595 | 


No helm ſecures their courſe, no pilot guides, 655 | 


Say what thy birth, and what the name you bore, | 


— 


| Conſcious of every coaſt, and every bay, 5. | 


That lies bencath the ſun's all- iceing ray; 1 
Though clouds and darkneſs veil th 1 


ſky, 
Fearleſs through darkneſs and through clouds w? 


ü the tempeſts rage in vain; 


1 Ter thus Ulyſſcs ; Thou, whom firſt in ſway, 


Th' unhappy ſeries of a wanderzr's woe: 
Remembrance fad, whoſe image to review, ; 
Alas! muſt open all my wounds ane] : 

And, oh! what firſt, What [aſt ſhall i relate, 15 
| of woes unnumber d feht by Ilcaveu and Late? 


Who hopes thec, monarch, ſor his fr gueſt, | 
Behold Ulyſſes! no i 


Earth ſounds my wiſdom, 


Oft all the lauds that He- vr oerihpreads „ 
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Though tempeſt rage, though rol the beet 


Ev'n the ſtern God, that o'er the waves preſides, 

Safe as they paſs, and ſafe repals the tides, 

With ſury burns; . careleſs 1 convey G15 
miſcuous every gueſt to every bay. 

Theſe ears have heard my royal fire diſcloſe 

A dreadful ſtory big with future woes, 

How Neptune rag'd, and how, by his command, 

Firm rooted in a ſurge a ſhip ſhould ſtand 


Should bury theſe pri-ud towers beneath the ground. 
But this the Gods may fruſtrate or fulfill, 


| 


620 
A monument of wrath : how mound on mound | 


As ſuits the purpoſe of th Eternal Will, 


| 


pity 
Say why the fate of Troy awak'd thy cares, 


Why heav'd thy boſom, and why flow'd thy 
630 - 


proceed 
The woes of man; Heaven doom'd the Greeks to 


tears ? 
Juſt are the ways of Heaven : from Heaven 


bleed : 
A theme of future ſong! Say then if flain 
Some dear lov'd brother preſs d the Phrygian plain? 
Or bled ſome friend, who bore a brother's part, 635 


And claim'd by merit, not by blood, the heart? 


| BOOK 


THE ARGUMENT. 


n. Aborntare f the cum 7 bag, and Cy clips. 


bil- ure . ellis if bis ee, bow, 0 


| incurſion on the Cicons, by whom they were v 
Totopbagi 
racteriſed. 
_ cad luftly, the metbed and artifice by which he eſcaped. 


The giant Poly 


As firſt in virtue, theſe thy realms obey ; : 


How ſweet the products of a peaceful reign! #4 «| 


The heaven- taught poet, and enchanting ſtrain ; 


The well-fil'd = the perpetual feaſt, 5 
A land rejoicing, and a people bleſt * 5 


How goodly ſeems it ever to employ 
Man's ſocial days in union and in joy; 


Admit theſe joys, why ſeeks thy mind to know” 


Know firit the man (though now a wretch dif- 
treſt) 


* 


noble name, | 

and high heaven my 
My native ſoil is Ithaca the fair, [fante. 29 

Where high Netitus waves his wouls in air: 

Dulichium, Same and Zacyuthus crewn'd 

With ſhady mountains, ſpread their iſlus aroun 

\ Theſe to the narth and niglit's dark regic::s run, 25 

Thoſe ta Aurora and the riſing ſun). 

Low lies our ifle, yet bleſt iu fruitful ſtores ; 

Stroug are her ſons, though rocky are ber ſhores; 

And none, ah! none fo lovely ta my fight, 


| 


N and meeting with a ſtorm, were driven to the coaſt of the | 
From thence they ſailed to the land of the Cyclops, 


manners and 


ſituation are particularly be- 


pbemus and bis cave Meri: * auen a and bis — will we ; 


In vain Calypſo has — my ur. 
With ſweet, reluctant, amorous 


With all her charms as vaialy” | —» oF | 


And added magic, to ſecure my love. gs LHR 
in pomps or joys, the palace or the grot, = 


My country's image never was fo 


| My abſent parents roſe before my fight, 
5 And diſtant lay contentment and deli 
The pler teous board high-hcap'd with cates deine, | 

And der the foaming bow! the laughing wine! 10 


Hear then the woes which mighty Jove ordain'd_ 
To wait my paſſage. from the Trojan land. "0 


The winds from llion to the Cicons 


Beneath cold Iſmarus our Veſſel& bore. 
We boldly landed on the hoſtile place, 3 


And ſack'd the city, and deſtroy d the race, 
Their wives made captive, their poſſeſſions ſnar Wy 


| 


light! 
Vol. IN., ts ; 25 


2 


And every ſoldier fouud a like reward. 
then ad vis d to fly ; not ſo the reſt, 
Who ſtay'd to revel, and prolong the feaſt: 


| The fatted ſheep and fable bulls they lay, . 
And bowls flow round, and. riot waſtes the day. 50 


Mean time the Cicons to their holds ri d, 
Call on the Cicons with new fury fir'd | 
With early morn the gather'd country forarms, 
And all the continent is bright with arms; 
by hick as the budding leaves or riſing flowers « 5 
erſpread the land, when ſpring Gelcends in 


ſhowers : 


bn <xpert ſoldiers, ſxill d on foot to dares) i 


tom the hounding courſer urge the 
Now fortune changes (fo the Fates ordain) D 


ch + Ow 1 or Was ceme to o taſie our ir Kare of join. 60 


E 
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But 4828 akin es. 
y'd, 


? 


With heavy hearts we labour through the tide + 


226 


Cloſe at the ſhips the bloody fight began, 

Wounded they wound, and man expires on man. 
Long as the morning ſun re — 

O' er heavens pure azure ſpread . 
ö Ee nf 2 gl 
Each adverſe battle gor d with equal wounds: 
But when hisevening wheels o'erhung the main, 
Then conqueſt crown'd the fierce Ciconian train. 
Six brave companions from each ſhip we loſt, 

The reſt eſcape in haſte; and quit the coaſt. 70 
With fails outſpread we fly th'unequal ftrife, 
Sad for their loſs, but joyful of our _ 
Vet as we fled our fellows rices we paid, 
And thrice we call'd on each unhappy ſhade. 
Mean while the God whoſe hand the thunder | 

, forms, Iſtor nis! 
Drives pres on clouds, and blackens Heaven with 
Wide o'er the waſte the rage of Boreas ſweeps, 
And night ruſh'd headlong on the ſhaded deeps. 
Now here, now there, the giddy ſhips are borne, 

And all the rattlipg ſhropds in fragments toru. 80 

We furl'd the Xo we ply'd the Iabouring oar, 

Took down our maſts, and row'd our ſhips to ſtore. 

| Two tedious days and two lung nights we lay, 
O''erwatch'd and batter d in the naked bay. 

But the third moruing when Aurora brings, 85 
We rear the maſts, we ſpread the canvas wings; 
Refreſh'd, and careleſs an the deck reclin'd, 

We ſit, and truſt the pilot and the wind. 
Then to my native country bad I fail's : 


| | But the cape doubled, adverſe winds prevail'd. 90 


Strong was the tide, which, by. the northern 
Impell'd, our veſſels on Cythera caſt. - 
Nine days our fleet th' uncertain tempeſt bore 
Far in wide ocean, and from fight of ſhore; 


The tenth we touch M. by various errots toſt, 285 | 


Tube land of Lotos and the flowery coaſt. 

We climb the beach, and ſprings of water — 
Then ſpread our haſty banquet on the ground. 
Three men were ſent deputed from. the crew, 
(An herald one) the dubious coaſt to view, 

And learn what habitants poſſeſs the place. 
| The went and found a hoſpitable race; 
| Not prone to ill, nor ſtrange to foreign gueſt, 
They eat, they drink, and nature gives the feaſt; 
| The trees around theme all their fruit produce; ios 
Lotos, the name; divine, nectareous juice! 
(Thence call'd Lotophagi] which whoſo — 
repaſts, 


100 


Inſatiate riots in the ſweet 
— other home, not other care intends, 
2 uits his houſe, hĩs country, and his . 110 
: e we ſent, from off th*enchanting ground 
| we dragg'd reluQtant, and by force we bound ; 
The reſt in haſte forſtok the pleaſing ſhore, 
| 8 charm had return d no more. 
plag'd in order on their banks, they ſweep 
The ſcas ſmooth face, and cleave the hoary deep; 


To coaſts unknown, and oceans yet untry'd. 
The land of Cyclops firſt; a favage kind, 
Nor tam'd by mannets, nor by Jaws confin'd : | 
Untaugl . t to plant, to turn the glebe and ſow; 

They all cheir predudts to free nature owe. 
The ſoil untill!d a rrady harveſt yields, * - 
With wheat and barley wave * golden fields, 
auc oh wines fron weighty cluſters poor, 


125 
And Ve Jeſcends ; iu cach Ou ſhower. 


{For there no veſſel with vermillion prore, 


| Unlearn'd in all th' induſtrious arts of toil. 
Yet here all products and all plants abouud, 


| Till the glad mariners incline to fail, 


Nor glimmer'd Phabe in the zthereal plain: 


| | anc all unſern the ſurge and rolling ſea, 


| The mountain goats come 


4 We fat indulging in the genial”: 


FOPE'S HOMER. 


By theſe no ſtatutes and x no rights are known, 

No council held, no monarch fills the throne, - 

But high on kills, or airy cliffs they dwell, 

Or deep i in caves whoſe entrance leads to hell. 1 30 
Each rules his race, his neighbour not his care, 


 Heedlefſ> of others, to his own ſevere. 


Oppos'd to the Cyclopean coaſts, there lay 


| An ile, whoſe hills their ſubject fields ſurvey : 
| Its name Lachza, crown'd with many a grovr, 135 


Where ſavage goats throngh pathleſs thickets rove : 
No needy mortals here, with hunger bold. 

Or wretched hunters, through the wintery cold 
Purſue their flight : but leave them ſafe to bound 
| From hill ro hill, o'er all the deſert ground. 1430 
Nor knows the ſoil to feed the fleecy care, 
Or feels the labours of the crooked ſhare ; 
But uninhabited, untill'd, unſown 

It lics, and breeds the bleating goat alone. 


| 


Or bark of traffic glides from ſhere to ore; 
The rugged race of ſavages, unſkill'd 

The ſeas tv traverle, or the ſhips to build, 
Gaze on the coaſt, nor cultivare the ſcil; 


Sprung ſrom the fruitful genius of the ground : 


Fields wavipg high with heavy crops are ſeeu, 
Aud vines that flouriſh in eternal green, 


Refreſhing meads along the muzmuring main, 155 
And ſountains ſtreaming down the fruitful plain. 
A port there is, enelos d on ether ſide, 8 
Where ſhips may reſt, unanchor'd and unty'd 


And the ſea whitens with the riſing gale. 
High at its head, from out the cavern'd rock 
In living rills a guſhing fountain broke: - 
Around it, and above, for ever green, 


| The bluſhing alders form a ſhady ſcene. 
| Hither ſome favouring God; beyond our Sangha, 
| Through all furrounding ſhade our navy brought: 


" | 


| ] Revenl'd the landſcape and the ſcene unknown, 175 
With wonder ſciz'd, we view the pleaſing granny, 


For gloomy night deſcended on the main, 
But all uuſcen the clonded ifland lay, 


Till ſafe we anchor'd in the ſhelter'd bay : $ 
Our ſails we gather'd, caſt our cables o'er, 
And flept ſecure alon * the ſandy ſhore. 


Soon a again the roſy morning ſhone, 


And walk delighted, and expatiate gound.' 
| Kous'd by the woodland n wphs, at early dawn, 
8 o'er the lawn: 

I: haſte our fellows to the ſhips repair, | 

For aims and weapons of the ſylvan war; 

Straight in three ſquadrons all our crew we part, 

Ard bend the bow, or wing the miſſile dart; 

The buunteous God affords a copious prey, | 

Ang nine fat goats each veiſel bears away : 

| The royal bark had ten. Our ſhips complete 

We thus ſupply'd (for twelve were all the flect). 
ere, till the ſetting ſun roll'd down che l; Zbt, 

Ke}; 

Nor wines were — 
jors 

We drain d, the prize of our Ciconian wars. | 


S 


10 


4 


180 
"bg 


thoſe” from ugh 


145 


hy. 


r y ae. ar ts. as. oe 
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The land of y clops lay in proſp. Q near ; 


The voice of goats and bleating flocks we hear. q 


And ſcem their mountains riliag ſmokes apperr 
Now ſunk the fun, «nd darkneis cover'd o'er 
The face of things: along the ſra-byat ſhore 
Satiate we fleep : but when the ſacred davn- 
Ariſing glitter'd veer the dewy lawn, 

I call'd my fellows, and theſe words addreſt: 


195 


1 


My dear aſſociates, here indulge your reſt: 200 


While, with my ſingle ſhip, advenrurous l 
Go forth, the manners ot yon men to ty; 
Whether a race unjuſt, of barbarous might, 
Rude, and unconſcious of a ſtranger's right; 


(The larger here, and there the leſſer lambs, 
The ncw-fall'n young her: bleating for their damig 
ne kid diſtinguifh'd from the lambkin lies) : 
The cavern echoes with reſponſive cries. 
Capacious chargers all around were laid, 
Full pails, and veſſels of the milking trade. 
With freſh proviſions hence our fleet to ſtore 
My friends adviſe me, and to quit the ſhore; 264 
Or drive a flock of ſheep and goats away, 
| Conſult our ſafety, and put off to ſea. 
Their wholeTome counſel raſhly I declin'd, 
Curious to view the man cf monſtrous ki | 
And try what ſocial rites a ſavage lends: 270 


Or ſuch who harbour pity in their hreaſt, 205 Dire rites, alas! and fatal to my friends! 
Revere the Gods, and ſuccour the diſtreſl? þÞ» 


This ſaid, 1 elimbꝰd my veſſc}'s lofty ſide: 
My train obey'd me, and the ſhip unty d. 


} Then firſt a.fire we kinole, and prepare 
For his return with ſacrifice and prayer: 


The loaded ſhelves affar i us full repaſt; 


* 


In order ſeated on their banks, they ſweep (deep. We fit expecting. Lo! he comes at 9 
N-ptune's ſmooth face, and cleave the yielding Near half a foreſt on his back he bore, Es 


When ta the neareſt verge of land we drew, 
Faſt by the ſea a lonely cave we view, | 


Where ſheep and goats lay flumbering round 


ſhore. 


Near this, a fence of marble from the rock. 215 


the 


Brown with o'er-arching pine and ſpreading oak, 


A giant ſhepherd here his flock maintains 
Far from the reſt, and folitary reigns, 
In ſhelter thick of horrid ſhade reclin' d 
And gloomy miſchiefs labour in his mind. 
A form enormous! far unlike the race 
Of human birth, in ſtature, or in face; 


Crown'd with cough thickets, and a nodding wood. 


I leſt my veſſel at the point cf land, | 

Aud cloſe to guard it, gave our crew command 
With oniy twelve, the boldeſt and the beſt, 

I feek th' adventure, and forſake the reſt. 


In! hen took a goarſkin fill'd with precious wine, 
The giit of Maron of Evantheus' line 230 0 
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The prieft of Phoebus ac th' Iſmat ian ſhrine). 


In ſacred ſhade his honour'd manſion ſtood 
Amidit Apollu's conſecrated wood; | 


Him, and his houſe, Heaven mov'd my mind to ſave 


And coſtly preſents in return he gave; 
Seven golden talents to perfection wrought, 
A filver bowl that held a copious draught, 


And twelve large veſſels of unmingled wine, 


Mcllifluaus, ondecaying, and divine? 


nich novr, ſome ages irom his race conceal'd, 140 


The kcary fire in gratitude reveal'd ; 


Such was the wine : to quench whoſe ſervent ſteam, 


Scarce twenty meaſures from the living ſtream 
| Foc: ol one cup (uflic'd ; the goblet crowu'd 
 Breath'd aromatic fragrancies around, _ 
Of this an ample vaſe we heav'd aboard, 
And brought ancther with provifiops fter'd. 
My ſoul forehoded 1 ſhould find the bower 


Of ſome fell Monſter, fierce with harbarors power, 


Some ruſtic wretch, who liv'd in Heaven's d; 

Contemning laws, and trampling on the right, 

The cave we found, but vacant all within 

(His flock rhe giant tended on the green): 

But round the grot we gaze; and all we vicw, 
In order ratig'd, our admiraticn drew: 


The folded flocks coch ſerurate fore the ro (t 
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And caſt the ponderous burden at the door, 


Þ'r thunder'd as it fell. We trembled then, 
| High, and with darkening laurels cover'd oer: 


And ſought the deep receſſes of the den. ſrock, 280 

Now driven before him, through the arching 

Came tumbling, heaps on heaps, th' unnumbet d 
flock: - | 


ock : | | 
Big udder d ewes, and goats of female kind 
| Che males were p2nn'd in outward courts behind): 
Then, heav'd on high, a reck's enormous weight . 
| Vo the cave's mouth he roll'd, and clos'd the gate 
Scarce twenty-ſour wheel'd cars compact and 
ſtrong, 5 „ 


92 1 The maſſy load could bear, or roll along). 
As ſome lone mountain's monſtrous giowth he ſtood, 


He next bet. xc: him to his evening cares, | 
| And, fitting down, to milk his fucks prepares; 
Of half their udders cafes brſt the dams, 290 
Then ta the mother's ats ſubmits the lambs. 


+ Half the white ftream to hardening cheeſe bh. 


eſt, > 


pr . : 
And high in wicker-baſkets heap'd the reſt, 


Reſerv'd ia bowls, ſupply'd the nightly fealt. 5 
Hie labour dune, he fir'd the pile, that gave 295 


A ſudden blaze, and lighted all the cave. 


We ſtand difcover'd by the riſing fites ; 8 

 Aſkance the giant glares, and thus inquires: 
What are ye, gueſts; on what adventure, ſay, . 
Thus far ve wander through the watery way? 300 


Pirates perhaps, who feek through ſeas unknown 


The lives of therz and expoſe your on? 
His voice like thunder thro” the cavern ſounds : 
My bold companions thrilling fear confounsls, —__© 
 Appall'd at fight of more than mortal man! 305 
At length, with heart recover'd, I began: 
From Troy's fam'd fields, ſad wanderers o'er 
the main, . . 
Behold the relics of the Grecian train! 
Through various ſeas by various perils toſt, 


And forc'd by ſtorms, unwilling; on your coaſt; 319 


Far from our deſtin'd courſe, and native land, 
Such was cur fate, and ſuch high Jove's command! 


ſpiht, Nor what we are befits vs to diſclaim, 


, Atrides' friends (in arms a mighty name) 
t Who tauglit prout Fro and all her ſons to bow; 215 
Victors af late, but humble ſuppliants now ! 


II. ow at thy knee thy ſuccour we implore: 


| ; 255 Reſpoct us, human, and relieve us, pnor. 
The Lending ſhelves with loads of checſes preſt, f n 


At leaſt ſome hoſpitable giſt beſlow; 
| "Tis what the bappy ta th'unbappy oe: 3 
= 3 


Or ſtrangers, diſtant far ſrom our abodes, 


| The Harter d wreck the winds ble w back again. 
_ Snatch'd two, 


Could roll the rock. In hopeleſs grief we lay, 


.Know then, we, Cyclops, are a race above 


| Where lies ſhe anchor d? near or off the ſhore ? 


And, cautious, thus: Againſt a dreadful rock, 


: Tore 125d from limb, he reads i horrid . 


To ſix the ſlumberiag monſter to the ground, 
| To draw the ſword ; but wiſdom held my hand. 


His 
His flocks, obedient, ſpread o'er all the hills. 37 5 
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"Tis what the Gods require: thoſe Gods revere, 
The poor and ſtranger are their conſtant care; 
To Jove their cauſe, and their revenge belongs, 
He wanders with them, and he feels their 

Fools that ye are ! (the ſavage thus replies, 325 
His inward fury blazing at his eyes) 


To bid me reverence or regard the Gods. 


Thoſe air:bred people, and their goat-nurs d 
Jove : 330 [thine, 
And learn, our power with thee and 
Not as he wills, but as ourſelves incline, 
But anſwer, the good ſhip that brought ye o dang? 


Thus he. His meditated fraud I find 
(Vers d in the turns of various humau kind); 


335 


Faſt by our ſhore the gallant veſſc] broke, | 

Scarce with theſe few I 'ſcap'd; of all my train, 

Whom _-_ Neptune whelm'd beneath the 
140 


He anſwer'd with his deed. His bloody hand 
of my martial band; 
And daſh'd like dogs wgainſE th the ſtony- floor : 

The pavement ſwims with brains and — 


And fierce de vours it like a monntain-beaſt: 
He fucks the marrow, and the blood he drains, 
Nor entrails, fleſh, nor ſolid bone remains. 


We ſee the death from which we cannot move, 350 
And humbled groan beneath the hand of Jove. 


His ample maw with h carnage fill'd, 
A milky deluge next the giant ſwill'd; 
Then itretch'd in length o'er half the cavern'd 
Lay ſenſeleſs, and ſupine, amidſt the flock. 255 
To ſeize the time, and with a ſudden wound 


My foul impels me; and in act I ſtand 


HOMER. 


This ſhorten'd of its top, l gave my train 
A fathom's length, to ſhape it and to plane; 
The narrower end | ſharpen'd to a ſpire; 
Whoſe point we harden'd with the force of fire, 
And hid it in the duſt that ſtrew'd the cave. 
Then to my few companions, bold and brave, 
Propos d, who firſt the venturous deed ſhould try, 


385 


In the broad orbit of his monſtrous eye 


To plung the brand, and twirl the pointed wood, 
When flumber next ſhould tame the man of blood. 
Juſt as I wiſh'd, the lots were caſt on four: 
Myſelf the fiſth. We ſtand, and wait the hour. 
He comes with evening : 'all his fleecy flock 
Before him march, and pour into the rock: 

Not one, or male or female ſtay'd behind | 
* fortune chanc' d, or ſo ſome God defign'd) ; 
Then heaving high the ſtone's unwieldy weight, 
He roll'd it on the cave, and clos'd the gate. 

Firſt duwn he ſits, to milk the woolly dams, 

And then permits their udder to the lambs. 

Next ſeiz'd two wretches more, and headlong caſt, 
Brain'd on the rock; his ſecond dire repaſt. 4% 
I then approach d him reeking with their gore, 
And held the brimming goblet foaming o'er; 
Cyclop ! ſince human fleſh has been thy feaſt, 
Now drain this yoblet, potent tu digeſt : 


And what rich liquors other climates boaſt. 
We to thy ſhore the precious freight ſhall bear, 
i home thou ſend us, and vouchſafe to ſpare, 


The ſons of men ſhall ne er 
And never ſhalt thou taſte this nectar more. 
He heard, he tuak, and 


Mare! give me more, he cry'd : the boon be thine, 
 Whoe'er thou art that bear'ſt celeſtial wine 


Declare thy name ; nor mortal is this juice, 


] Such as th' unbleſt Cyclopean climes produce 


(Though fure bur vine the largeſt cluſter yiclde, 


A deep ſo raſh had finiſh'd all our fate, 
No mortal ſorces from the lofty gate 


And ſigh, expecting the return of day. 

Now did the roſy · ſinger q morn ariſe, 
And ſhed her facred light aloug the ſkics. 

He wakes, he lights the fire, he milks the dams, 

And to the mother's teats ſubmits the lambs, 

The taſk thus fioiſh'd of his morning hours, 

Two more he ſnatches, murders, and devours. 


Then pleas'd, and whiſt ling, drives his tlock de. 5 


fore: 
Removes the rocky mountain ſram the door, 
And ſhuts again: with equal cafe diſpos'd, 
As a light quiver” s id is op'd and clos'd. 
giant voice the echoing region fills : 


Thus left behind, ev'n in the lait deſpair 

I thought, devis'd, and Pallas heard my prayer. 

| Revenge, and doubt, and cantion work'd m 

But this of many counſels feem's the beſt : 
The munſte r's club within the cave I ſpy d, 
A tree ol ſtatelieſt growth, and yet undry d, 
-weccn from the wood ; of height and bulk fu vaſt, 
"The largeſt 2 wight claim i it 852 a malt. 


568. While thus my ſraudſul ſpeech I reaſſume: 5 
Thy promis'd boon, O Cyclop! now | claim, 
. 7 And plead my title Noman is my name. 


[breaft; 
380 | 


And Jove's ſcorn'd thunder ſcrves to 2 our 


360 
| A rill of near, ſtreaming ſrom the Gods. 


| fields) ; 
| But this deſcended from the bleſt eder, | 


| He faid, and greed? graſp'd the heady bow}, 
Thrice drain'd, and pour'd the deluge on his ſoul. 
His ſenſe lay cover'd with the dozy fume ; 5 


* that diſtinguiſh'd from my tender years, 5 
Tis what my parents call me, and my peers. 
The giant then: Our promis d grace receive, 


370 The hoſpitable boon we mean to give: 
When all thy wretched crew have leſt my power, 


| Noman fhall be the laſt I will devour. 


Re tiid: then, nodding with the fumes of wine, 
Dropp'd his hugeſhead, and ſnoring lay ſupine 44% 


His neck obliquely o'er his ſhoulders hung, 


Preſs'd with the weight of fleep that tame: the 
ſtrong ! 


There belch'd the mingled ſtreams of * and 
445 


And human fleſh, is iadigeſted food, 

Sudden l ſtir the embers, and infpire 
Wich animating breath the ſeeds of ſire: 

| Each drooping ſpirit with bold words repair, 
And urge my train the dreadful deed to dare. 


— 


Know hence what treaſures in our ſhip we loſt, 4ro | 


approach thy ſhore, ( 


x pouring down his throat 
| _ | Delighted, fevill'd the large. luxurious dranght. 
{rocks 


ay 


5 


(blood, 


2 


But oh! thus furious, thirſting thus for gore, N 1 


— - «a © ,, # 1 


A 
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Tube ſtake now glow d beneath the burning bed | One ram remain'd, the leader of the flock; |, 
(Green 3s it was) and ſparkled fiery red. 450 lu his deep fleece my graſping hands I Jock, 

Then forth the vengeful inſtrument | bring; And faſt beneath, in woolly curls inwove, 

With beating hearts my fellows form a ring. | chog implicit, and confide in ore. 9355 
Urg'd by ſome preſent God, they ſwift let fall When roſy morning glimmer'd c'cr the dales, 525 
| The pointed torment on his viſual ball. He drove to paſture all the Infty males: 
| Myſelf above them ſrom a riſing ground 455 1 ewes ſtill folded, with diſtended thighs 
Guide the ſharp ſtake, and twirl it round and Unmilk'd, lay bleating in diſtreſsſul cries. 

round. 5 But heedleſi of thoſe cares, with anguiſh ſtung, 

« As when a ſhipwright ſtands his workmen cer, He felt their fleeces as they paſs'd alang, £39 

j Who ply the wimble, ſome huge beam to bore ; (Fool that he was) and let them ſafely go, SHES] 


Urg'd on all hands, it nimbly ſpins about, All unſuſpecting of their freight below. 
The grain deep-piercing till it ſcoops it out: 460 The maſter ram at laſt approach'd the gate, 


In his broad eye ſo whirk the ficry wood; Charg'd with his wool, and with Ulyſſes fate. 
From their picrc'd pupil ſpouts the boiling blood; | Him while he paſt the manſter blind beſpoke * 525 
Sing'd are his brows; the ſcorching lids grow] What makes my ram the lag of all the flock ? | 
The jelly bubbles, and the fibres crack. [black, I Firſt thou wert wont to crop the flowery 
And a> when armourers temper in the ford 465 | Firſt to the field and river's bank to lead, 
Tze keen-edy'd pole axe, or the ſhining ſword, And firſt with ſtately ſtep at evening hour 


The red-hot metal hiſſes in the lake, Iny f-ecy fellows uſher to their hower. 330 
et Thus in his eye ball hifs'd the plunging ſtake. Nou far the laſt, with penſive pace and flow | 
5 | He ſends a dreadful groan : the rocks around I łhou mov'ſt, as conſcious of thy maſter's woe ! 

| Through all their inmoſt winding caves reſfound. | Secſt thou theſe lids that now unfold in vain ? 
Scat d we receded. Forth, with frantic hand, {| (The deed of Noman and his wicked tra) 

He tore, and daſh'd on earth the gory brand: Oh! didſt thou feel for thy afflicted lord, 335 

Then calls the Cyclops, all that round him dwell, ¶ And would but Fate the power of ſpeech afford, 
ro | With voice like thunder, and a direſul yell. Soon might'ſ thou tell me, where in ſecret here 
1 From all their dens the one- ey d race repair 475 | The daſtard lur ks, all trembling with his fear: 
From riſted rocks and mountains bleak in air. wung round and round, and daſh'd from rock to 
- All haſte aſſembled, at his well-known roar, rock, | SR F 
} | Inquire the cauſe, and crowd the cavern-door. His batter d brains ſhonld an the pavement ſmoke. 
| What hurts thee, Polypheme ? what ſtrange af- | No eaſe, no pleaſure, my ſad heart receives, 
| : fright, . 5 While ſuch a monſter as vile Noman lives. 
at Thus breaks our flumbers, and diſturbs thenight? {| The giant ſpoke, and through the hollow rock 
| Does any mortal, in th' unguarded hour I Diſmiſs'd the ram, the father of the flock. IN 
by. Of ſleep, oppreſs thee, or by ſraud or power: No ſooner freed, and through th encloſure paſt, 545 
20 Or thieves inſidious the fair lock ſurpriſe? | Firſt I releaſe myſelf, my fellows laſts | 
bg | Thus they: the Cyclop from his den replies: Fat ſheep and goats in throngs we drive before, 
|| Friends, Noman kills me; Noman in the hour | And reach our veſſel on the winding ſhore. 
5 Ol fleep, oppreſſes me with fraudſul power. With joy the failors view their friends return d, 
our | lk no man hurt thee, but the hand divine I Andhail us living whom as dead they mourn'd, 550 
| © Infli& diſeaſe, it fits thee torclign: | Big tears of tranſport ſtand in every exe: 
425 Io Jove or tothy father Neptune pray,” 1 check their fondneſs, and command to fly, 


The br:thren cry'd, and inſtant ſtrode away. 490 | Aboard in haſte they heave the wealthy ſheep, 
Joy touch'd my ſecret ſoul and conſcious heart, I And ſnatch their oars, and ruſh into the deep. 


L SY 33 : Pleas'd with th' effect of conduct and of art. | Now off at ſea, and from the ſhallows clear, 5 53 
| Mean time the Cyclop raging with his wound, | As far as human voice could reach the ear: 
439 | | bpreads his wide arms, and ſcarches round and] With taunts the diſtant giant I accoſt: 


1 round: „„ Hear me, O Cyclop! hear, ungracious haſt! 

At laſt, the ſtone removing from the gate, 495 I'wason no coward, no ignoble flave, „ 
. With hands extended in the midſt he ſate: I Thou meditat'ſt thy meal in yonder cave; 560 
And ſearch'd each paſſing ſheep, and ſelt it o'er, | But one, the vengeance fated from above Ts 


"DW | becurets ſeize us ere we reach'd the door | Doom'd to inflict ; the inſtrument of Jove. | 
Guch as his ſhallow wit he deem'd was mine): | Thy barbarous breach of hoſpitable bands, 
r, | But ſecret Irevolv'd the deep defign ; 500] The God, the God revenges by my hands. vg 
WR "Twas for our lives my labouring boſom wrought ; The words the Cyclop's burning rage provoke : 
ine, ſcheme I turn d, and ſhargen'd every ; From the tall hiil he rends a pointed rock, 
440 thought; „ | High o'er the billows flew the maſſy load, 
This way and that I caſt to ſave my friends, And near the ſhip came thundering on the flood. 
the Till one reſolve my varying counſe l ends. It almoſt bruſh d the helm, and fell before : 
ood, ES strong wete the rams, with native purple The whole ſea ſhook, and reſiuent beat the ſhore. 
and 1 tair, „„ 30s The long concuſſion on the heaving tide 
ba ell fed, and largeit of the fleecy car». Roll'd back the veſſel to the ifland's fide : 
445 heſe three and three, with 6zier bands we ty'd Again I ſhov'd her off, our fate te fly, 
_ (Vhe twiuing bands the Cyclop's bed fupply'd) 


gn Each nerve we ſtretch, and every war we pv. | 
e me:moft bore a man: the outward two Juſt ſcap'd impending death, Wen now again 5. 
Secur d each ſide: fo bound we all the crew. 50 We twice az far bad fu-row'd back the muito, 


— 


8 
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Once more l rais'd my voice ? my fricuds afraid. 
With mild entreaties my deſign diſſuade, 
What boots the godleſs giant to provoke, 
Whofe arms may fink us at a fingle ſtroke ? 
Already, when the dreadful rock he threw, 
Old ocran ſhook. and back his ſurges flew, 
Thy ſounding voice directs his aim again, 
The rock o'erwhelms us, and we ſcap'd in vain. 
© But], of mind elate, and ſcorning fear, 
Thus with new taunts inſult the monſter's ear. 
Cyclop! if any, pitying thy diſgrace, 1 
Ak who dia ur-d thus that eyeleſs face? | 
Say twas Ulyſſes, twas his deed, declare, 
Laertes' ſon, of Ithaca 8 : 590 
ſſes, far in fighting ficlds renown'd, 
— whoſe — Troy tumbled to the ground. 
Th' aſtoniſh'd ſavage with a roar replies: 

O heavens! O faith of ancient prophecies ! 
This, Telemus Eurymedes foretold, 595 
(The mighty ſeer who on theſe hills grew old; 

Skill'd the dark fates of mortals to declare, 
And learn d in all wing'd omens of the air) 
Long fince he menac'd ſuch was Fate's command; 
And nam'd Ulyſſes as the deſtin'd hand. 600 
I deent'd ſome godlike giant to behold, 
Or loſty hero, baughty, brave, and bold; 
Not this weak pigmy-wretch, of mean deſign, 
Who not by ſtrength ſubdued me, but by wine. 
Zut come, accept our giſts, and join to pray 605 
Great Neptune's bleſſing on the watery way: 
For his I am, and I the lineage own : Eo 
Th' immortal —_ 22 — ſon. 
His power can me, and re- light my eye: 
And only his, of all the Gods on high. 2” 610 
Oh could this arm (I thus aloud rejoin'd) 
From that vaſt bulk diſlodge thy bloody mind, 
And ſend thee howling to the realms of night! 
_— _ ST 
IN I: While raging he repeats his cries, 615 
Wich hands upliſted to the ſtarry ſkies: , 
Hear —__— Neptune! thou whoſe arms are 


230 


580 
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| [While thoughtleſs we indulge the genial rite, 


HOMER. 


If thine I am, nor thou my birth difown, 
And if th' nnhappy Cyclop be thy ſon; 
Let not Ulyſſes breathe his native air, 
Laertes' ſon, of Ithaca the fair. 

If to review his country be his fate, 


620 


| Be it through toils and ſufferings long and late; 
His loſt companions let him firſt deplore ; 
Some v-ſſcl, not his own, tranſport him o'er; | 
And when at home from foreign ſufferings freed, 


bao 


More near and deep, domeſtic woes ſucceed ! 
With imprecations thus he fill'd the air, 


And angry Neptune heard the unrighteous prayer. 


A larger rock then heaving from the plain, 
He whirl'd it round: it ſung acroſs the main: 
It fell, and bruſh'd the ſtern : the billows roar, 


| Shake at the weight, and refluent beat the ſhore. 


With all our force we kept aloof to fea, 635 
And gain'd the iſland where our veſſels lav. 
Our fight the whole collected navy cheer'd, 
Who, waiting long, by turns had hop'd and fear'd, 
There diſembarking on the green ſra- ſide, 
We land our cattle, and the ſpoil divide: 
Of theſe due ſhares to every ſailur ſall; 
he maſter ram was voted mine by all: 
And him (the guardian of Ulyſſes” fate) 
With pious mind to Heaven I conſecrate, 
| But the great God, whoſe thunder rends the fries, 
Averſe, beholds the ſmoking ſacrifice; 
And ſees me wandering till from coaſt to coaſt, 
And all my veſſels, all my people, loſt ! 


q 


As plenteous cates and flowing bowls invite; 650 
Till evening Phœbus roll'd away the light: 


Till ruddy morning purpled o'er the caſt. 
Then from their anchors all our ſhips unbind, 

| wind. be | 
Now, rang'd in order on our banks, we ſweep 
With haſty ſtrokes the hoarſe reſounding deep; 
Blind to the ſuture, penſive with our fears, 


| From ſhore to ſhore, and gird the folid world. = 


I length we reach'd Eolia's ſea-girt ſhore 

| Where great Hippotades the bore, 
A floating iſle ! High-raiv'd by toil divine, 

_ Strong walls of braſs the rocky coaſt confine. 


hag for the living, for the dead in tears, ; | 


Six blooming youths, in private 

And fix fair daughters grac'd the royal bed: 

Theſe ſons their fiſters wed, and all remain 
Their parents pride, and pleaſure of their reiſn · 


— 


Stretch'd on the ſhore in careleſs caſe we reſt · 


& | 


bred, 3 


bd ms: as ee. Se. 8 
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| feaſt, all day the bowls flow round, | | Waſt thou not furniſh's by our choiceſt care 
nay male — the iſle reſound: 10 For Greece, for home, and all thy foul held dear! 
At night each pair on ſplendid carpets lay, | Thus they: in ſilence long my fate I mourn d,. 75 
And crown'd with love the pleaſures of the day. | At length theſe words with accent low return'd : 
This happy port affords our wandering fleet Ne, lock d in fleep, my faithleſs crew bereft 


A month's reception, and a ſafe retreat. Of all the bleſſings of your godlike gilt! : 
Full oft the monarch urg'd me to relate 15 | But grant, oh grant our loſs we may retrieve: | 
The fall of Ilion, and the Grecian fate; A favour you, and you alone can give. _ 
» | pull oft I told; at length for parting mov'd; Thus I with art to move their pity try d, 
Tune king with mighty gifts my ſuit approv'd. | And touch d the youths; bur their ſtern fire re- 
The adverſe winds in leathern bags he brac'd, ply'd: 3 | 
- Compreſs? d their force, and lock'd each ſtruggling | Vile wretch, begone ! this inſtant I command | 
For him the mighty Sire of Gods aſſign d {blaſt : Thy fleet accurs'd to leave our hallow d land. 
The tempeſt's Lord, the tyrant of the wind;  ] Flis baneful ſuit pollutes theſe bleſs d abodes, 85 
His word alone the liſtening ſtorms obey, | Whoſe fate proclaims him hateful to the Gods. 


To ſmooth the deep, or ſwell the ſoamy ſea. Thus fierce he ſaid: we ſighing went our way, 
Theſe in my hollow ſhip the monarch hung, 25 And with deſpon4ing hearts put off to fea. 4 


| Securely fetter'd by a ſilver throng; | The ſailors, ſpent with toils, their folly mourn,;, 
5 But Zephyrus exempt, with friendly gales 3] But mourn in vain; no proſpect of return. — 
He charg d to fill, and guide the ſwelling fails: { Six days and nights a doubtful courſe we ſteer, 3 
Rare gift! but oh, what gift to fools avails! The next proud Lamoy' ſtately towers , / 
4. Nine proſperous days we ply d the labouring oar; 3o | And Leſtrigonia's gates ariſe diſtinct in air. | 
| The tenth preſents our welcome native ſhore: The ſhepherds, quitting here at night the plain, 3 
o | The hills diſplay the beacon's friendly light, Calls, to ſucceed his cares, the watchful ſwain; 929 
' And rifing mountains gain upon our fight. | But he that ſcorns the chains of fleep to wear, 
Then firſt my eyes, by watchful toils oppreſt, And adds the herdſman's to the ſhepherd's care. 
Comply'd to take the balmy gifts of reſt ; 35 | So near the paſtures, and ſo ſhort the way, »y- 
Then firſt my hands did from the rudder part His double toils may claim a double pay, 8 
s, | (So much the loye of home poſſeſs d my heart); Þ And join the labours of the night and day, x08.) 
When, lo! on board a fond debate aroſe; 5 : 


| 1 Within a long recels a bay thgre lics, — — 
| What rare device thoſe veſſels might encloſe? Edg d round with cliffs, high pointing to the ſkies; ' 
What ſum, what prize from Z£olus | brought? 40 The jutting ſhores that ſwell on either fide 
| | | - Whilſt to his neighbour each expreſs'd his thought: | Contract its mouth, and break the ruſhing tide. 
o e 


. 


Say, whence, ye Gods, contending nations ftrive Our eager ſailors ſeize the fair retreat, 


| Who moſt ſhall pleaſe, who moſt our hero give? And bound within the port their crowded fleet; * 
Long have his coffers groan'd with Trojan ſpoils; | For here retir d the ſinking billows ſleep, | 
Whilſt we, the wretched partners of nis toils, 45 | And ſmiling calmneſs filver'd o'er tne deep. 
| Repreach'd by want, our fruitleſs labours mourn, II only in the bay refus'd to moor, 3 
ling And only rich in barren fame return. and fix'd, without, my halſers to the ſhore. 110 
6:5 | Now Zolus, ye ſce, augments his ſtore: ] From thence we climb'd a point, whoſe. airy 
| but come, my friends, theſe myſtic gifts explore. | RR 5 Re: 
3 | Trey faid; and (oh curſt fate) the thongs un- Commands the proſpect of the plains below: 
Rs Ee © | | | | No tracts of beaſts, or ſigns of men, we found, 
The guſting tempeſt ſweeps the ocean round; | But ſmoky volumes rolling from the ground. 
Snatch d in the whirl, the hurry'd navy flew, Two with our herald thithez we command, 1x 5 
|| The ocean widen'd, and the ſhores withdrew. With ſpeed to leain what men poſſeſod the lang, 
ou d from my fatal fleep, | long debate | They went, aud kept the wheel's ſmooth beaten 
'f thiil to live, or deſperate plunge to Fate; 55 road 5 . 
| [ Thus, doubt ing, proſtrate on the deck I ay, Which to the city drew the mountain wood; 
Lim all the coward thoughts of death gave way. When Io! they met, belide a cryſtal ſpring, 
| Mean, while our veſſels plough the liquid” | The daughter of Antiphates the king; 0 


She to Artacia's ſilver ſtreama came down 


3 lain 

And La the known Zolian coaſt regain (| [|{(Artacia's ſtreams alone ſupply the town); | 
Our groans the rocks remurmur'd to the main. 6c Che damſel they approach d, andafſk'd what race 
1 We leapt on ſhore, and with a ſcanty feaſt I The people were? who monarch of the place? 
« boy, \ Our-hirſt and hunger haſtily reprcſs'd; | 


85 Wich joy the maid th* unwary ſtrangers heard, 125 

trio, That done, two cheſen heralds ſtraight attend and ſhuw'd them where the royal dome appear d. 

ris ſet Our ſecond progreſs to my royal friend: | They went; but as they entering ſaw the qucen 

tan And him amidit his jovial fons we found; Of fize envrmous, and terrific mien . 

nd pro” | ho banquet ſcreaming, and the goblets crown'd : (Not yielding to ſome bulky mountain's height), 

— There humbly ſropp'd with conſcious ſhame and | a ſucJen horror ſtruck their aching light. 138 
x _ Swika t her call her huſband ſcour'd away | 

| = nearer than the gate preſum'd to dra. To wreak his hunger on the deſtin d prey; 

ed, $5 Anu ſcan his ſons their well-known gueft deſery d ¶ One for his food the raging glutton flew. 

"vx ns ſtarting from their couches loudly cry'd : But two ruſh'd out, and to the navy flew, 

8 a re! what dzmon could'ſt thou meet Balk d of his prey, the yelling monſter flies, 135 

„ rt thy pallage, and repel thy fleet? - And fills the city with his hideous cries; 


1 


band of giants hear the roar, | 

down the mountains, crowd 

Fragments they tend from off the craggy brow, 

And daſh the ruins on the ſhi — 

The crackling veſſels „ 
And mi ——— to the 9 

The men, like fiſh, they ſtuck upon the flood, 

And cramm'd their Ry os whh human 

Whilſt thus their fury rages at the bay, 145 [food. 

My ſwold our cables cut, I cald to weigh, (fly, 

And charg d my men, as they from Fate would 

Each nerve to ſtrain, each bending oar to ply, 

The ſailors catch the word, their oars they ſeize, 

| And ſweep with equal firokes the ſmoky ſeas : 150 

Clear of the rucks th” impatient veſſel flies; 

 \ Whilſt in the port each wretch encumber'd dies. 
With carneſt haſte my frighted ſailors preſs, 
_ Wil kindling tranſports glow'd at our ſucceſs; 
Bit the fad fate that did our friends deſtroy | 155 
_ Chold every breaſt, and damp'd the riſing joy. 
Now dropp'd our anchors in the Azan bay, 

Where Circe dwelt, the daughter of the day; 

Her mother Persè, of old Ocean's ftrain, Ts 
Thus from the Sun deſcended and the Main 25 

TTFrom the ſame lineage ſtern ætes kame, 

The far · fam d brother of th' enchantreſs dame); 


the 


a. 


; Goddeſs, and queen, to whom the powers belong = Preſaging te ars apace began to r: ign 3 

Ot dreadful magic, and — | But tears in mortal miſeries are vain. 

Ine God directing to this 165 in equal parts I ſtraight divide my band, 
2 =” Lroll d on, | And name a chief each party to command; 
Spent aud o'crwatch'd. Two days and nights I led the one, and of the other fide | 
And now che third ſucceeding morning ſhone. | Appointed brave Eurylochus the guide. In 
1 climb'dacliff, with and — in hand, Then in the brazen helm the lots we throw, = 
Whoſe ridge o'erlook'd a ſhady age ef hed: 170] And Fortune caſts Eurylochus to go: fo 
To learn if aught of mortal works appear? He march'd with twice eleven in his train: 
Or cheerful voice of mortal ſtrike the ear? ' | Penfive they march, and penſive we remain. 
From the high poiat I mark d, in diſtant view, | The palace i in a woody vale they found, 


A ftreara of curling ſmoke aſcending — oy 
And ſpiry tops, the tufted trees above, 175 
of Circe's palace baſom's in the grove. 5 
Thither to haſte, the rt gion to explore, 
Was firſt my thought : but ſpeeding — ſhore, 
1 deem'd it beſt to viſit firſt my crew, | 
And fend out ſpies the dubious coaſt to view. 
As downthe hill | ſolitary go, 
Some Power divine, whu pities human woe, 
Sent a tall flag, deſcending from the wood, 
To cool his fervour in the cryſtal flood; 
Luxuriant on the wave worn bank he lay, 
Stretch' d forth, aud panting in the ſunny ray. 
1 launch'd my ſpear, and with a ſudden wound, 
Tranſpiere'd his back, and fix'd him to the = 
He falls. and mourns his late with human cries ; 
Through 
i drew, and caſting on the river's fide 
The bloody ſpear, his gather'd feet Ity'd 
With twining oziers, which the bank ſupplied. . 
An ell in length the pliant whiſp I weav'd, 
And the huge body on my ſhoulders heav'd : 
Then, Jeaning on my ſpear with both my hands, 
Up-bore my load, and preſs d the ſinking ſands 
With weighty ſteps, till at the ſhip I threw 
Tue welcome kurden, and befpoke my crew: 


Cheer up, my friends ! it is not yet our fate 200 


* glide with ghoſts through Pluto's gloomy gute. 
t ood in the dc ſart land, behold ! is given; 


Live, 224 enjay the providence of Heaven. 


' + | High rais'd of ſtone ; a ſhaded ſpace around; 


180 
: 185] be gaze with wonder, not unmix'd with fear. 


the wide wound the vital ſpirit flies. 190 
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The joyful crew ſurvey his ſize, 
nt He er RS HT re 205 
As huge in length extended lay the beaſt: 
Then waſh their hands, and haſten to tl e feaſt. 
There, till the ſetting ſun roll'd down the light, 
They fate indulging in the genial cite. 

When evening reſe, and darkneſs covered o'er 210 
The face of things, we fle pt along the ſhore. 

But when the roſy morning warm'd the eaſt, 

My men | ſummon'd, and thefe words addreſt: 

Followers and friends, attend what I propoſe : 
Ye ſad companions of Ulyſſes woes! 215 
| We know not here what land before us lies, ) 
Or to what quarter now we turn our eyes, 
Or where the ſun ſhall ſet, or where ſhall riſe. ) 
Here let us think if thinking be not vain) 
If any counſel, any hope remain. 


Alas! from yonder promontory's brow, 
I vicw d the coaſt, a region flat and low; 
An ifle incircled with the boundleſs "AP 
[A length cf thickets, and entangled wood. | 
| Some furok. * aw amid the foreſts riſe, 225 


and all around it only ſeas and ſkies! 

; With brokcn hearts my fad companions ſtood, 

| Mindful of Cylop and his human food, q 
And horrid Leſtrigons, the men of blood. 


Whe mountain — and brindled lions roam, 
( By magic tam'd) familiar to the dome. 


feet. 
As from ſome feaſt a man returning late, 
His faithful dogs all meet him at the gate, 


| Rejoiciag ruund, ſome morſe] to receive 


(Such as the good man ever us'd to give). _ 
Domeſtic thus the griſly beaſts drew near; 259 
w on the threſhold of the dome they ſtood, 

And heard a voice reſounding through the wood : 
Plac'd at her loon; within the Goddeſs ſung ; 
The vaulted roofs and ſolid pavement rung. 
O' er the fair web the riſing figures ſhine, 
Immortal labour! worthy hands divine. 
Polites to the reſt the queſtion mov'd 
(A gallant leader, avd a man I lov'd) : 
What voice celrſtial, chanting to the loom % 
(Or Nymph, er Goddeſs) echoes from the room: 
Say, ſhall we ſcek acceſs ? With that they call; 
And wide unfold the portals of the hall. 
The Goddeſs, riſing, aſles her gueſts to ſtay, 
| Who blindly follow where ſhe leads the way. 
Eurylochus alone of all the band, 
Suſpectiug fraud, more prud: utly remain'd. 

n F rones aroun with downy coverings ant 


— . fair, th' Ong” meu ſhe i 0d. 


255 


@» 1 
With gentle blandiſhments our men they mect, 


And wag their tails, and ſawning lick dr ; 


| 


eg ggg. Fegg Ferrer 


dr Nymph, or Goddeſs, chanting to the loom. 300 
Nuadiant ſhe came t the 


| _ I only wait behind, of all the train; | 
I waited long, and ey'd the doors in vain : 


| (A beamy blade); then feiz d the bended bow, 


— 


Milk newly preſe d, the ſaered flour of wheat, 270 
And honey freſh, and Pramnian wines the treat : 
But venom'd was the bread, and mix'd the bowl, 
with drugs of force to darken all the ſoul : 

Soon in the luſcious feaſt themſelves they loſt, 


And drank oblivion of their native coaſt. 275 


ODYSSFY, Boox X. 
Oh blind to fate! what led thy 


The horrid mazes of this magic gr 
Each friend you ſeek in yon encloſure lies, 
All loſt their form, and habitants of ſties. 


| Think'ſt thou by wit to model their eſcape ? 


Sooner ſhalt thou, a ftranger to thy ſhape, 340 


t her circling wand the Goddeſs waves, 
oy transforms them, and the ſty receives. 
No more was ſeen the human form divine; 
Head, face, and members, briſtle into ſwine;: 
Still curs'd with ſenſe, their minds remain alone, 280 


Mean while the Goddeſs in diſdain beſtows 
The maſt andacorn, brutal food! and ſtrows 
The fruits of cornel, as their feaſt, around ; 3 
Now prone and — unſavoury ground. 235 
* Eurylachus, with penfive ſteps and flow, 
Aghaſt returns; the meſſenger of woe, 
And bitter fate. To f :ak he made eſſay, YN 
In vain eſſay d, nor would his tongue obey, 
His ſwelling heart deny'd the words their way : 
But ſpeaking tears the want of words ſupply, 
And the full ſoul burſts copious from his eye - 
i anxious for our fellows fates, 
We preſs to hear what ſadly he relates: 
| We went, Ulyſſes! (ſuch was thy command) 295 
| Through the lone thicket and the deſart land. 
A palace in a woody vale we found, 


| Brown with dark foreſts, and with ſhades around. 
A voice celeſtial echoed from the dome, 


Acceſs we ſought, nor was acceſs denied 
portal's open'd wide: 
The Goddeſs mild invites the guelts to ſtay: 
They blindly follow where ſhe leads the way. 
2303 


The reſt are vaniſh'd, none repaſs d the gate; 
And not a man appears to tell their fate. 
I heard, and inſtant o'er my ſhoulders flung 
The belt in which my weighty fanlchion hung 310 
And bade him guide the way, reſolv'd to go. 
He, proſtrate falling, with both hands embrac d 
My knees, and, weeping, thus his fuic addrefs'd : 
D king, belov'd of Jove! thy ſervant ſpare, 315 
And ah, thyſelf the raſh attempt forbear! hy 
Never, alas ! thou never ſhalt return, 
Or ſee the wretched for whoſe loſs we mourn. 
With what remains from certain ruin fly, 
And fave the few not fated yet to die. 329 
I anſwer'd ſtern: luglorious then remain, 
Here feaſt and loiter, ard deſert thy train. 
Alone, unfriended, will I tempt my way; 
The laws of Fate compel, aud 1 obey. 
This faid, and fcarnful turning frum the ſhore 325 
My haughty ſtep, I ſta!k'd the vallcy o'cr. 
Till new approaching nigh the magic bower ; | 
Where dwelt th' enchantreſs fkill'd in herbs of 


j power, 
A form divinc forth iſſued from the wad 
Immortal Hermes with tlie golden rot) 
In human ſemblance. On his bloom face 
Youth ſmil'd cle ſlial, with each opening grace. 
He {ciz'd my hand, and gracious thus begun: 
Ah! wiit.r 1 am'tt thou, much endt: ity mon? 


33S 


e by be a beaſt !—l }card, and yet 
. My beamy faulchion, I aſſault the dame. 


| What art thou? fay: 


| Oh more than human! 


Aſcend her bed, and taite celeſtial 
And thy loſt friends return to human kind. 


Fall prone their equal: firſt thy danger know 
Then take the antidote the Gods beſtow. = 


| The plant I give, through all the direful bower 


Shall guard thee, and avert the evil hour. 

Now hear her wicked arts. Before thy eyes 
The bowl ſhall ſparkle, and the banquet riſe ; 
Take this, nor from the faithleſs feaſt abſtain, 
For temper'd drugs and poiſons ſhall be vain. 


And menace death : thoſe menaces 


ſhall move 


Her alter'd mind to blandiſhment and love. 


Nor ſhun the bleſſing proffer'd to thy arms, 


charms : 
So ſhall thy tedious toils a reſpite find, 


But ſwear her firſt by thoſe dread oaths that tie 


| The Powers below, the Bleſſed in the &y; 
Leſt to thee naked ſecret fraud be meant, 


Or magic bind thee cold and impotent. 
Thus while he ſpoke, the 
Where on th all- bearing earth unmark d it grew, 
And ſhow'd its nature and its wonderous power: 
Black was the root, but milky- white the flower 


Tu e 360 
ant he 


Receiv'd my limbs; a footſtool eus d my feet. 
She mix'd the potion, fraudulent of foul; 

The poiſon mantled in the golden bowl. 

| took and quaff'd it, confident in Heaven: 
Then wav'd the wand, and then the ward was gi» 
Hence to thy fellow - {dreadful ſhe 
was man,” 
Then ſudden whirling, like a waving flame, 


Struck with unuſual fear, ſhe trembling cries, 
Ihe faints, ſhe falls; ſhe lifts her weeping eyes. 


youu came ? 3 9 5: | 
tell thy race, thy name. 
Amazing ſtrength, theſe poiſons to ſuſtain ! 
Nor mcrtal thou, nor mot tal is thy brain. 


By Hermes powerful with the wand of gold) 
ne man from Troy, who wander'd occan round; 
Ine man for wiſdom's various arts renown'd, 


Sheatke thy bright ſword, and join our hands in 
Let mutual joys our mutual truſt combine, 
\nd love, and love-born confidence, be thine. 
And how, dread Circe! (furious I r-join) 


G g 


8 
ſteps to rove 333 
ove! 


34 
Soon as ſhe ſtrikes her wand, and gives the word, 
Draw forth and hrandiſh thy refulgent ſword, 350 


355 


ſovereign plant he 


Moly the name, to mortals hard tofind, 365 
But all is eaſy to th' ztherial - ——FIY . 
This Hermes gave; then, gliding off the glade, 
Shot to Olympus from the — 5 
While, full of thought, revolving fates tu come, 
[ ſpeed my paſſage to th enchanted dome: 370 
Arriv'd, before the lofty gates | ſtay'd; A 
The lofry gates the Guddeſs wide diſplay'd; 
She leads before, and to the feaſt invites; 
[ follow ſadly to the magic rites. | WEED 
Radiant with ſtarry ſtuds, a ſil ver ſeat ” a2 


began) [ven. 


388 
3 


| Or art thou he? the man to come (foretold 


Ulyiſes? oh! thy threatening ſury ceaſe, ſpeace; 


Can love, and love - born confidence, be mine! 4c 


. 


; Beneath thy charms when my companions groan, 


_ Swear, in thy foul no latent frauds remain, 
To the ſweet tranſports 
_ Miniftrant to Gl — = buſy care 


- Nywphs — fountains, or from 
woods, 


Or the fair 
One o'er the couches 


Wien dulcet beverage this the beaker crown d, 
Fair in the midſt, with gilded cups around: 


The water pours; the bubbling waters boil: 
An ampl# vaſe receives the ſmoking wave ; 
And take the painful ſenſe of tail away. 


Then led and 


| Repleniſh'd from the cool tranſlucent ſprings: 


A ſil 
I waſh'd: 


| While ſcenes of woe roſe anxious in my breaſt, 
L The queen beheld me, and thoſe words addreſt: 


When ſworn that oath which never can be vain? 450 | 


— 


234 


Transform' d to beaſts, with aceents not their own. 
O thou of fraudful heart! ſhall I be led 

To ſhare thy feaſt-rites, or aſcend thy bed: 

That, all unarm'd, thy vengeance may have vent, 
And magic bind me, cold and impotent ! 406 
Celeſtial as thou art, yet ſtand denied; 

Or ſwear that oath by which the Gods are tied, 


Swear by the vow which never can be vain. 410 
The Goddeſs ſwore : = ſeiz'd my hand, and 
nial bed. [led 


Four faithful handmaids the ſoft rites 1 : 
ſhady 
„ _ _ 
of the ſacred floods. | 
inted carpets threw, 
Whoſe purple luſtre d againſt the view: 
White linen lay beneath. Another plac'd 
The ſilver ſtands with golden flaſkets grac'd 420 


That in the tripod o'er the kindled pile 


425 
And, in the bath prepar d, my limbs I lave; 
Reviving ſweets repair the mind's decay, 


A veſt and tunic o'er me next ſhe threw, 
Freſh from the bath, and dropping balmy dew ; 430 | 

Jac'd me on the ſovereign ſeat, ' 
pread ; a footitool at my feet. 
The golden ew — nymph obſequpious brings, 


With carpets ſ 


With copious water the bright vaſe ſupplies 435 
—— of capacious ſize. | 

The table in fair order 

They heap the glittering caniſters with bread! 4 
Viands of various kinds allure the taſte, _ 
Ot choiceſt ſort and ſavour, rich repaſt ! 
Circe in vain invites, the feaſt to ſhare : 
Abſent I ponder, and abſorb in care: 


Why ſits Ulyſſes filent and apart, 445 | 
Some hoard of grie{cloſe-harbour'd at his heart? 
 Untouch'd before thee ſtand the cates divine, 

And unregarded laughs the roſy wine. 
Can yet a doubt or any dread remain, 


I anſwer'd : Goddeſs ! human is thy breaſt, 
By juſtice ſway'd, by tender pity preſt: | 
III fits it me, whoſe friqi.ds are ſunk to beafts, 
To quaff thy bowts, or riot in thy feaſts. 


Me would'ſt thou pleaſe? For them thy cares em- | 


And them to me reſtore, and me to joy. 
With that ſhe parted; in het potent hand 

She bore the virtue of the magic wand. 

Then haſtening to the ſties. ſet wille the door, 


[ploy, 
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More young, more large, more graceful to my eyes. 


* 


They ſaw, they knew me, and with eag-r pace 
Clung to their maſter in a lang embrace: 470 
Sad, pleaſing ſight! with tears each eye ran o'er, 
And ſobs of joy re-echoed through the bower: 
Ev n Circe wept, her adamantine heart 


| Felt pity enter, and ſuſtain'd her part. 


Son of Laertes! (then the queen began) 475 
Oh much-enduring, much cxperienc'd man! 
Haſte to thy veſſel on the ſea- beat ſhore, 

Unload thy treaſures, and th galley moor: 
"Then bring thy friends, ſecure from future harms, 
And in our grottoes ſtow thy ſpoils and arms. 480 
She ſaid: obedient to her high command, 

I quit the place, and haſten to the ſrrand.. 

My fad companiont on the beach | found, 

Their wiſtful cyes in floods of furrow drown'd. 


| As from freſh paſtures and the dewy field 485 


(When loaded cribs their evening banquet yield) 
The low ing herds return; around them throng 


Ruſn to tr eir mothers with unruly joy, 
And echoing hills return the tender cry: 
Se round me pref.'d, exulting at my ſight, 
With crics and agonies of wild delight, 


| The weeping ſailors; nor leſs fierce their j joy 
| Than if return'd to Ithaca from Troy. „ 
_ | Ah, maſter! ever honout d, ever dear! | 495 | 


(Theſe tender words on every fide | hear) 
What other joy can equal thy return? 


The ſoil that nurs'd us, and that gave us breath : 


Lanſwer'd chearful : Haſte, your — * 
And bring our treaſures and our arma 
Thoſe in yon hollow caverns let us lay; 
Then riſe, and follow where l lead the way. 
Your fcllows live : believe your eyes, and come og 
To taſte the joys of Circe's ſacred dome. 
With ready ſpeed the joyful crew obey : 
Alone Eurylachus perſuades their ſtay. 
Whither (he cry'd) ah! whither will ye run? 


| Seek ye to meet thofe evils ye ſhould ſhun? 310 | 


Will you the terrors of the dome explore, 

In ſwine to grovel, or in lions roar, IE 
Or wolſ-like howl, away the midnight hour 
In dreadful watch around the magic bower? 


The leader's raſhneſs made the ſoldiers bleed. 
I heard iucens'd, and firſt revolv'd tu ſpeed 

| My flying faulchion at the rebels head. | 

' Dear as he was, by tics of kindred bound, 


ground. 
But all at once my interpoſing train ä 
For mercy pleaded nor could plead in mind 
Leave here the man who dares his prince «deſert, 
Leave to repentaace and his own fad heart, 
| To guard the ſhip. 


Urg'd forth, and drove the briſtly herd before; 460 
Unwieldy, out they ruſh'd with general cry, 
Enormous beaſts diſhoneſt to the cye. 

Now touch'd by counter charms, they change 
And ſtand majeſtic. and recall'd to men. 
Thof: dare. of late that briſtled every part, 


465 
Fall off; miraculous 2 of art! 


[again | 


This with ove voice declar d, the riſing train 
Left the black veſſel by the murmuring main. 
Shame touch'd Eurylochus's alter'd breaſt, 
Hetear'd my threats, and follow'd with the reſt. 530 

M-an while the Geddeſs, with incuigent cares 
Ind lo ial ; boys ede late transſorm'd repairs; 


Ld 


Wich ler ps and bounds their late-impriſon'd youngs 


n r .  ACo — CT c= 


| Not that lov'd country for whoſe ſight we mourn? 


But, ab! relate our loſt companions death. 500 


Remember Cyclop, and his placdy dead. 51 


This hand had ftretch'd him breathleſs on | the 


ol ² ˙ m̃ M do ds + 


Seek we the ſacred ſhades $35 . 
, Oſ Circe's palace, where Ulyſſes leads. 


r a 


.. «att 


n 


o 


5 


Ta me are knawn the various woes ye bore, 


And the foul ſaddens by the ule of pain. 


| | 
Her kind encreaty mov'd the general breaſt ; = 
_ Tir'd with long toil, we wil. ing ſank to reſt. 


Till the ſull circle of the year came round. 
But when the ſeaſons, !ullowing in their train, 


As from a lethargy at ance they rile, 


| Shall never the dear land in profpeRt riſe, 


: Prolong d the feaſt, and quati'd the roſy wine: 565 
But = the ſhades came on at evening hour, | 


Not Circe, but the Fates, your wiſh deny. 

Ah, hope not yet to breathe thy native air! 

| Farotherj Journey firit demands thy care; 

To tread th' uncomfortable paths beneath, 
And view the realms of darkneſs and of 3 | 
| There ſeek the 'Theban bard, depriv'd of fight: I 

Within, irradiate with prophetic light; 
| To whom Perſephone, entire and whole, 
| Gave to retain th' unſeparated ſou! : | 
| The reſt are ſorms, of empty æther made; : 
lmpaſſive ſemblance, and a fitting ſhade, = | 


Penſive | ſate; my trars bedew'd the bed; 
To hate the light and life my ſoul begun, 


How al I tread (I cry'd) ah, Circe! ſay, 


mw | ODYSSEY, Boon X. 


The bath, FO feaſt, their fainting ſoul renews; 
Rich. in reſulgent robes, and dropping balmy dews : 
Brightcniog with joy their eager eyes behold 535 
Each other's face, and each his ſtory told ; 

Then guſhing tears the narrative confound, 
And with their ſobs the vaulted roofs re ſound. 
When buſh'd their paſiton, thus the Goddeſs 
Ulyſſes, taught by labours to b; wiſe, [cries : { 540 
Let this ſhort memory of grief ſufſice. 

In ſtorms by ſea, in perils on the ſhore; 
Forget whatever was in Fortune's power. 
And ſhare the pleaſures of this genial honr. 


545 
Such be your miuds as ere ye left your coaſt, 
Or lear::'d to forrow for a country loft. 
Exiles and wandercrs now, where-c'er ye go 
Tao faithful niemory renews your woe: 
The cauſe remov'd, habitual griefs remain, eo 


We ply'd the banquet, and the bowl we crown'd, 
555 
Brought back the months, the days, and hours 
[again; 
And urge their chief with animating cries : 
Is this, Ulyſſes, our inglorious lot? 560 
And is the name of Ithaca forgot? e 


Or the lov'd palace glitter in our eyes? 
Melting | heard; yet till the ſun's decline 


And all hy flumbering in the duſky bower; 
| came a ſuppiiant to fair Circe's bed, Ry 
The tender moment ſeiz'd, and thus 1 ſaid : 


Be mindful, Goddeſs, of tliy promilc made; 570 | 
Muſt fad Utyſſcs ever be delay'd ? | 
Around their lord my fad companions mourn, 
Fach breaſt heats homeward, anxious to return: 

ll but a moment parted from thy eyes, 
_ Their tears flow round me, and my heart complies. 


— 


Go then, (ſhe cry'd) ah, go! yet think, not I, 


580 


Struck at the word, my very heart was dead: 


a 
And ſaw that all was grief beneath the ſun. e 


Compos d at length, the guſhing tears ſuppreſt, 
And my tuſt limbs now weary'd ints: reſt: 
The dark deſcent, and who ſhall guide the way ? 


What bark to waft me, and what wind to blow? 


New wine and milk, with honey tempe 
And living waters from the eryital Gori ſpring. 
| Then the war. ſhades and fecble ghoſts implore, 620 


t. Rear but the maſt, the ſpacious ſail diſplay, 


The northern winds ſhall wing thee on thy we 
Soon ſhalt thou reach old Ocean's utmoſt ends, 
, Where to the main the ſhelving ſhore deſcends; 


; The barren trees of Proſerpine a black woods, 
| Poplars and willows trembling o'er the floods: 605 


There fix thy ve ſſel in the lonely bay, 
And. enter there the kingdoms void of day: 
nere Phlegethon's loud torrents, ruſhing down, 


+ Hif+ in the flaming gulf of Acheron 


And where, flow- rolling from the Stygian bed, 610 
Cocytus“ lamentable waters ſpread: | 

Where the dark rocks o'erhang th' infernal lake, 
; And mingling reams eternal murmurs make. 


) Firſt draw thy ſoulchion, and on every fide 
Trench the black earth a cubit long aud wide: 615 


＋ © ail the ſhades around libations pour, 


And o'r th' ingredients ſtrew the hallow'd | 


fl: ar : 


er'd, bring ; 


With promis'd offcrings on thy native ſhore ; 
A barren cow, the ſtatelieſt of the iſle, 


Theſe to the reſt ; but to the ſeer muſt bleed 

A ſable ram, the pride of all thy breed. 625 
Theſe ſolemn vows and holy offerings paid 
To all the phagtom-nations of the dead; 

Be next thy care the ſable ſheep to place ; 

Full o'er the pit, and hell- ward turn their face: 


And back to Ocean glance with reverend awe. 
Sudden ſhall ſkim along the duſſcy glades 


| Thin airy ſhoals, aud viſionary ſhades, 


Then give command the ſacrifice to halle, | 


And facree vows and myſtic ſong apply d 
To griily Pluto and his gloomy bride. 


| Wide o'er the pool, thy faulchion wav'd around | 


Shall drive the ſpectres from forbidden 
Till aw ul from the ſhades ariſe rhe ſeer. 


Thy pilgrimage ro come, and remnant of thy 


The Goddeſs with a radiant tvnic drefs'd 
My limbs, and o'er me caſt a ſilken velit. 
Long flowing robes of pureſt white array 

The 1 nymph, that added luſtre to the day: 
A tiar wreath'd her head with many a fold; 
Her waiſt wascircled with a zone of gold. 
Forth iſſuing then, from place to place I flew; 
Rouze man by man, and animate my crevv. 
Riſe, riic, my mates! 'tis Circegivescommand: 855 
Dur journey calls us; haſte, and quit the land. 
All rife and follow, yet depart uot Al, 

For Fate decreed one wretched man to fall. 

A youth there was, EIpenor was he naim'd, 


The youngeil of cur and, a vulgar toul, 


| Born but tu bangut, and tu drain the bowl. 


Thy fated road (the magic power reply d) 
Divine une aſcs no o mortal guide. OE 


le, hoc and careleſe, on a turret's hei che 


= ah Hep roviir's the lang Ir bauch 0 0: niche; 
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0 


But from th” infernal rite thine eye withdraw, 630 
Let the flay'd victims in the flame be caſt, 635 


The ſacred draught ſhall all the dead . 640 


Let him, oraculous, the end, the way, | wo ©Y 
{| Che turns of all thy future fate, diſplay, 


So ſpeaking, from the ruddy orient ſhone ad 
| The morn, conſpicuous on her golden throne, 


And, heap'd with various wealth, a blazing pile : 1 


656 


| Not much for ſcuſe, noi moch ſot courage iau. d. 660 =D 
Can 1 eyes behold the realms below? 546 | 


a 
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The ſudden tumult ſtirr d ae lay, 663 
And down he haſten'd, but forgot the way; 


Full endlong from the roof the lleeper fell, 
And ſnapp'd the joint, and wak d in hell. 
The reſt crowd round me with an look; Þ| Sadly they far d 
I met them with a ſigh, and thus beſpoke : 670 Still heav'd their hearts, and fill their eyes ran 
Already, friends! ye think your toils are o'er, oer. 
Your hopes already touch your native ſhore : eee 685 
Alas! ſar otherwiſe che nymph declares, The ſable ewe and ram, t bound, 
Far other] firſt demands our cares; For ſwift as thuught the the Goddefs ha been there, 


To tread th' uncomfortable paths beneath, 674 5 
The dreary realms of darkneſs and of death : 


And thence had glided viewleſs as the air: 


| The paths of Gods what mortal can ſurvey ? 


To feek Tireſias awful ſhade below, Io eyes their motion ? who ſhall trace their 
And thence our fortunes and our fates to know. | | way ? | 699 
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. While the 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Deſcent into Hall. 


nn Mie fe vulva at the land of the 23 e at 


o invoke the dead. bar near deſcent, and the apparition of the ſhades bis converſation with Elpener, 


| and with 75 hes, whe him in @ prophetic manner of bis fortunes to come. He meets bis mother 


| informs | 
| Hnticlea, from whom be learns the ſtate of his family. He ſees the ſbades of the ancient beroines, afterwards of | 


| the beroes, and converſes in particular with Agamemnon and Achilles. Ajax keeps at a fullen diflance, and 
I———_— He then beholds Tityus, Tantalus, Siſyphus, Hercules ; . 
exriefity by the apparition of borrid ſe@rer, and the eri of the wicked in e. Sy 


Nr to the ſhores we bend, a mournful train, And, trenching the black earth on every fide, 
I Climb the tall bark, and launch into the main: A cavern form d, a cubit 
At once the maſt we rear, at once unbind New wine, with h 
The ſpacious ſheet, and ſtretch it to the wind. Then living waters ſrom the cryſtal ſpring ; 
Then pale and penſive ſtand, with cares oppreſt, 5 O'er theſe was ſtrew'd the conſecrated flour, 

And ſolemn horror ſaddens every breaſt. And on the ſurface ſhone the holy ſtore. 
A freſhening breeze the * Magic Power | Now the wan ſhades we hail, th infernal Gods, 
: Sing's veſſel flew aloog the tide; Jo ſpeed our courſe, and wait us o'er the leeds: 
Our oars we ſhipp's : all day the ſwelling fails So ſhall a barren heifer from the ſtall 
Full from the guiding pilot catch'd the gales. 10 Beneath the knife upon your altars fall? 
Now ſunk the ſua from his aerial beight;:. | So in our palace, at our fafe return, 
And o'er the ſhaded billows ruſh'd the night: 
When lo! we reach'd old Ocean's utmoſt bounds, ' So ſhall a ram the largeſt of the breed, 
290008 rocks controul his waves with ever- during Black as theſe regions, to Tireſias bleed. 


rd milk, 8 


| mounds. 15 Thus ſolemn rites and holy vows we paid 
There in a lonely land, and gloomy cells, To all the phantom-nations of the dead, dl 
The duſky nation of Cimmeria dwells; | Then dy'd the ſheep ; à purple torrent flow'd, 4s „ bo. 
The ſun neꝰ er views th' uncomfortable ſeats, And all the caverns ſmok'd with ſtreaming blood. | | 
When radiant he advances, or retreats : : | When, lo ! appear'd along the duſky coaſts, 


Unhappy race! whom endleſs night invades, | Thin, airy ſhoals of viſionary ghoſts ; | 

Clouds the dull air, and wraps them round in Fair, penſive youths, and ſole enamous'd maids, | 

| The ſhip we moor on theſe obſcure abodes 3 

Diſbark the ſheep, an offering to the Gods; 
And, hell- ward bending, o'er the beach deſcry 


, Chaſtly with wounds the forms of warriors flain 
Stalk'd with majeſtic port, a martial train : 
Theſe, and a thouſand more ſwarm'd o'er the 


The doleſome paſſage to th' infernal ſky. | ground, 

The victims, vom d to each Tartarean Power, 23 And al their dire aſſembly ſhrick'd around. 

Eurylochus and Perimedes bore. Aſtoniſh'd at the ſight, aghaſt I ſtood, $5 
Here open'd hell, all hell I here implor'd, And a cold fear ran ſhivering through my blood; 


| And from the ſcabbard drew the ſhining word; | Straight I command the ſacrifice to haſte, 
* Circcs © be ae 


leng and wide. ” 
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Rich with unnumber r'd gifts the pile mall burn ; 40 


20 And wither'd elders, pale and wrinkled ſhades; 50 


>>) Web D=r>> voi 


8 


Will give thee back to day, and Circe's ſhores : 


| Revere the Gods, the Gods avenge the dead! 


| To ſhew poſterity Elpenor was. 


: I | Now a thin form is all Anticlea was ! 
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vey d, | 65 
New to the realms of death, Elpenor's ſhade : 
His cold remains all naked to the ſky, 
On diſtant ſhores unwept, unburied he. 
$ad at the fight I ſtand, deep fix d in woe, 
And ere I ſpake the tears began to flow: 
d O ſay what angry power Elpenor led 
To glide in ſhades, and wander with the dead ?, 
How could thy foul, by realms and ſcas disjoin'd. 
Out-fly the 1 fail, and leave the lagying 
wind | 


The ghoſtreplied : To hell my doom I owe, 73 
Demons accurit, dire miniſters of wor | 
| My feet, through wine unfaithful to their weight, 
Betray d me tumbling from a towery height, 
ing I reel'd, and as I reel 'd I fell, _ 
Lux d the neck-joint—my ſoul deſcends to hell. 86 
But lend me aid, I now conjure thee lend 
By the ſoft tie and ſacred name of friend! 
By thy fond conſort ! by thy father's cares! 
By lov'd Telemachus's blooming years ! 


* 


For well 1 know that ſoon the heavenly 


76 


Powers $5 
 Therepicus on my cold remains attend, | 
| There call to mind thy poor departed friend. 
The tribute ofa tear is all | crave, 5 
And the poſſeſſion of a peaceful grave. 90 
Baut if, unheard, in vain compaſſiun plead, 
A4 tomb along the watery margiu raiſe, RY 
The tomb with manly arms aud trophies grace, 
9 


There high in air, memorial of my name, 


TDi the ſmooth oar, and bid me live to fame. 


:. To when with tears: Theſe rites, O mournſul 
Due to thy ghoſt, ſhall to thy ghoſt be paid. 
Still as I ſpoke, the phantom ſcem'd to moan, 100 
Tear follow d tear, and groan ſucceeded groan. | 
But, as my waving ſword the blood ſurrounds, 
The ſhade withdrew, and mutter d empty ſounds. 
5 There as the wondrous viſions | ſurvey d, | 
All pale aſcends my royal mother's ſhade : 
A queen, to Troy ſhe ſaw our legions paſs; 


Struck at the ſight, I melt with filial woe, 


And down my cheek the pious ſorrows flow, 


Yet as I ſhook my ſaulchion o'cr the blood, 110 


Regardleſs of her ſon the parcut ſtood. 

When lo! the mighty Theban I behold ; 
To guide his ſteps he bore a ſtaff of gold; 
Awful he trod! majeſtic was his look 


And from his holy lips theſe accents broke: 11: 


* . moemh, wandereſt thou from cheerſu 


| J, | 
To tread the downward, melancholy way ? 
What angry Gods to theſe dark regions led | 
Thee yet alive, companion of the dead ? 
ſheathe thy poignard, while my tongue relates 
ven's ſicdlalt purpoſe, and thy future enter. 


Know, to the 


237 
While yet he ſpoke, the Prophet 1 obcy"d, 


60 | And in the ſcabbard plung'd the glittering blade: 


Eager he quaif'd the gore, and then ex preſt | 

Dark things to come, the cuunſels of his breaſt : 125 
Weary of light, Ulyſſes here explores 

A preſperous voyage to his native ſhores; 

But know—by me unkrring Fates diſcloſe 

New trains of dangers, and new ſcenes of woes ; 

[ ſee! I ſee thy bark by Neptune toſt, 130 

For injur d Cyclop, and his eye-ball loft ! 


Vet to thy woes the Gods decree an end, 


if Heaven thou pleaſe, and how to pleafe attend! 
Where on Trinacrian rocks the ocean roars, 
Graze numerous herds along the verdant ſhores; 135 


Though hunger preſs, yet fly the dangerous prey, 


The he rds are facred to the God of Day, 


Who all ſurveys with his extenſive exe 
Above, below, on earth, and in the ſky! 
Rob not the God; and ſo propitious gales 
Attend thy voyage, and impel thy fails : 
But, if his herds ye ſeize, beneath the waves 


| ſee thy friends o'erwhelm's in liquid graves! 


The direful wreck Ulyſſes ſcarce ſurvives ! 5 
Ulyſſes at his country ſcarce arrives! 144 
8 thy guides! nor there thy labours end, 
New foes ariſe, domeſtic ends attend! £ 
There foul adulterers to thy bride reſort, 
And lordly gluttons riot in thy court ! 


Zut vengeance haſtes amain ! Theſe eyes behot4 


The deathful ſcene, princes on princes roll'd ! 


That done, a people far from ſea explore, 


Who ne'er knew ſalt, or heard the billows roar, 


| Or ſaw gay veſſel ſtem the watery plain, 
A painted wonder flying on the main! 
Bear on thy back an oar : with ſtrange amaze 


_ 


\ ſhepherd meeting thee, the oar ſurveys, 
and names a van: there fix it on the plain, 
Lo calm the God that holds the watery reign; 


A three-fold offering to his altar bring, 6 


A bull, a ram, a boar; and hail the Ocean-King. 
Bur, home return'd, to each zthereal power 
Slay the due victim in the genial hour : 
So peaceful ſhalt thou end thy bliſsful days, 
by flow decays : 


Iny people bleſſing, by thy people bleſt! 
105 


Unerring truths, O man, my lips relate; 170 
__ | This is thy life to and this is fate, 
I To whom unmorv'd : If this the Gods prepare; 
| What Heaven ordain-, the wiſe with courage bear. 
ut ſay, why yonder on the lonely ſtrands, 
 Unmindful of her ſon, Anticlea ſtands ? 375 
Why to the ground ſhe bends her downcaft eye 5 


| Why is ſhe filent, while her ſon is nigh ? 


The latent cauſe, O facred ſeer, reveal!“ 
Nor this, replies the ſeer, will I conceal. 
ſpectres, that thy beverage taſte, 185 

he ſcenes of life recur, and actions paſt : | 

They, ſeal'd with truth, return the ſure reply; 

Che reft, repell'd, a train oblivious fly. | 
The phantom-prophet ceas'd, and ſunk from 

To the black palace of eternal night. 185 li- 
Still in the dark abodes of death | ſtood, hy 


When near Aiiticlea mov, act dla my hy, 


238 


Straight all the mother in her ſoul awakes, 

And, owning her Ulyſſcs, thus ſhe ſpeaks : 
Comiſt thou, my ſon, alive, to rcalms beneath, 190 
Tne doleſome realms of darkneſs and of death; 
Com'ft thou alive from pure, zthereal day ? 
Dire is the region, diſmal is the way ! 


POPE'S HOMER. 
| Fly'ſt chou, lov'd ſhade, wlile I thus fondly 


mcurn ? 
Turn to my arms, to my embraces turn! 
| Is it, ye powers that ſmile at human harms! 235 
Loo great a bliſs to weep within her arms? 
Or has hell's Queen an empty image ſent, 


Here lakes profound, there floods oppoſe their That wretched I might ev'n my joys lament? 


W&VeEs, 


Ther:: the wide fea with all his billows raves! 


Or (ſince to duſt proud Troy ſubmics her towers) | Tis not the 


Com thou a wanderer from the Phrygian ſhores ? 
Or ſay, ſince honuur call d thee to the ficld, 
Loſt thou thy Ithaca, thy bride beheld ? 
.  Sourceof my life, I cry'd, from earth I fly, 200 
To ſeek Tireſias inthe nether iy, 
To learn my doom; for, toſt from woe to woe, 
In every land Ulyſſes finds a foe; 
Nor have theſe eyes beheld my native ſhores, | 
Since in the guſt proud Troy ſubmits her towers, 
But, when thy foul from her ſweer manſion fled, 
Say what diſtemper gave thee to the dead ? 
Has life's fair lamp declin'd by flow decays, 
Or ſwift expir'd it in a ſudden blaze? 
Say it my fire, good old Laertes, ves? 21e 
If yet Telemachus, my ſon, ſurvives? 
Say, by his rule is my dominion awd, 
Or cruſh'd by traitors with an iron rod? 
Say if my ſpouſe maintains her royal truſt; 
Though tempted, chaſte, and obſtinately jut! 215 
| Or if no more her abſent lord ſhe wails, | 
But the falſe woman o'er the wife prevails ? 
Thus l, and thus the parent ſhade returns : 
Thee, ever thee, thy faithful conſort mourns: 
Whether the night deſcends, or day prevails, 220 
Thee the by night, and thee by day bewails, 
Ther in Telemachus thy realm obeys; 
In ſacred groves celeſtial rites he pays; 
And ſhares the banquet in ſuperior ſtate, 
_ Grac'd with fuch honours as become the great. 225 


head, 


Ev'n when keen winter freezes in the ſkies, 230 
Rank'd with his laves, on earth the monarch lies: 
are his ſighs pale, his dreſs 
Trend of wor: and bathe if dirs 
. 
| The leafy honours ſcattering on the ground; 
| of his years, abroad he lies, 
His bed the leaves, his the ſkies. 
Thus cares on cares his painful days confume, 
And bow his age with forrow to the tomb! 


| | To point them to the arduous 


O fon of woe, the penſive ſhade rejoin'd, 

Oh moſt inur'd to grief of all mankind! 260 
een of hell who thee deceives ; 
'All, all are fuch, when life the body leaves; 

No more the ſubſtance of the man remains, 

Nor bounds the blood along the purple veins: 

. Theſe the funereal flames in atoms bear, BY | 
To wander with the wind in empty air; | 


| While the impaſſive ſoul reluctant flies, 
1 a vain dream to theſe infernal ſkies. 


from the dark dominions ſpeed thy way, 

And climb the ſteep aſcent to upper day; 270 
To thy chaſte bride the wondrous ſtory tell, 
The woes, the horrors, and the bet of hcll. 


|, Thus while ſhe ſpoke, in farms heil's Empreſs 


Daughters and wives of heroes and of ki 

Thick and more thick they round the blood, 
Ghoſt throng d on ghoſt (a dire aſſembly) ſtood! 
Dauntleſs my ſword t ſeize : the airy crew, 

Swift as it flaſh'd along the gloom, withdrew : 
Then ſhade to ſhade in mutual forms ſucceeds, 


"Tyro began, whom great Salmoneus bred ; 
The royal partner of fam'd Cretheus' bed. 
For fair Enipeus, as from ſruitful urns 
He pours his watery ſtore, the virgin burns; 


And in ſoft mazes rolls a ſilver tide. 
As on his banks the maid enamour'd roves, 


| | The monarch of the deep beholds and loves! 


In her Enipeus' form and borrow'd charms, 
The amorous God deſcends into her arms: 
Around, a ſpacious arch of waves he throws, 


I And high i in air the liquid mountain roſe : 


Thus in ſurrounding floods conceal'd he proves 
The pleaſing tranſport, and completes his loves. 
Then, ſoſtly ſighing, he the fair addrcſs'd, 295 
1 And as he ſpoke, her tender hand he prefſ'd : 

Hail, happy nymph ! no vulgar births are ow'd 

| To the prolifie raptures of a God: 

35 | Lo! when nine times the moon renews her horn, 


| | Two brother heroes ſhall from thee be-born : 


Thy early care the future worthies claim, 
paths of fame; 


But in thy breaſt th important truth conceal, | 


| For thee, my fon, | wept my life away; 240 Nor dare the ſecret of a God reveal: 


For thee through hell's eternal dungeons ſtray : 
Nor came my fate by lingering pains and flow, 
Nor bent the ſilver-ſhafted her bow; 
No dire diſeaſe bereav d me of my breath; 
Thou, thou, my ſon, wert my diſeaſe and death; 245 
Unkindly with my love my ſon conſpir d, | 
For thee | liv'd, for abſent thee * 
Thrice in my arms I ſtrove her ſhade to bind, 
Thrice through my arms ſhe ſlipp'd like empty 
wind, 

Or dreams, the vain illuſions of the mind. 
Wild with deſpair, I ſhed a copious tide en 
Ot flowing tears, and thus with . 


| 


For know, thou 


Fe added not, but mounting ſpurn d the plain, 
| Then plung'd into the ehambers of the main. 

No in the time's full proceſs forth ſhe brings 
Jove's dread vice 
O' er proud Icolos Pelias ſtretch'd his reign, 


Then, fruicful, to her Cretheus' royal bed 
She gallant Pheres and fam'd Eſon * „* 
From the ſame fountain Amythaon roſe, 


3 And godlike Neleus rul'd the Pylian plain ; 
{ 


Her race recounts, and their illuſtrious deeds. 280 


Smooth flows the gentle ſtream with wanton pride, | 


2 „ ic. . oo. oa oo as 


view'ſt! and at my nod 305 No | 
| Earth trembles, and the waves confeſs their God. 


gerents, in two future kings; 319 | 


Pong the din of war, and noble ſhout ef 
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There mov'd Antiope with haughty charms, 
Who bleſt th* Almighty Thunderer in her arms: 


The wonderous youths had ſcarce nine winters told, 
| When high in air, tremendous to behold, —©* 


ſprung Amphion, hence brave Zethus came, | Nine elle aloft they rear'd tkeir towering head, 
— of | a men of mighty name; 320 And full nine cubits bruad their ſhoulders ſpread. 


Though bold in open field, they yet ſurround 


Proud of their ſtrength and more than mortal fizc, 


The town with walls, and mound inje& on mound; | The Gods they challenge, and affect the ſkies : 
Here ramparts ſtond, there towers roſe high in air, | Heav'd on Olympus tottering Ofla ſtood; 
And here through ſeven wide portals ruſh'd the J On Offa, Pelion nods with all his wood : 


war 


There with ſoft ſtep the fair Alcmena trod 325 grown, | 


Who bore Alcides to the Thundering God : 

And Negara, who charm'd the ſon of Jove, 

And ſoften'd his ſtern ſoul to tender love. 
gullen and ſ ur with diſcontented mien 


Such were they youths! had they to manhood 


Almighty Jove had trembled on. his throne. 390 
| But, ere the harveſt of the beard began 
To briſtle on the chin, and promiſe man, 

His ſhafts Apollo aim'd; at once they found, 


Jocaſta frowan d, th" inceſtuous Theban queen: 330 | And ftretch the giant · monſters o'er the ground 


Though father's bioud imbrued his murderous | 


| The Gods and men the dire offence deteſt, 
The Gods with all their ſuries rend his breaſt : 


In lofty Thebes he wore th" imperial crown, 335 | The royal Minos Ariadne bred, 


A pompous wretch ! accurs'd upon a throne. 
The +. fe ſeif-murder'd from a beam depends; 
And her foul ſoul] to blackeſt hell deſcends; 
Theace to her ſon the choiceſt plagues ſhe brings, 


And his fiends haunt him with a thouſand ſtings. 340 The Goddeſs aims her ſhaft, the nym 


And now the beauteous Chloris I deſcry, 
A lovely ſhade, Amphion's youngeſt joy 
With gifts unnumber'd Neleus ſought her arms, 


2 Nor paid too dearly for unequal'd charms; 


Great in Orchomenos, in Pylus great, 3 J 
H- ſway'd the ſceptre with imperial ſtate. 
Three gallauc ſons the joyful monarch told, 
Sage Nettor, Periclimenus the bold, = 
And Chromius laſt ; but of the ſoſter race, 
One nymph alone, a miracle cf grace. 


The fire denies, and kings rejected mourn. 


To him alone the beauteous prize he yields, 


Whoſe arm ſhould raviſh from Phylacian fields 


| The herds of Iphiclus, detain'd in wrong; 355 


Wind, furious herbs, unconquerably ſtrong! | 


|| This dares a ſeer, but nought a ſeer prevails, 


In beauty's cauſe illuſtriouſly he fails; 


| Twelve moons the foe the captive youth detains He, as my gueſt, is my peculiar care,  _ 
| In painful dungeons, and coercive chains; 360 You ſhare the pleaſure, then in bouncy ſhare; 

I he foe at laſt, from curance where he lay, os 
lis art revering, gave him back to day; 


Won by prophetic knowledge, to fulfil | 
The ſtedfaſt purpoſe of th Almighty will. 


With grateful port advancing now | ſpy'd 365 Give it to Heaven, by aiding the diſtreſt, - 
I.eda the fair, the gedlike Tyndar's bride: : 


There mournful Phadra with fad Procris 


Both beauteous ſhades, both hapleſs in their loves; 
And near them walk'd, with ſole: pace and flow, 
| Sad Ariadne, partner of their woe; | 

She Theſeus lov'd; from Cretewith Theſeusfled; 400 
Swift to the Dian ifle the hero flies, N 
And tow'rds his Athens bears the lovely prize; 
There Bacchus with fierce rage Diana fires, 
ph expires. 
495 } 


There Clymene and Mera | behold: 

| There Eriphyle weeps, who looſely fold 
Her lord. her honour, ior the luſt of gold. \_ 

ut ſhould I all recount, the night would fail, 


45 i Unequal to the melancholy tale: . 


And all- compoſing reſt my nature craves, 410 


| Here in the court, or yonder on the waves; 


In you I truſt, and in the heavenly powers, 


| To land Ulyſſes an his native ſhores. | 
| 350 Fe ceas d: but left ſo charming on their car 
Kings on their thrones for lovely Pero burn; 


His voice, that liſtening ſtill chiey ſeem d to hear. 415 

Till, riſing up, Arete ſilence broke, 3 

| Stretch'd out her ſnowy hand, and thus ſhe ſpoke: 
gueſt ! & 1 | 


255 Through all his woes the hero ſhines confeſt , : | 


His comely port, his ample frame expres 


A manly air, majeſtic in diftreſs. 3 
To worth in miſcry a reverence pay, 5 
And with a gen-rous hand reward his ſtay; 42 * 


ts 8 88 


Then ſage Echeneus, whole grave reverend bro 


Hence Pollux ſprung, who wields with furious ſway The hand of time had filver'd oer with ſnow, 


The deathful gauntlet matchleſs in the ſray; 
| And Caſtor glorious ou th' embattled plain 


Curbs the proud ſteed, reluctant to the rein: 370 But let our king direct the glorious wa 


By turns they viſit this zthercal ſky, 


| Aud live alternate, and alternate die: 


In hell beneath, on earth, in heaven above, 
Reign the twin gods, the favourite ſons of Jove. 


Ml,nture in wildomroſe: Your words, he cries, 439 
Demand obedience, for your words are wiſe, 
To generous act; our part is to obey. # ; 
| While life informs theſe limbs, (the king reply'd) 
Well to deſerve be all my cares employ d- 43 
| But here this night the royal gueſt detain, 


There Ephimedia trod the gloomy plain, 375 , Till the ſun flames along th zthereal plain: 
Who charm'd the Monarch of the boundleſs main; Be it my taſk to ſend with ample ſtores 


Hence Ephialtes, hence ſtern Otus ſprung, 
More fierce than giants, more than giants ſtrong; 


The earth o'erburthen'd groan'd beneath their | The firſt in glory as the firſt in place. 


weight, 


The ſtranger from our hoſpitable ſhores : | 
Tread you my ſteps! "Tis mine to lead the race, 440 


To whom the prince : This night with joy [ Lax, 


None but Orion e'er ſurpaſ. d their height: 380 O, monarch great in virtue as in ſway | 


us in our 


—— 
* For wealthy kings 
ing! for fuch thou art, ind fure thy blood 450 


But 
— the dark nd the Grecian hoſt ? 
The gadlike leaders who, in battle 12+, 
Fell before Troy , and nobly preſt the plain? 
— lo! 's length of night behind remains, 


Its tale with raptures I could hear thee tel!, 
Tbs woes on earth, the wondrous ſcenes in hell, 
Till in the — of Heaven the Lars -_ 


l tas & — pa | 
T ſcenes of miſery can entertain, ML Ss 
_ Woes 1 unfold, of woes a diſmal train. 
Prepare to hear of murder and of blood: 
Of godlike heroes who uninjur'd ftood 
Amidſt 3 war of ſpears in foreign lands, 
Vet bled at home, and bled by hands. 
: Nowſummon'd Proſerpine to hell'sblack hall 480 
| The heroine ſhades; they vaniſh'd at her call. 
When, lo! advanc advanc'd the forms of herocs ſlain 
| By ſtern a majeſtic train; ? 
And high np the reit, Atrides preſt the plain. 
He quaff d the gore: and ſtraight his ſoldier 
| knew, 435 
And from his eyes p« 28 Saitek hn; 
_ His arms he ſtretch'd; his arms the touch deceive, 
Nor in the fond embrace, embraces give : 
| His ſubſtance vaniſfi d, and his ſtrength decay'd, 
Now all Atrides is an empty ſhade. | 490 
Moe d at the fight, | for a ſpace reſign'd 
| To ſoft affiition all my manly mind; 

At laſt with tears—O what relentleſs doom, ; 
Imperial phantom, bow's thee to the tomb ? 
Say, while the ſea, and while the tempel raves, 495 
Has fate oppreſo d thee in the roaring waves, 

Or nobly ſeiz d thee in the dire alarms | 
| Of war and flaughtcr, and the claſh of arms? 
The ghoſt returns: O chief of haman-kind 
Tor dive courage and a patient mind ; 
Nor while the fra, nor while the tempeſt raves, 
Has Fate oppret>'a me on the roaring waves! 
Nor nobly ſciz d me in the dire alarms 
Ot war aud flavghter, and the claſh of arms. 
Stahh'd by n murderous hand Atrides dy'd, 
A foul adultcrer, and a faithleſs bride; 
vv in my mirth and at the friendly feaſt, _ 
Det the full bowl, the traitor ſtabb'd his gueſt; 


| But never have thy 


Her breaſt all gore, with lamentable cries, ' 


ſtars ſtill mount th' æthereal plains. | 


oO woman, woman, when to i'l thy mind 


Alas! I hop'd, the toils of war o'ercome, 
To meet ſoft quiet 


475 


Nor truſt the ſex that is ſu rarely wiſe; 
Whea earneſt to explore thy ſecret breaſt; 


5co 
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POPE'S HOMER. 
Thus by the gory arm of 


falls | 
The ſtately ox, and bleeds within the ſtalls. 310 
But not with me the direful murder ends, 


| Thele, theſe expir'd! their crime, they were my 


friends! 

Thick as the boars, which ſome luxurious lord 

Kills for the feaſt, to crown the nuptial board. 

Whea war has thunder d with its loudeſt ſtorms, 515 
cath thou haſt ſcen in all her ghaſtly forms; 

lu duel met her, on the liſted ground, 

When hand to hand they wound return for wound. 

eyes aſtoniſh'd view d 

So vile a deed, fo dire a ſcene of blood. 520 


Ev'n in the flow of joy, when now the bowl 
Glows in our veins, and opens 


every ſoul, 
We groan, we faint; with blood the dowe is dy'd, 
And v'er the pavement fluats the dreadful tide 


The bleeding innocent Caſſandra dies! 


My ſword | ſtrive to wield, but ſtrive in vain; 
Nor did my traitreſs wife theſe eye-lids cloſe, | 
Or decently in death my limbs compoſe. «5;0 


ls bent, all hell contains no foulcr fiend : 
4; Thro' the fond boſom where ſhe reign'd ador'd! 


and repoſe at heme; 
Deluſive Hope! © O wife, thy deeds diſgrace 

The perjur'd ſex, and blacken all the race; 
And ſhould poſterity one virtuous find, | 
Name Clytemneſtra, they will curſe the kind. 3 : 
O injur d ſhade, I cry'd, what mighty woes 


'To thy imperial race from woman roſe ! 


By woman here thou tread'ſt this mournſul ftrand 
And Greece by woman lies a deſert land. | 


Warn'd by my ills beware, the ſhade replies, as}. 


Unfold ſome trifle, but conceal the reſt. 
But in thy conſort ceaſe to fear a foe, | 
For thee ſhe feels ſincerity of woe: 550 | 
When Troy firſt bled beneath the Grecian arms, 
She ſhone unrival'd with a blaze of charms; 
Thy infant ſon her fragrant boſom preſs'd, 

Hung at her knee, or wanton'd at her breaſt; 
But now the years à numerous train have ran; 5 A 


] The blooming boy is ripen'd into man; 


Thy eyes ſhall ſee him burn with noble fire, 7A 


| | The fire ſhall bleſs his ſon, the ſon his fire : 


But my Oreſtes never met theſe eyes, 


Without one look the murder'd father dies; 5 2 
Then from a wretched ſriend this wiſdom learn, | 


Ev'n to thy queen diſguis'd, unknown, return; 

For ſince of womankiad ſo few are juſt, | 

Think all are falſe, not ev'n the faithſul truſt. 
But ſay. reſides my ſon in royal port, 

in rich Orchomenus, or Sparta's court? 

Or ſay in Pyle ? for yet he views the light, 

Nar glides a phantom thro' the realms of vight. 
Then I: thy ſuit is vain, nor can I ſay 


If yer he breathes in realms of cherrſul day: 
Or pale or wan beholds theſe nether ſkies : 
Truth | revere : for Wiſden never lies. 


570 


| | Thus in a tide of rears our K rrows flow, 


And add new horror to the realms of woe; 


3 
Then though pale death froze cold in every vein, | 


And ſuch was mine! who baſely plung'd her ſword = | 


. 
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Till fide by fide along the dreary coaſt 575 
Advanc'd Achilles' and Patroclus ghoſt, 
A friendly pair! near theſe the + Pylian ſtray'd, 
And towering Ajax, an illuſtrious thade ! 
War was his joy, and plea>'d with loud alarms, 
None but Pelides brighter ſhone in arms. 580 
'Fhro' the thick gloom his friend Achilles knew, 
And as he ſpeaks the tears deſcend in dew. 
Comi'ſt thou alive to view the Stygian bounds, 
| Where the van ſpectres walk eternal rounds; 
Nor fear'it the dark and diſmal waſte to tread, 585 
Throng'd with pale ghoſts familiar with the dead ? 
To wt.om with ſighs: | paſs theſe dreadful gates 
To feuk ine Theban. and confult the Fates 
For ill, dir ft, | ruve from coaſt tu coaſt, 
Loſt to my fri-1.ds, and to mv country Joſt, 
But ſure the eye of Time beholds no name 
So bleſt as thine in ail the rolls of fame; 
Alive we hail thee with our guardian Gods, 
And dead, thou rul'ſt a king in theſe ahodes. 
Talk not ruling in this dolorous gloom, 598g 
Nor thirſ® vain words (he cried) can eaſe my doom. 
Rather [ c:ooſe laborioufly to bear | 
A weight uf woes, and breathe the vital air, 
A flave to fome poor hind that toils for hreadz 
Than reign the ſceptred monarch of the dead. 6co 
But ſay, if in my ſteps my ſon proceeds, | 
And emulates his godlike father's deeds ? 
| Ifat the claſh of arms, and ſhout of foes, 
| _ Swells his hold heart, his boſom nobly glows? 
Say, if my fire, the reverend Pelens, reigns, 605 
Great in his Phthia, and his throne maintains: 
Or, weak and old, my youthful arm demands, 
To fix the ſceptre ſtedfaſt in his hands ? 
Oh might the lamp of life rekindled burn, 


590 
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'was mine on Troy to 


| When Troy's proud bulwarks ſmok d upon 


| Greece to reward her ſoldier's gallant 
Heap high his navy with uunumber d ſpoils. 


Safe he return'd without one hoſtile ſcar; 
Though ſpears in iron tempeſt rain'd around, 


| Roſe in his majeſty, and nobler trod; | 
Wich haughty ſtalk he ſought the diſtant glades 
Of warrior kings, and join'd th* illuſtrious ſhades. 


all wailing with unvtterable woes. 
| Alone, apart, in diſcontented mood, 


610 
This arm, that thunder d oer the Phryꝑian plain, 


And death releaſe me from the ſilent urn! 


| Cruſh the proud rebel, and aſſert his claim. 
Illuſtrious ſhade, (I cricd) of Peleus faces 
No circumſtance the voice of Fame relates: 
But hear with pleas d attention the renown, 
The wars and wiſdom of thy gallant ſon : 
With me from Scyros to the field of fame 


* 


615 


O why was | victorious in the flriſe; 
| O dear-bought honour wich ſo brave a life! | 
And ſwelVd the ground with mountains of the ö With him the ſtrength of war, the ſoldier's pride, 
Should vindicate my injur'd father's fame, {Qlain, | 


Ka:\iant in arms the blooming hero came. 
When Greece aſſembled all her hundred ſtates, 
| Ta ripen counſels, and decide debates ; | 
Heavens! how he charm'd us with a flow 
And won the heart with manly eloquence ! 
Nie firſt wasſcen of all the peers to riſe, 
The third in witdom where they all were wiſe; 
But when, to try the fortune of the doy, 
\ Hoſt mov'd tow'rd oft in terrible array, 


1 


_ | Though on the conteſt Thetis gave the laws, _ 


With accents mild th' inexorable ghoſt. 


| Before the van, impatient for the fight, | 
| With martial port he ſtrode, and ſtern delight; 630 


| groan'd, 

And monuments of dead de form'd the ground. 
The time would fail, fhould i in order tel. 

What foes were var:quith'd, and what numbers 
How, loſt thro' love, Eurypylus was flain, 63: (felt : 
And round him ble his bold Cct;ean tran 
To Troy no hero came of nobler line ; 

Or if of nobler, Memnon, it was thine 


$70 


| 
Heaps ſtrew'd on heaps beneath his faulchion | 
| | | 


247 
When llion in the horſe receiv'd her doom, 


And unſeen armies ambuſh'd in its womb; 640 
Greece gave her latent warriors to my care, 

ur th' impriſon'd war: 
Then when the boldeſt hoſom beat with fear, 


When the ſtern eyes of heroes dropp'd a tear; 


Fierce is his look his ardent valour glow'd, 


Fluſh'd in his cheek, or ſallied in his blood ; | 


Indignant in the dark receſs he ſtands, 

Pants for the battle, and the war demands; 

His voice breath'd death, and with a martial air 

He graſp'd his ſword, and ſhook his glittering 
pen, | (crown'd, 

And when the Gods our arms with —_— 


ground, 2255 | 
toils, 


Thus great in glory from the din of war 


bes 


Yer inuocevt they play'd, and guiltleſs of a wound. 
While yet 1 ſpcke, the ſhade with tranipor: 
| glow'd, „ N 


Now without number ghoſt by ghoſt aroſe; 


665 
A gloumy ſhade, the ſullen Ajax ſtood ; ER 


For ever ſad with proud diſdain he pin'd, ” 


And the loſt arms for ever ſtung his mind ; 


And Pallas, by the Trojans, judg'd the cauſz. 670 


Our ſecond hope to great Achilles died! 
Teuch'd at the fight, from tears I ſcarce refrain, _ 
And tender ſorrow thrills in every vein; 
Penſive and ſad I ſtand, at length accoſt 


Still burns thy rage ? and can brave ſouls reſe 


Eꝛo'n after death ? Relent, great ſhade, relent ! 680 

620 Periſh thoſe arms which by the Gods decrees 

| 

of Aud ſhook aſtoniſh'd through her hundred ſlates; 

Not more, when great Achilles prefs'd the ground, 
And breath'd his manly ſpirit thro' the wound. 

625 Oh, deem thy fall nat ow'd to man's decree, 


Accury'd cur army with the loſs of thee! 


With thee we fell ; Grecce wept thy hapleſs fates + 


Jove hated Greece, aud puniſh'd Greece in thee! 


Turn then, oh! peaceful turn, thy wrath control, 


And calm the raging tempelt of thy ſuul. 690 
While yet | ſpeak, the ſhade diſdains to ſtay, 

In ſilence turns, and ſullen ſtalks away. 0 
Touci'd at his ſour retreat, thro' deepeſt night. 
Thru hell's black bounds I had puriued his ſliglit, 
And forc'd the ſtubborn ſpectre to reply ; 09 
But wondrous vilions drew my curious eye. | 
High on a throne, :remendous to behold, 
Stern Minos waves a mace of burn iſn'd g α] 
Around ten thou# n+ thouſand ſpears ita. 
Thro' the wide Gone ol Dis, a trembling Land. 2 
„till us tue) ple, tic {ical Las he coils, 


| 


-——© XAXutilbctu. 
Vor. Vi. 


Albolves the jar, 216 dooms the gut!” > tubs 
Hah 


| When to the water he his lip applies, 


? 


— Thunders i 


He velates, Loc, eſter bis return from the ſhades, be was ſent by Circe on bis voyage, by the coaft of the Siren, 


Above, beneath, around his hapleſs head, 
Trees of all kinds delicious fruicage ſpread; 
There figs ſky-dyed, a purple hue diſcloſe, 


242 


There huge Orion, of portentous ſize, 
Swift through the gloom a giant hunger flies; 
A ponderovs mace of braſs with direful ſway 705 
Aloft he whirls, to cruſh the ſavage prey ; 
Stern beaſts in trains that by his truncheon fell, 
Now grilly f. rms, ſhoot o'er the lawns of hell. 
There Tityus large and Jong, in fetters bound, 
O'erſpreads nine acres of infernal ground; 710 


Tuo ravenous vultures, furious for their food, 


Scream o'er the fiend, and riot in his blood, 
Inceſſaat gore the liver in his breaſt, [feaſt. 
Th' immortal liver grows, and gives th' immortal 
For as o'er Panope s ename! d plains, 
Latona journey'd te the Pythian fanes, 
With haughty love th' audacious monſter ſtrove 
To force the Goddefs, and to rival Jove. | 
There Tantalus along the Stygian bounds | 
Pours out deep groans (with groans all hell re- 
5 ſounds 720 
Ev'n in the circling floods refreſhment craves, 
And pines with thirſt amidſt a fea of waves: 


Back from his lip the treacherous water flies. 
72 


Green looks the olive, the poinegranate glows, 
There dangling pears exalted ſcents unfold, 
And yellow apples ripen into gold; 172 
The fruit he ſtrives to ſeize : but blaſts ariſe, 

Toſs it on high, and whirl it to the ſkies. 
I turn'd my eyes, and as I turn'd ſurvey d 


A mouruful viſion the Siſyphiau ſhade; | 
With many a weary ſtep, and many a groan, 733 


Up the high hill he heaves a huge round ſtone ; 
The huge round ſtone, reſulting with a bound, 
uous down, and ſmokes along the 
Again the reſtleſs orb his toil renews [ground. 
Duſt mounts in clouds, and ſweat deſcends iu dews., 

Now I the ſtrength of Hercules behold, | 


| A towering ſpectre of gigantic mould. 


A ſhadowy form! for high in heaven's abodes | 


_ Himſelf reſides, a God among the Gods; 
There, in the bright aſſemblies of the ikies, 


Ke, 745 
He nectar quaſfs, and Hebe crowns his joys. 


Here hovering ghoſts, like fowl, his ſhade ſur- | es 
2 TO ag through the ſhrouds, and Rrerch the eig 


round, 


And clang their pinions with terrific found ! | 


715] 
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Gloomy as night he ſtands, in act to throw 
Th' aerial arrow from the twanging bow. 
Around his breaſt a wonderous zone is roll'd, 
Where woodland monſters grin in fretted gold, 
There ſullen lions ſternly ſeem to roar, 
The bear to growl, to foam the duſky boar, 
There war and havoc and deſtruction ſtood, 
And vengeful murther red with human blood. 
Thus terribly adorn'd the figures ſhine, 
Inimitably wrought with kill divine. 
The mighty ghoſt advanc'd with awful look, 
And, turning his grim viſage, ſternly ſpoke : 

O exercis'd in grief | by arts refin'd ! 
O taught to bear the wrongs of baſe mankind! 
Such, ſuch was | ! till tuſt from care to care, 
| While in your world I drew the vital air! 


750 
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| | Ev'n l, who from the Lord of Thunders roſe, 765 


Bore toils and dangers, and a weight of woes; 
To a baſe monarch ſtill a flave conſin d, 

(The hardeſt bondage to a mind ? 
Down to theſe worlds I trod the diſmal way, 


| 


And dragg d the three-mouth'd dog to upper day; 


En hell conquer d, through the friendly ald 
Of Maia's offspring and the Martial Maid. 
Thus he, nor deign'd for our reply to ſtay, 
But, turning, ſtalk'd with giant ſtrides away. 
Curious to view the kings of ancient days, 
The mighty dead that live in endleſs praiſe, 


730 | Reſolv'd I ſtand ; and haply had ſurvcy'd 


The godlike Theſeus, and Pirithous' ſhade ; 


I But ſwarms of ſpe dtres roſe from deepeſt hell, 2, A 
| With bloodleſs vilage, and with hideous yell, 7% 
rhey ſcream, they ſhriek ; fad groans and diſmal 
ſounds | | 


- 


{bounds. 


No more my heart the diſmal din ſuſlains, 
And my cold blood hangs ſhivering in my veins : 


With horrors arm'd, and curls of hiſſing ſnakes, 
Should fix me, ſtiſfen d at the monſtrous fight, 


| A ſtony image, in eternal night 


Straight from the direful coaſt to purer air 

ſpeed my flight, and tory mates repair. #5790 
My mates aſcend the ſhip ; they ſtrike their oars; 
The mountains leſſen, and retreat the ſhores; 
Swift o'er the waves we fly; the freſhening gales 


. © - 
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BOOK XII. 


- Tl ARGUMENT. 


| The Sirens, S la, and Charybdir. 


and by the Strait of Scylla and Charybdis ; the manner in which be eſcaped thoſe dangers : how, being caſt on 


| the ijland Trinacria, bis companions 


royed the oxen of the Sun : 


the v 


ENSERN] 
% d by foitwreck except bimſcif, who, ſwimming on the maſt of the hip, arriv'd on the iſland of Calypſo» 
. Win which Hir relation concludes. 3 maſt Pr | iſland of &@ 


* 


* 


Stun my ſcar d ears, and pierce hell's utmoſt 


Leſt Gorgon, riſing from th' infernal lakes, 723 


e that followved; bow all 
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1 **. Ver the rolling ſurge the veſſel lies, \ 

Till from th' waves th' Zzan hills ariſe. 

Here the gay morn reſides in radiant bowers, 

Here keeps her revels with the dancing Hours; 

Here Pheœbus riſing in th' ztherial _ 

Through heavens bright portals pours the W 

day: 

At once we fix our halſers on the ſand, 

At once deſcend and preſs the deſert land; 

There, worn aud waſted, loſe our cares in "Nleep, 

To the hoarſe murmurs of the rolling deep 10 
Soon as the morn reſtor'd the day, we pay 125 

© Sepulchral honours to Elpenor's ſhade. 

Now by the axe the ruſhing foreſt bends, 

And the hupe pile along the ſhore aſcends. 
Around we ſtand a melancholy train, 15 
And a loud groan re- echoes from the main. 
Fierce o'er the pyie, by fanning breezes ſpread, 
The hungry flame devours the filent dead. 

A riſing tomb, the ſilent dead to grace, 


Faſt by the roarings of the main we place; 20 | 


The riſing tomb a lofty column bore, 

And high above it roſe the tapering oar. 

Mean time the f Goddefs our return e's | 

From the pale ghoſts, and hell's tremendous ſhade. 

Swift ſhe deſcends: A train of nymphs divink 25 

Bear the rich viands and the generous wine : 
In act to ſpeak the Power of Magic ends, 

And graceful . accoſts the liſtening bands: 

O ſons of woe | decreed by adverſe fares 
Alive to pals through hell's eternal gates! 30 
All, ſoon or late, are a that path to tread; 


More wretched you! twice number'd with the 


LE This day adjourn your cares, n 


Indulge the taſte, aud drain the ſparkling bowls: = 
And when the morn unveils her ſaffron ray, 35 
Spread your broad fails, and plough the liquid | 


way; | | | 
Lo! [this night, your faithful guide, explain 
Your woes by land, your dangers on the main. 
The Goddeſs ſpoke : in feaſts we waſte the day, 
| Till Pherbus downward plung'd his burning ray; 
Then fable night aſcends, and balmy reſt 
Seals every eye, and calms the troubled breaſt. 
Then curious ſhe commands me to relate 
The dre.u!ful fcenes of Pluto's dreary ſtates 
he lat in filence while the tale I tell, 45 
The wondrous viſions, and the laws of hell. 
Then thus: The lot of man the Gods diſpoſe ; 

_ Theſe ills are paſt : now hear thy future was. 
O prince, attend! ſome favouring Power be kind, 
And priut th' important tory on thy mind! 30 
Next, where tac Sirene dwell, yon plough the 
ee 

Their ſong is death, and makes defiruRtion pleaſe. 

Unbleſt the man, whom muſic wins to ſta y 
Nigh the curſt ſhore, and liſten to the lay; 
No more that wretch ſhali view the joys ol life, 55 | 
His blooming cff-pring, or his beauteous wife 
In verdant mcads they ſport ; and wide around 

Lie human bones, that whiten all the ground; 
The ground polluted floats with human gore, 
And human carnage taints the dreadful ſhore. 69 
Fly ſwift the davgerous coall ; let every ear 


Be ſtopp'd again tht long ! "tis death w hear 
'Þ Circe. 


Firm to the maſt with chains thyſelf be bound, 

Nor truſt thy virtue to th' enchanting ſound. 

If, mad with tranſport, freedom thou demand, 65 

Be every fetter ſtrain'd, and added band to band. 
Theſe ſeas o'erpaſt, be wiſe! but I refrain 

To mark diſtin& thy voyage o'er the main: 

New horrors riſe let prudence be thy 


guide, 
And guard thy various paſſage tl. rough the tide. 70 


High o'er the main two rocks exalt their brow, 
The boiling billows thundering roll below ; 


1 Tenge he vaſt waves the. dreadful wonders 


move, 
Hence yam'd Erratic by the Gods above. | 
No bird of air, no dove of ſwifteſt wing, 78 
That bears ambroſia toth' ztherial King, 
Shuns the dire rocks: in vain ſhe cuts the ſkies,, 
The dire rocks meet, and cruſh her as ſhe flies: 
| Not the fleet bark, when proſperous breezes play, 
Ploughs o'er that roaring ſurge its deſperate way; 
O'erwhelm'd it ſinks: while round a ſmoke ex- 


PI ,— 1 flaſhing ſeem to burn with fires. 
Scarce the fam'd Argo paſs'd theſe raging floods, 
The facred Argo fill'd with demigods! | 
 Ev'n ſhe had ſunk, but Jove's imperial bride 85 - 
Wing'd her fleet Gail, and puſh'd her o'er the de. — 
High in the air the rock its ſummit ſhrouds, 


* 


in brooding tempeſts, and in rolling clouds; 


Loud ſtorms around, and miſts eternal riſe, 

Beat itz bleak brow, and intercept the ſkies. 

When all the broad expanſion bright with day 

Glos with th' autumnal or the ſummer ray, 

The ſummer and the autumn glow in vain, 

The ſky for ever lours, for ever clouds remain. 

Impervious tothe ſtep of man it ſtands, 98s 

Though borne by twenty feet, though arm'd with 
twenty hands ; | 

Smooth as the poliſh of the mirror fiſe 

he flippery ſides, and ſhoot into the ſkies. 


| Full in the centre of this rock diſplay d, 


A yawning cavern caſts a dreadful ſhade: 1c0 

Nor the fleet arrow from the twanging bow, 
Sent with full force, could reach the depth below. 

Wide to the weſt the horrid gulf extends, * 


| And the dire paiſage down to hell deſcends. 


O fly the drea:!ſni ſight ! expand thy fails, * 105 
Ply the ſtrong oar and catch the nimble gales; 8 
Here Scylla bello: trum her dire abades, 
Tremendous pril abhorr'd by men and gods! 
Hideous her voice, and with leſs terrors roar 


| The whelps of lions in the midnight hour. 110 


Twelve feet deform'd and foul the fiends diſpreads; 


Her jaws oo ereadful with three rows of 
teet Y 

Jagey they band. the gaping den of death; | 

Her parts obſcene the raving billows hide ; 115 

Her boſom terribly o'crlaoks the tide. 5 

When flung with hunger ſte embroils the flood, 

The ſea- dug and the dolphin are her food; 


| Six Horrid necks ſhe rears, and fix terrific heads; 


I She makes the huge leviathan her prey, 285 


And all the moaſters of the watery way; 129 

The ſwifteſt racer of the :zure plain 1 

Here fills her fails and 11 rruds her bars in vain z 3 

Fell Scylla riſes, in her ſury roars, 

At once fix months expands, at once fix men de- 
vours. 


Hh 2 


244 
Cloſe, by a reck of leſs enormous height 125 
Breaks the wild waves, and forms a dangerous 
ſtreight : 
Full on its crown a fig's green branches riſe, ' 
And ſhoct a leafy foreſt to 2 ſkies; 
Beneath Charybdis holds her boiſt:rous reign 


Midſt roaring whirlpools, and abſorbs the main; 130 


Thrice in her gulſs the boiling ſcas ſubſide, 
Thrice in dire thunder ſhe refunds the tide. 

Oh, if thy veſſel plongh the dircful waves 
When ſeas retreating roar within her caves, 
Ye periſh all ! though he who rules the main 135 
Lend his ſtrong aid, his aid he lends in vain. 
Ah, ſhun the horrid gulf! by Scylla fly. 

”T is better fix to loſe, yt all to die. 

1 then: O'nymph propitious to my prayer, 

_ Goddeſs divine! my gnardian power, declare, 140 
Is the foul ſiend from human vengeance freed ? 
Or, if I riſe in arms, can Scylla bleed ? 

Then ſhe: O worn by toi!s, O broke in fight, 
Still are new toils and war thy dire delight? 

Will martial flames for ever fire thy mind, 

And never, never be to Heaven refign'd ? 1 

How vain thy efforts to avenge the wrong ? 2 

Deathleſs the peſt! impenetrably ſtrung! 

Furious and fell, tremencous to behoald? 

Ev'n with a look ſhe withers all the bold! 150 

She mocks the weak attempts of human might; 

On fly her rage! thy conqueſt is thy flight. 
If but to ſeize thy arms thou make delay, 


145 


Again the fury vindicates her prey, ; 
| Her fix mouths yawn, and fix are ſnatch'd a- ( | 
. ways 155 


L From her foul womb Cratzis gave to air 
This dreadful peſt! To her direct thy prayer, 
To curb the monſter in her dire abodes, 


Thence to Trinacria's ſhore you bend your 
wa 160 


| 7. 
Where graze thy herds, illuſtrious Sonar of Day! 


Se ven herds, ſeven flocks, enrich the ſacred plains ; 
Each herd, each flock, full 6 ity heads contains 
The wondrous kind a length of age ſurvey, 
By breed increafe not, nor by death decay, 

| Two ſiſter Goddeſſes poſſeſs the plain, | 

The conſtant guardians of the woolly train; ; 

 Lampetie fair, and Phacthuſa young, 
From Pherbus and the bright Nezra ſprung. 
Here, watchiul e'cr the flocks, in ſhady bowers 270 
And flowery meads they waſte the; joyous hours. 
| Rob not the Ged! and fo propitious gales 
_ Attend thy voyage, and impel thy fails; 
But if thy impious hands the flocks deitroy, 
The Gods, thc G. ds avenge it, and ye dic! 
- *Tis thine alone (thy friends and navy __- 
Through tedious toils to view thy native coaſt. 
She ceas d: and now aroſe the morning ray; 

Swilt to her dome the Goddeis hald her way. 

Then to my mates I meaſur'd brck the plain, 180 

Climb d the tall bark, and ruſh'd into the main; 

Then bending to the ſtroke, their oars they drew 
To their broad breaſts, and ſwift the galley flew. 
Up-ſprung a briſker breeze; with freſhning gales, 

The friendly Goddeſs ftretch'd the ſwelling fails; 
We drop our oars; at eaſe the pilot guides; 

— The veſſel ** . the level glides. | 


165 


70 


_ 


And guard thee through the tumult of the floods. K 


-þ 


| I Yet laſe return 4— Ae led the * 


POPE'S HOMER. 


When, riſing fad and flow, with penũve look, 
Thus to the melancholy train I ſpoke : 
O friends, Oh ever partners of my woes, 


190 
attend while I what Heaven foredooms diſcloſe, 


Hear all Fate hangs o'er all: on you it lies 
To live, or periſh! to be ſafe, be wiſe ! 
ln flowery meads the ſportive Sirens play, 
Touch the ſoft lyre, and tune the vocal lay; 
Me, me alone, with fetters firmly bound, 
The Gods allow to hear the danger ous ſound, 
Hear and obey : if ſrecdom I demand, 
Be every fetter ſtrain'd, and added band to band. 
While yet | ſpeak the winged galley flies, 200 
And, lol the Siren ſhores like miſts Jrite. 
Sunk were at once the winds : the air above, . 
And waves below, at once forget to move! 
Some 8 calm'd the air, and ſmouth'd the 
e 


195 


| Huſh'd th g WY and charm'd the waves ta 
every ſail wefurl, each var we ply; ¶ ſleep. 25s | 


| Now 
Laſh'd by the ſtroke, the frothy waters fly. 

The ductile wax with buſy hands I mould, 

And cleft in fragments, and the ſragmenes roll d:. 
Th' aerial region now grew warm with day, 210 
The wax diflolv:d beneath che burning ray! 
Then -very ear I barr'd againſt the ſtrain, 

And from acceſs of phrenſy lock'd the brain. 
Now round the maſt my mares the fetters roil'd, 
And bound me limb by limb, with fold on ſold. 215 
Then, bending to the ſtroke, the active train 
Plunge all at once their oars, and cleave the main. 

While to the ſhore the rapid veſſel flies, 
Our fwift approach the Siren choir deſcries: 

Cel ſtial muſic warbles from their tongue, 
And thus the ſweet deluders tune the ſong: 

Oh ſtay, O pride of Greece! Ulyſfcs, lay! 
O ceaſe thy courſe, and liſte to our lay! 
Bleſt is the man coduin's our voice to hear, | 
The ſong inſtructs the ſaul, and charms the ear. 225 
Approach! thy ſoul ſhall into raptures riſe 
Approach! and learn new wiſdom from the viſe! 2 
We know whete'cr the kings of mighty name 
Archicy'd at Illi. u in the field of fame: 
Whatc'er beneath the ſun's bright journey lies, 230 
Oh ſlay and leara n: vw wiſdom from the wiſe" : 

Thus the fweet dnn warbled o'er the 

main; 
My J foul takes wing to m-et the hen oy ſtrain; | 
I give the fign, and ſtrusgle to be free; 


| Swilt row my mates, and ſhoot along the ſea: 235 


New chains they add, and rapid urge the way, 
Till dying off, the diſtant ſounds decay: wy 
Then, ſcvdding ſwiftly from the dangerous ground, 

The deaſen'd ear unlock'd, the chains unbound. 


Thunder'd the deeps, the ſmoking billows roll'd! 
rumultuous waves embroil'd the bellowing flood, 
All trembling, deafen'd, and aghaſt we ſtood! 
No more the veſſel plough'd the dreadful wave, 
Fear ſeiz'd the mighty, and unnerv'd the brave; 245 
ach d his oar ; but ſwift from man to man 
With looks ſerene 1 turn's, and thus began: 
O friends! Oh oſten tried in adverſe ſtorms 
With ills familiar in more dreadful forms! 
Deep in the dire Cyclopea:; den you lay, 


* 


250 


A 


Now all a: once tremendous ſ.enes unfold; 240 
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Learn courage hence! and in my care confide : 


Lo! ſtill the ſame Ulyſſes is your guide! 
Attend my words! ycur oars inceflant ply ; 


There ſacred to the radiant God of day, 
Graze the fair herds, the ſlacks promiſcuous ſtray ; 
Then ſuddenly was heard along the main 


Strain every nerve, and bid the veſſel fly. 255 | To low the ox, to bleat the wholly train, ſvey'd320 


If from yon juſtling rocks aud wavy war 
ave ſaſety grants; he grants it to your care. 
And tiou whonſc guiding nand directs our way, 


Straight to my 3nxions thoughts the ſound con- 
The words of Circe and the Theban ſhade ; 
Warn'd by their awful voice theſe ſhores to ſhun, 


Pilot, attentive liſten and bey! waves 260 j With cautious ſears oppreſt, I thus begun: 
Bear wide thy courſe, nor plongh thoſe angry | O friends! Oh ever exercis'd in care! 


Steer'd by the higher rock; leſt whirl'd around 
We fink, beneath the circling eddy drown'd. 


Where rolls yon ſmoke, yon tumbling ocean raves; | Hear Heaven's commands, and rev has ye 


| hear? © 325 
To fly theſe ſhores the preſcient Theban ſhade 


| While yet | ſpeak, at once their oars they ſeize, And Circe warns! O be their voice obey'd: 


Cautivus the name of Scylla | ſuppreſt; 


stretch to the ſtroke; aud bruſh the working ſeas. | Some mighty woe relentleſs Heaven ſorbodes : 


Fly the dire regions, and revere the Gods! 


That dreadful ſound had chill d the boideſt breaſt. | While yet I ſpoke, a ſuddeu forrow ran 


Mean time forgetful of the voice divine, 


All dreadful bright my limbs in armour ſhine; 
High on the deck I take my dangerous ſtand, 270 O cruel thou! ſome fury ſure has ſteel'd 


Two glittcring javelins lighten in my hand. 
Prepar d to whirl the whizzing ſpear I ſtay, 
Till the fell fiend ariſe to ſeize her prey. 


' Around the dungeon, ſtudious to behold 


| 330 
Through every breaſt, and ſpread from man ta) 
Till wrathſul thus Eurylochus began: c 


That ſtubborn ſoul, by toil untaught to yield! 
From {lecp debarr'd, we fink from woes to wocs : * 
And cruel envieſt thou a ſhort repoſe ? 

Still muſt we reſtleſs rove, new ſeas explore, 


The kidcous peſt ! my labouring eyes I roll'd; 275 | The ſun deſcending, and fo near the ſhore ? 


In vai the aiſmai dungeon dark as night | 
Veils che dire monſter, and conſounds the fight. And doubles all the terrors of the main. 549 


Now through the rocks, appall'd with deep 


way. 


Dire Scylla there a ſcene of horror forms, 


And here Charybdis fills the deep with ſtorms. 
When the tide ruſhes from her rumbling caves | 
The rough rock rhars; tumultuous boil the waves; | Then while the night difplays har awful ſhace, 

| They toſs, they foam, a wild confuſion raiſe, 

Like waters bubbling o'er the fiery blaze; 285} Haſte ye to land! and when the morning ray 


Eternal miſts obſeure th' aerial plain, 
And high above the rock ſac ſpouts the main! 
When in her gulfs the ruſhing ſra ſubſides. 


She drains the occan with the refluent tide« : 
The rock rebellows with a thundering found; 299 Conſtrain'd I a&t what wiſdom bids me ſhun, 


And, lo! the night begins her gloomy reign, 


diſ- ] Oft in the dead of night lond winds ariſe, 
Laſh the wild ſurge, and bluſter in the ſkies; 


| Wc bead our courſe, and ſtem the deſperate way; | Oh! ſhould the fierce ſouth · weſt his rage diſplay, 


280} And tofs with riſing ſtorms the watery way, TD 
. | Though Gods deſcend from Heaven's aerial plain 
I To lend us aid, the Gods deſcend in vain : 


Sweet time of flumber: be the night obey'd? 


5heds her bright beam, purſue the deſtinꝰd way. 35,0 
IA ſndden joy in every boſom roſe: 

| 80 will'd ſome demon, miniſter of woes; 

To whom with gricſ— Oh! ſwift tobe undone, 


Deep, wordrous deep below, appears the ground. j But yonder herds and yonder flocks ſorbear; 355 
Struck with deſpair, with trembling hearts we] Atteſt the heavens, and call the Gods to hear: 


view'd =” 


The yawning dungeon, and the tumbling flood 
When, lo! fierce Scylla ſtoop'd to ſeize her prey, |} Thus l: and while to ſhore the vs ſel flies, 
Stretch'd her dire jaws, and ſwept ſix men away; | With hands vpliſ-ed they atteſt the ſkies ; 362 
Chic fo of renown ! loud echoing ſhrieks ariſe: 


I turn and view them quivering in the ſkies; 


They call, and aid with out-ſiretch'd arms 


plwore: 


As ſtom ſome rock that over-hangs the flood, 


The ſilent fiſher calls th' inſidious food, - 


With fraudful care he waits the finny prize, 


And iudden lifts it quivering to the ſkies : 
So the faul monſter liſts her prey on high, 
So pant the wretches, ſtruggling in the {ky ; 


In the wide dungeon ſhe devours her food, 


Content an innocent repatt diſpla, 
: þ} By Circe giv:n, and fly the dangerons prey. 


9 pe 
ren, where a ſountains gurgling waters play, 
They ruth to lind, and end in feaits tac day: 
im- They feed; they quaff; and now (their hunger 


ln vain they call; thoſe arms are ſtretch'd a Sigh for their friends devour'd, and mourn the dead. 


zoo] Nor ceaſe the tears, till each in lumber ſhares 265 
| A (weet forgetfulueſs of human cares. | 7 
| Now fr the night advanc'd her gloomy reign, 
{| And ſetting ftars roll'd down the azure plain, 
When, at the voice of Jove, wild whirlwinds riſe. 


305] And clouds and double darkneſs veil the ſkies; 370 | 


The moon, the ſt irs, the bright æthereal hoſt 


And the fleſh trembles while ſhe churns the blood. Seem as extinct, and all their ſplendors loſt ; 


Woru as | am with vgriefs, with care decay'd; 


Never, I never, ſcene o , lire ſurvey d; 
My ſhivering blood, congeal'd, forgot to flow; 


Aghaſt I ſtood, a monument of woe! 

Now from the rocks the rapid veſſel flies, 
And the hoarſe di, like diſtant thunder dies; 
10 Sol's bright ifle our voyage we purſue, 
Ang now the glittering mountains riſe to view. 


The ſurious tempeſt roars with dreadful ſound: 

Air thunders, rolls the ocean, groans the ground. 

310 All night it rag'd : when morning roſe, to land 375 

We haul cur bark, and moor d it on the ſtrand, 

Where in a beautcous grotto's cool receſs 

Dance the green Nereids of the neighbouring ſeas. .... 
There while the wild winds whiſtled o'er the 

315 i Thus careſul l addreſt the liſtening train: Imain, 380 


_ Low 


— Pale hunger waſtes the manly ſtrength away. 


246 POPE'S 


O friends, be wiſe, nor dare the flocks deſtroy 
Of theſe fair paſtures : if ye touch, ye die. 
Warn'd by the high command of Heaven, be aw'd; 
Holy the flocks, and dreadful is the God ! 

That God who ſpreads the radiant beams of light, 
And views wide earth and heaven's unmeaſur'd 

height. 386 

And now the moon had run her monthly round, 
The ſouth-caſt bluſtering with a dreadful ſound ; 
Unhurt the beeves, nntouch'd the woolly _ 

through the. grove, or range the flowery plain: 
Then fail'd our food; then fiſh we make our prey, 
Or fowl that „ the watery way. 
Till now, from ſea or no ſuccour found, 
Famine and meagre, want beſieg d us round. 
Penſive and pale from grove to grove | ſtray'd, 395 
From the loud ſtorms to find a ſylvan ſhade; 
Therc o'er my hands the living wave I pour; 
And Heaven and Heaven's immortal thrones a- 


Adore, | 
To calm the roarings of the ſtormy main, 
And grant me peaceful to my realms again. 
Then o'er my eyes the Gods ſoft flumber ſhed, 
While thus Eurylochus ariſing ſaid; 

O friends, a thouſand ways frail mortals lead 
To the cold tomb, and dreadful all to tread; 
But dreadful moſt, when by a flow decay 


400 


Why ceaſe ye then t' implore the Powers above, 
And offer hecatombs to thundering Jove! 
ny ſeize ye not yon bee ves, and fleecy prey? 
Ariſe unanimous; ariſe and flay! Bs 
And, if the Gods ordain a ſafe return. 
To Phebus ſhrines ſhall riſe, and altars burn. 
But, ſhould the Powers that oer mankind pre- 
| ſide 


410 


Necree to plunge us in the whelming tide, 
| — ene ts — nn 
Than linger life away, and nouriſh woe! - 
Thus he: the beeves around ſecurely ftray, 
When ſwift to ruin they invade the prey; 
ſeize, they kill! but for the rite divine, 
The barley fail'd, and for libations wine. 
Swift from the oak they ſtrip the ſhady pride; 
And verdant lea ves the flowery cake ſupply d. 
With prayer they now addreſs th' ztherial train, 
_ Slay the ſelected beeves, and flay the lain : | 
The thighs, with fat involv'd, divide with art, 425 
Strew'd o'er with wortals cut from every part. 
Water, inſtead of wine, is brought in urus, 
And pour d profanely as the victim burns. 
The thighs thus offer d, and the entrails dreſt, 
They roaſt the fragments, and prepare the ſeatt. 430 
'was then ſoſt lumber fled my troubled brain; 
Back to the bark I ſpeed along the main. | 
When, lo! an odour from the feaſt exhales, | 
Spreads o'er the coaſt, and ſcents the tainted gales: 
A chilly fear congeal'd my vital blos d, 435 
And thus obteſting Heaven I mourn'd aloudd: 
O Sire of men and gods, immortal Jove 
Oh, all ye bli{>ful Powers that reign above! 


| 


420 


| Still may thy beams through heaven's 


7. ſpeed the bark we climb; the ſpacious fail 
| Loos'd from the yards invite th' impelling gales. 
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Aims the red bolt, and hurls the writhen bang 1 
Slain are thoſe herds which I with pride ſurvey, 
ans the ports of Heaven I pour the 


4 . 
Or deep in Ocean plunge the burning ray. 
Vengeance, ye Gods: or I the ſkies forego, 450 
And hear the lamp of Heaven to ſhades below. 


- 


Whoſe radiant lamp adorns the azure way, [Day! 


tals riſe, 22 


The joy of earth, and glory of the ſkies; 
Lo! my red arm I bare, my thunders guide, 
To daſh th' offenders in the whelming tide, 

To fair Calypſo, frum the bright abodes, 


455 


Hermes convey d theſe councils of the Gods. 


Mean time from man to man my tongue ex- 
claims, | | 


| My wrathis kindled, and my foul in flames. 


In vain! I view perform'd the direful deed, 


Beeves, flain by heaps, along the ocean bleed. „ 


Now Heaven gave ſigns of wrath; along the ) 


1 ground 


| Crept the raw hides, and with a bellowiag ſonnd 
405 | Rear'd the dead limbs 


s; the burning entrails 


groan d. | | 
Six guilty days my wretched mates employ 


| In impious feaſting, and unhallow'd joy; 


The ſeventh aroſe, and now the Sire of Gods 


Rein'd the rough ſtorms, and calm'd the toſſing = 
floods : on, : 470 


Paſt fight of ſhore, along the ſurge we bound, 
And all above is ſky, and ocean all around! 
When, lo! a murky cloud the Thunderer forms 


Full o'er our heads, and blackens heaven with | 


ſtorms. 


| Night dwells o'er all the deep: and now outflies = 


The gloomy Weſt, and whiſtles in the ſkies. 
The mountain- billows roar! the furious blaſt 


| Howls o'er the ſhroud, and rends it from the maſt ; 9 
| The maſt gives way and, crackling as it bends, 


Tears up the deck; then all at once deſcends; 
The pilot by the tumbling ruin flain, - 
Daſh'd from the helm, falls headlong in the mai 


485 


Then Jove in anger bids his thunders roll, 
And forky lightnings flaſh from pole to pole. 
Fierce at our heads his deadly bolt he aims, 
Red with uncummon wrath, and wrapt in flames: 


Full on the bark it fell; now high now low : 


Tofs'd and retoſfs'd, it reel'd beneath the blow; 499 9 


At once into the main the crew it ſhook : 


Sulphureuus odours roſe, and ſmouldering ſmoke. 


Like fowl that haunt the floods, they ſink, they 
ride, . - | [cries; 

Now loſt, now ſeen, with ſhrieks and dreadful(_ 

And ſtrive to gain the bark; but Jove denies 


| Firm at the helm I ſtand, when fierce the main 


Why were my cares beguil'd in ſhort repolc ? 
O ſatal ſlumber paid with laſting woes: 
A deed ſo dreadful all the Gods alarms, 
| Vengeance is on the wing, and Heaven in arms! 
Mean time Lampetie monnts th' aerial way, 
And kiadles into rage the Cod of Day; 


440 


 Ruſh'd with dire noiſe, and daſh'd the ſides in 


Again impetuous dreve the furious blatt, (twain; 
Snap the ſtrong helm, and bore to ſea the malt. 
Firm to the maſt with cords the helm l bind, 500 
And ride aloft, to Providence reſign d, 

Through tumbling billows, and a war of wind. 


| 


To whom the Thundering Power: O Source of | 


The lofty fig-tree ſeiz'd, and clung around. 


And o'er the dunge 


Jo take repaſt, and ſtills the wordy war; 
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Now ſunk the Weſt, and now a Southern breeze 
More dreadful than the tempeſt, laſh'd the ſeas; 
For on the rocks it bore where Scylla raves, 

And dire Charybdis rolls her thundering waves. 
All night I drove; and at the dawn of day, 

Faſt by the roeks beheld the deſperate way : 

Juſt when the ſea within her gulfs ſubſides, |; 
And in the roaring whirlpools ruſh the tives, 
Swiit from the float | vaulted with a bound, 


Soto the beam the hat tenacious clings, | 
And pendant round it ciaſps his leat1ern wings. 
High in the air the tree its boughs diſplay'd, 


All unſuſtain'd between he wave and tky, 
Beneath my feet the whit ling billows fly, 
What-time the judge forſakes the noify bar 


FR 247 
bdis rumbling from her inmoſt caves, 


The maſt refunded on her refluent waves. 
Swift from che tree, the floating maſt to gain, 
Sudden | dropt amicſt the flaſhing main; 
Once more undauntcd on the ruin rode, 

And oar'd with labouring 


arms along the flood. 
Unſeen I paſs'd by Scylla's dire abodes : 
So Jove decxecd (dread Sire of men and gods). 


Then nine long days I plough'd the calmer ſeas, 


Heav'd oy the ſurge, and wafted by the breeze. 
Weary and wet th Ogygian ſhores | gain, 
When the tenth ſun deſcended to the main. 


There, in Calypſo's ever-fragranc bowers, 


on caſt a dreadful ſhade, | Refreſh'Þ | lay, and joy beguil'd the hours. 


My following fates to thee, O King, are knewn, 


| And the bright partner of thy royal throne, 


Enough : in miſery can words avail ? 


And what ſo tedious as a twice told tal: ? 


BOOK XII. 


| THE ARGUMENT. 


The Arrival of Ulyſſes in Ithaca, 


Unis takes bis leave of Alcinous and Arete, and embarks in the evening. Next 


_ tthaca; where the ſailors, as Ulyſſes is yet ſleeping, lay 
Nera. 


morning the ſbig arrives | 
him on the ſbore with all bis treaſures. 22 - 


changes their ſbip into a rock. In the mean time Ulyſſes, awaking, knatvs not his native Ithaca by rea-. 


fon of a m which Pallas bat caſt round him. He breaks into loud lamentations ; till the Coddeſs, appearing 


to bim in the,” . ef a ſbepberd, diſcovers the country to him, and points out the 
| tells @ feigned 


meaſures to be taken to defiroy the ſuitors. 


E ceas'd; but left ſo pleaſing on their _ bo 
His voice, that liſtening till they ſcem'd tohear. 
A pauſe cf ſilence buſh'd the ſhady roums : 


The grateful conference then the king reſumes : 
Whatever toils the great Ulyſſes paſt, EY 
Beneath this happy roof they end at laſt; 

No longe=® new {rum ſhore to ſhore to roam, 
Smooth ſeas anu gegtle ginds invite him home. 


. 


But hear me, princes! wh um theie walls encloſe, 


| For whom my chanter ſings, and goblet flows 10 
Wich wines unmix'd (an honour due to age, 
Io cheer the grave, and warm the poet's rage); 


Though labour'd gold and many a dazzling veſt 


Lie heap'd already for our godlike gueſt; 
Without new treaſures let him not remove, 15 
Large, and expreſſive of the public love: 
Each peer a tripod, each 


peer v vaſe beſtow, 

A general tribute, which the ſtate ſhall owe. 

This ſentence pleas'd: then all ch:ir ibeps addreſt 

To ſeparate manſions, and retiz'd tu reſt. 20 
Now did the rcſy-finger'd morn ariſe, ! 


And ſhed her ſacred light along th ſkies. 


Down to the haven and the ſhips in haſte 

They bore the treaſures, and in ſafety plac'd. 

The king himſelf the vaſes rang'd with care: 25 
Then bade lus followers to the feaſt repair. 


particular places, He then 


| bis adventures, upon which /be maniſeſis berſelf,, and conſult together of the 
| Ha fle changes big ings the fue of an ld begyas. A ors org hee we ere ag NOR 


A victim ox beneath the ſacred hand 

Of great Alcinous falls, and ſtains the ſand. 
To fove th Eternal (Power above all Powers! 
Who wings the winds, and dzrkens Heaven with 


= The fla nes aſcend : till evening they prolong ” 


Thy rites, more ſacred made by heavenly ſong : 
For in the midft, with public honours grac'd, 
The lyre divine, Demodocus! was plac's; 
Al, but Ulyſſes, heard with fix'd delight: 35 
He fate, and ey'd the ſun, and wiſh'd the night; 
Slow ſcem'd the ſun tu move, the hours to roll, ; 
His native home deep-imag'd in his ſoul. | 
As the tir d ploughman ſpent with ſtubborn toil, 
| Whoſe oxen long have torn the furrow d foil, 40 
Secs with delight the ſun's declining ray, 

When home with feeble knees he bends his way 
To late repaſt (the day's labour done): 
So to Ulyſſes welcome ſet the ſun. 
Then inſtant to Alcinous and the ret © 
(The Scherian ſtates} he turn'd, and thus addreſſ 
DO thou, the firſt in merit and command. 
And you the peers and princes of the land! 

May every joy be yours! nor this the leaſt, 5 


When due libation ſhall have crown'd the feaſt, 
Sale to my home to ſend your happy gueſt, = 


_ 


Then tend the ſtran 
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complete are now the bounties you have given. 

be all thoſe bounties but confirm'd by Heaven! 

So may find, when all my wanderings ceaſe, 

My conſort blameleſs, and my friends in peace. 55 

On you be every bliſs; and every day, 

lu home-felt joys delighted, roll away : 

Youricives, your wives, your ' loog-ceſcending 
race; 

May every God enrich with every grace ! 


Sure fix d on virtue may your nation ſtand, 6o 


Ari yublic evil never touch the land! 


tlis words, well-weigh' J, the general voice ap- 
prov'd 


Benign, and inſtant his diſmiſſion mov'd. 


e monarch to Pontonous gave the ſigu, 


To fill the goblet high with roſy wine: 65 
Great Jove the Father Grit (he cry'd) implore ; 
ger to his native ſhore. . 

The luſcious wine th* obedient herald brought; 
Around the manſion flow'd the purple draught; 


Each from his ſeat to each immortal pours, ij | 


Whom glory circles in th Olympian bowers. 

Ulyſſes ſole with air majeſtic ſtands, 

The bowl preſenting to Arete's hands; up 

Then thus: O Queen, farewell! be All poſſeſt 

Of dear remembrance, bleſſing ſtill and bleſt 75 

Till age and death ſhall gently call thee hence, 

(Sure fate of every mortal excellence) 

Farewell! and joys ſucceſſive ever ſpring 

To thee, to thine, the people, and the king ! 
Thus he; then parting prints the ſandy ſhore 80 


| Te the fair port: a herald march before, ” 


Sent by Alcinous; of Arete's train 

Three choſen maids attend him to the main; 
This does a tuaic and white veſt convey, 
A various caſket that, of rich iulay, 35 
And mo 5a wine the third. The hi 


Safe i in — — the cates: 
Upon the deck ſoft painted robes they ſpread, | 
With linen 1 the hero's bed. 

He climb'd the ſtern! then gently preſt 90 
The ſwelling couch, and lay compos d to reit. 
Now plac'd in order, the Phaacian train 


| Their cables looſe, and launch into the main: 
At once they bend, and ſtrike their equal oars, 
And leave the ſinking hills, and leſſening ſhores. 95 


| While on the deck the chief in fene lies, 
And pleaſing flumbers teal upon his eyes. 
As fiery courſers in the race. 
VUrg' d by fierce drivers through the duſty ſpace, 
Tos their high heads, and ſcour along the plain; £09 
So mountsthe bounding veſſel o'er the main. 
Back to the ſtern the parted billows flow, | 
And the black ocean foams and roars below. 
Thus with ſpread fails the winged galley flies; 


Leſs ſwift an eagle cuts the liquid ſkies; 105 


Divine Ulyſſes was her ſacred load, 

A man, in wiſdom equal to a God! 

Much danger, long and mighty toils, he bore, 

tn ſtorms by ſea, and combats on the ſhore : 

All which foft fleep now baniſh'd from his breaſt, 

Wrapt in a pleaſing, deep, and death-like reſt. 
But when the morning ſtar with early ray 

Flam'd in the front of heaven, and promis'd "oy ; 

Like diſtant clouds the mariner deſcries 

Fair [thaca's emerging hills ariſe. 


I And ſoaght the ſecret counſels ,**- 


115 


| 
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Ur fram the tow? a ſpacious port apyrars, 

| $a: red to Phorcys' power, whoic nani t it bears; 
; Two craggy rocks projecting to the mai. 
he roaring wind's tempeſtuous rage reſtrain; 


Within, the waves in ſofter murmurs glide, 120 


i And ſhips ſecure without their halſers ride; 
High at the head a branching olive grows, 
And crowns the pointed cliffs with ſhady boughs. 
| Beneath, a gloomy grotto's cool receſs | 
Delights the Nereids of the neighbouring feas, 125 
| Where bowls and urns were form'd of living ſtone, 
And maſſy beams in native marble ſhore ; 
{ Ou which the labours of the nymph were roll's, 
ne ir webs divine of purple mix'd with gold. 
i Within the cave the c:uitering bees attend 1 
Their waxcn works, or trom the roof depend, 
Perpetual waters o'er the pavement glide; 
Two marble doors unfold on either fide; - 
Sacred the ſouth, by which the Gods deſcend; 
Buc mortals entcr at the northern end. I35 


land, 


cue. crauked keel divides the yellow ſand); 


Ulyiles fleeping on his couch they bore, = 

And gently plac'd him on the rocky ſhore. 

His treaſures next, Alcinous gifts, they laid 140 
In the wild olive's unfrequented ſhade, | 
Secure frem theft: then launch'd the dark again, 


5 | Reſum'd their oars, and meaſur d back the main. 


Nor yet forgot old Ocean's dread ſupreme 


Before the throne of mighty Jove he f dlz 
God: | 
Shall then no more, O Sire of Gods, he mine 

| The rights and honours of a Power divine? 
Scorn'd ev'n by wan, and (oh! ſevere diſgrace) 
By ſoft Phæaciaus, my degenerate race! 

Againſt yon deſtin'd head in vain I ſwore, 


Aud nrenac'd vengeance, ere he reach'd his Rare! : 
| To reach his natal ſhore was thy decree ; 


| 


 { Mild I obey'd, for who ſhall war with thee? 155 : * 


Behold him landed, careleſs and aſlerp, 
From all th' cluded dangers of the deep! 
Lo! where he lies, amicſt a ſhining ſt- : 
E braſs, rich garmenty, au“ -efuigent. ore: 


A prize more worth than lion's noble ſpoil. 
To whom the Father of tit” immortal Powers, | 


| | Who fwells the clouds, aud gladdeus earth with | | 


thuwers : 


| Can mighty Neptune thus of man complain! | 
Neptune, tremendons o'er the boundleſs main ! 165 , 


Rever'd and awſul ev'n in heaven's abodes, 
Ancient and great! a God above the Gods! 
if chat low race offend thy power divine, 


He faid : the Shaker of the earth replies : - 
This then I doom; to fix the gallant ſhip 


A mark of vengeance on the fable deep: 
| | To warn the thoughtleſs ſelf-confidivg train, | 
No more unlicens'd thus to brave the main. 175 


Full in their port a ſhady hill ſhall riſe. 
If uch thy will—We will it, Jove replies: 


| ſtrand, 
The warming people hail their ſhip to land, 


Thither they beut, and haul'd their * 1 


The vengeance vow'd for eyeleſs Polypher e. 146 


And bears triumphant to his native iſle 160 


( Weak, daring creatures!) is nut vengeance thine? _ 
Go then, the guilty at thy will chaſtiſe. 170 


Even when, with tranſport blackening all the 


Fix het 
Still let 
The tre 
Of whe 

Wicl 


Nor oer our city hang the drcadful hill. 


And chiefs and rulers, a majeitic baud, 
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Fix her for evcr, a memorial ſtone : 180 Where ſhall this treaſure now in ſafety lie! 244 
Still let her ſ-cra to fail, and feem alone; And whither, whither, its fad owner fly ? 
The trembling crowds fhall ſee the ſudden ſhade Ah! why did 1 Aleinous grace implore ? 
Of whelming mountains ov. Thang th i: head ! | Ah ' why forſake Phæacia's happy ſhore ? 
With that the God, whole +ar:nquakes rock Some juſter prince perhaps had entertain'd, 
the ground, And lafe .reftor'd me to my native land. 


Fierce to Phazacia croſ>' the vaſt profound. 185 Is this the promis'd long · ex pected coaſt, , 

Swiſt as a ſwallow ſweeps the liquid way, ' And this the faith Phœacia's rulers boaſt ? 

The winged pinnace ſhot along the fea. O riehteous Gods ! of all the great how few | 

The God arreſts ber witch a ſudden ſtroke, Are juſt to Heaven, and to their promiſe true ! 
And roots her down au cverlaſting rock. Fut he, the Power to whoſe all- ſeeing eyes 


2 
Aghaſt the Scherians ſtand in decp ſurpriſe; 190 The deeds of men appear without diſguiſe, 88 
All preſs to ſpeak, all queſtion with their eyes. | is his alone t avenge» the wrongs I bear: 
What hands unſeen che rapid bark reſtrain ! For ſtili th” oppreſt are his peculiar care. 5 
And yet it ſwims, or ſccms to ſwim, the main! | To wwunt theſe preſents, and from thence to prove 
Thus they, uncouſtions of the deed divine: Iheir ſaith, is mice : the reſt belongs to Jove. 260 


Till great Alcinous riling owu'd tha ſign. 195 Then en the ſands he rang'd his wealthy ſtore, 
Behold the long predeſtiu'd day ! (he cries} | The guld, the veſts, the tripuds, number'd &'er : 
Oh! certain faith of ancient prophecies ; All theſe he found, but ſtill in error loſt | 


Theſe cars hav: heard my royai ſire diſcloſe | Diſconufolate he wanders on the coaſt, 
 Avreadful ftory, big wich future woes; Sighs for his country, and Jaments again | 26; 
Hort mov'd with werat*:, that careleſs we convey | To the deaf rocks, and hoarſe-reſ-uncing main. 
Promiſcuous every gu- ſt to every bay, | When, lo the guardian Goddeſs of the wiſe, 


Stern Neptune rag's ; and how by his command | Celeſtial Pallas. ond befere his eyes; 
Firm rooted in the ſurge a ſhip ſhould ftavd la ſhow a yourttul iwzin, ef form dirire, 
(A monument of writ.) ; and meund on mound {| Who ſ-.m'd di ſcended from ſome 


Should hide our walls, or wic!'m benzeta the 
Around. | | 205 | Arouud her ſhoulders flew the waving veſt, 

The Fates have foll-w'd as declar'd the ſcer. Her decent hand a ſhining javelin bore, 
Ze humbled, nations aud your monarch hear. And painted fandals on her feet ſhe wore, 

No more uvlicens' : brave the deops, nu more |} To whom the king: Whoe'er of human race 275 
With every ſtranger pafs from ſuie to here; Thau art, that wandet'ſt in this deſert place! 
On angry Neptune now fur mcrcy call: 210 With joy to thee, as to ſome God, I bend, | 
To his high name let twelve black oxen fall. Jo thee my treaſures and myſelf commend. 
So may the God reverſe his purpos' will, Oh tell a wretch in exile doom's ta ſtray, 

| What air 1 breathe, what country I ſurvey? 280 
The monarch ſpoke : they trembled and obey'd : | The fruittul continent's extremeſt buund, 3 
Forth on the ſands tlie victim oxen led: 215 [Or ſame fair iſle 
The gather'd tribes before the altar ſtand, | | round? 


princely line, 270 
A graceful robe her flender body dreſt, 5 


which Neptune's arms ſur- 
From lat fair clime (ſaid the) remote from 
I Arriv'it thou herea ſtranger ta our name? 
Thou ſceſt an iſlaud, not to thoſe unknown 285 
Whoſe bills ar- brighten'd by the rifing fun, 
Nor thoſe that plac'd beneath his utmoſt reign 
Behold him finking in the weſtern main. 


The King of Ocean all the tribes implore ; 
The blazing altars redden all the ſhore. 
Meanwhile Ulyſſes in his country lay, 2229! 

Releas'd from flcep, and round him might ſurvey 
The folitary ſhore, and rolling ſea. FA 
Let had his mind through tedious abſence loſt — | The rugged foil allows no level ſpace 

The dear remembrance of his native coaſt; For flying chariots, or the rapid race; 
Beſides, Minerva, to ſecure her care, 225 | Yet, not ungrateful to the peaſant's pain, 

Diffus'd around a veil of thicken'd air: Suffices fulneſs to the ſwelling grain: 5 

For ſo the Gods ordain'd, to keep unſeen The loaded trees their various fruits produce, 
His royal perſon from his friends and qucen ; And cluſtering grapes afford a generous juice: 
Till the proud ſuitors for their crimes afford | Woods crown our mountains, and in every grove 
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An ample vengeance to their injur'd lord. 230 | The bounding goats and friſking heifers rove: 
Now all the land anuther proſpect bore, Soft rains and kindly dews refreſh the field, 
Another port appcar'd, another ſhore, | Aad riſing ſprings eternal verdure yield. 

And long-continued ways, and winding floods,  Ev'n to thoſe ſhores is Ithaca renown'd, 


And unknown mountains, crown'd with unknown | Where Troy's majeſtic ruins ſtrow the grouud. 300 
Penſive and flow with ſudden grief oppreſt {woods. | At this the chief with tranſport was poſſeſt, 
The king aroſe, and beat his careful breaſt, His panting heart exulting in his breaſt; 
Caſt a long look o' er all the coaſt and main, Vet, well diſſembling his untimeiy joys, 

And ſought around, his native realm in vain: 


Aud veiling truth in plauſible diſzuile, 
Then with erected eyes ſtœod ſix'd in woe, Thus, with an air ſincere, in fiction bold, 


| ; . 307 
And, as he ſpoke, the teats began to flow: 240 His ready tale th inventive hero toll: 
Te Gods! he cry'd, upon what barren coaſt, Oft hyve! heard in Crere this iſland's name ; 
lo what new region, is Ulyſſes toſt? For "twas from Crete my natiee foil | came, 


Poſſeſs d by wild barbarians, fierce in arms? Sci baniſn d the nee. 


i'd before the wind, 
Or men whoſe bobo: tender pity warns ? 


Aud telt ay or. dreu an.] my friends b. Lice, 7 


11 
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From: fierce Idomeneus revenge 1 flew, 
Whoſe ſon, the ſwift Orfilockus, 1 flew, 
(With brutal force he ſeiz'd my Trojan prey, 
Due to the toils of many a bloody day). 
Unſeen I *ſcap'd; and, favour'd by the night, 315 
In a Phæœnician veſſel took my flight, | 
For Pyle or Elis bound: but tempeſts toſt 
And raging billows drove us ou your coaſt. 
In dead of night an unknown port we gain'd, 
Spent with fatigue, and ſlept ſecure on land. 320 
Bur here the roſy mern renew'd the day, 
While in th* embrace of pleaſing ſleep | lay, 
Sudden, invited by auſpicious yales, 
They land my goods, and hoift their flying fails. 
Abandon'd here, my fortune | deplore, 325 
A bapleſs exile on a foreign ſhore. 5 
Thus while he ſpoke, the blue- ey d Maid began 
With pleaſing ſmiles to view the godlike man : 


Then chang'd her form: and now, diviuely 


bright, | 
| Jove's heavenly daughter ſtood confeſs d to ſight ; 
Like a fair virgin in her beduty's bloom, | 
Skill'd in th' illuftrious labours of the loom. 
. Oh, ſtill the ſame Ulyſſes ! ſhe rejoin'd, 
In uſeful craft ſucceſsfully refin'd ! 
Artful in ſpeech, in action, and in mind! 
 Suffic'd it not, that, thy long labours E 
Secure thou ſeeſt thy native ſhore at laſt ? 
But this to me ? who, like thyſelf, excel 
In arts of counſel, and diſſembling well; 
To me, whoſe wit exceeds the power divine, 340 
No leſs than mortals are ſurpaſs'd by thine. 


 Know'ſt thou not me? who made thy life my 
Se, [years war: 
Through ten years wandering, and through ten | 


V ho taught thee arts, Alcinous to perſuade, 
To raiſe his wonder, and engage his aid: 345 
And now appear thy treaſures to protect, | 
Conceal thy perſon, thy deſigns direct, 5 
And tell what more thou muſt from Fate expect. 
Domeſtic woes far heavier to be borne! 
The pride of fools, and ſlaves' inſulting ſcorn. 350 
But thou be ſilent, nor reveal thy ſtate; 
_ Yield to the force of unrefiſtee fate, 5 
And bear unmov'd the wrongs of baſe man - 
FE kind, | ED 
The laſt, and hardeſt, cenqueſt of the mind. 
SGoddeſs of Wiſdom |! Ithacus replies, 35 t 


He who diſcerus thee mult be truly wiſe, 
So ſeldom view d, and ever in diſguiſe !_ 

When the bold Argi ves led their warring powers, 
Againſt proud llion's well-defended towers; 
Ulyſſes was thy care, ccleftial Maid! 360 
_ Grac'd with thy üght, and favour'd with thy aid. 
But when the Trojan piles in aſhes lay, 

And bound for Greece we plough'd the watery 

way; | 

Our flect diipersd and driven from coaſt to coaſt, 
"Thy ſacred preſence from that hovr I loit ; 365 
Fill l beheld thy radiant form ouce more, 
And heard thy counſele un Phaacia's ſhore. 
But, by th' almight; author of thy race, 
eil me, 0) reil! is this ny native place ? 

Vopr much ! fear, long tracts of lang and 1ca 
Dive his cuaſt from diſtant Ithaca; 
The tweet deluũon kindly you inmpoie, 

Te twothe my hopes, and initigate my woes. 


370 


HOME 
Thus he. The blue ey'd Goddeſs thus re. 


plies : 


| How prone to doubt, how cautious, are the wiſe! 
Who, vers'd in fortune, fear the flattering ſhow, 


And taſte not half the bliſs the Gods beſtow. 
The more ſhall Pallas aid thy juſt deſires, 
And guard the wiſdom which herſetf inſpires. 
Others, long abſent from their native place, 329 
Straight ſerk their home, and fly with eager | 
wn | 
To a wives arms, and children's dear ok | 


Niet thus Ulyſſes : he decrees to prove 


His ſutjeRs'* faith, and queen's ſuſpected love: 
Who mourn' d her lord twice ten revolving years, 
' And waſte the days in grief, the nights in tears, 
| But Pallas knew (thy friends and navy loſt) 
Once mere twas given thee to behold thy coaſt: 
| Yet how could I with adverſe Fate engage, 
And mighty Neptune's unrelenting rage? 
Now liſt thy longing eyes, while | reſtore 
The pleaſing proſpe& of thy native ſhore : 

| Behold the port of Phorcys ! fenc'd around 
With rocky mountains, and with olives crown'd. 
Behold the gloomy grot ! whoſe cuol receſs 
Delights the Nereids of the neighbouring ſeas! 
Whoſe now neglected altars in thy reign | 
Bluſh'd with the blood of ſheep and oxen flain, 
Behold ! where Neritus the clouds divides, 

And ſhakcs the waving foreſts on his ſides. 

So ſpake the Goddefs; and the proſpect clear'd, 
The miſts diſpers'd, and all the coaſt appear d. 
The king with joy conſeſs'd his place of birth, 
And on his knees ſalutes his mother earth: 
Then, with his ſuppliant hands upheld in air, 403 
Thus to the ſea-green Siſters ſends his prayer: 
All hail !! ye virgin-daughters of the main! 
Le ſtreams, beyond my hopes beheld again! 

To you once more your owu Ulyſſes bows ; 


| If Jove prolong my days, and Pallas crown 
The growing virtuesof my youthful ſon, 
To you ſhall rites divine be ever paid, 


And grate ſul offerings on ycur altars laid. 


Then thus Minerva: From that anxious breaſt 
Diſmiſs thoſe cares, and leave to Heaven the reſt. 
Our taik be now thy treaſur'd ſtores to ſave, 

| Deep iu the cloſe receſſes of the cave: 


The cloſeſt caverns of the grot ſhe fought; 
| The gold, the brafs, the cobus, Ulyſſes brought; 
Theſe in the fecret gloom the chief diſpoſ d, 

The entrance with a rock the Goddeſs clos d. 
Now, leated in the olive's facred ſhade, 
| Conſer the hero and the Martial Maid. 
The Goddeſs of the azure eyes began: 
Son of Laertes! much-expericuc'd man 
The ſuitor- train thy earlieſt care demand, 
or chat luxurious race to rid the land: 


And proud addrefies to tne matchlt ſs queen. 

| Eur ſhe thy avicnce mourns from day to day, 
and inly bleeds, and ülent waſtes away: 
Eluſive of the bridai hour, the gives | 
Fond hupes to all. and all wich hopes deceives. 
To this Ulyfles: O, celeſtial maid! 


435 


| | Prais'd be thy cou fel, and thy timely aid: 


390 


395 


Attend his tranſports, and receive his vows! 40 ? 


Then ſuture means confuit—ſhe ſpoke, and wed ES 
| The ſhady grot that brighten'd with the God. 420 


425 


430 


Three years thy havſe their lawleſs rule has ſeen, | 5 


8 — — — — — — * 


And in thy eyes extinguiſh all the fire; 
Add all tne wants and the decays» of life; 


Go firſt the maſter of thy herds to find, 
True to his charge, a loyal ſwain and kind: 


Where Arethuſa's ſable water glides; 


— — — — — - — 2 
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Elſe had 1 ſeen my native walls in vain, 

Like great Atrides juſt reſtor d and flain. 
Vouchſafſe the means of vengeance to debate, 
And plan with all thy arts the ſcene of fate. 
Then, then be preſent, and my ſoul inſpire, 
As when we wrapp'd Troy's heaven-built walls in 


440 


e. 
Though leagned againſt me hundred heroes ſtand, 


Hundreds ſhall fall, if Pallas aids my hand. 


Che anſwer d: in the dreadful day of fight 


5 | Know, lam with thee, ſtrong in all my might. 
ff thou but equal to thyſelf be found, 


What gaſping numbers then ſhall preſs the 
ground? 


What human victims ſtain the feaſtſul floor! 


How wide the pavements float with guilty gore! 


It fts tkee now to wear 2 dark diſguiſe, 


And ſecret walk unknown to mortal eyes. 
For this, my hand ſhall wither every grace, 


455 
And every elegance of form and face, ” 
O'er tu ſmooth ſkin a bark of wrinkles ſpread, 
Turn hoar the auburn honours of thy head, 
Disſigure every limb with coarſe attixe, 


Efirange thee from thy on; thy ſon, thy wife: 


From the loath'd object every fight ſhall turn, 


And the blind ſuitors their deſtruction ſcorn. 
46s 


For thee he ſighs: and to the royal heir 


And chaſe Penelope extends his care. 


At the Coracian ruck he now reſides, 5 
| 470 
The favle water and the ce pious maſt | 
Swell the fat herd; luxuriant, large repaſt! 

With him, reſt peaceful in the rural cell, 

And all you aſk his faithſul tongue hall tell; 


6 


| Me into other realms my cares convey, 


251 


475 
To Sparta, ſtill with female beauty gay: 
For know, to Sparta thy lov'd offspring came, 
To learn thy fortunes from the voice of Fame. 

At this the father, with a father's care. 
; Muſt he too ſuffer? he, O Goddeſs! bear 480 
| Of wanderings and of woes a wretched ſhare ? 
Through the wild ocean plough the dangerous way, 
And leave his fortunes and his honſe a prey? 
Why would'ſt not thou, O all enlighten'd Mind! 
Inform him certain, and protect him, kind? 485 
To whom Minerva: Be thy foul at reſt ; | 


And know, whatever Heaven ordains, is beſt. 


450} To fame 1 ſent him, tc acquire renown : 


To other regions is his virtue known: 


Secure he fits, near great Atrides plac'd! 490 


Wich friendſhips ſtrengthen'd, and with honours 
But lo! an ambuſh waits his paſſage o'er; ¶grac d. 
Fierce focs inſidious intercept tne ſnore: HS 


In vaio ! for ſooner all the murderous brood 
This injur'd land ſha!l fatten with their bloud. 495 
She ſpake, then touch'd him with her powerful 


wand : 


460 The ſkin ſhrunk up, and wicher'd at her hand: 
A ſwiſt old age o'er all his members ſpread; 
A ſudden froſt was fprinkled on his head; 
Nor longer in the heavy eye- ball ſhin'd 
The glance divine, ſorth · beaming from the mind. 
His robe, which ſpots indelible beſmear, 0 
In rags diſhonelt flutters with the air: 
A ſtag's torn hide is lapp'd around his reins; 


50G 


A rugged ſtaff his trembling nand ſuſtains; $05. : 


| And at his fide a wretchs:! {crip was hung, 


Wide patch'd, and knotted to a twiſted thong. 


So look'd the chief, ſo mov'd, to mortal eyes 
Object uncouth! a man of miferies! | 


While Pallas, cleaving the wide field af air, 510 
To Sparta ſltes, Telemachus her care. | 


BOOK XIV. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Tie Converſetion with Eumæur. 


05. r arrices in diſguiſe at the hauſc of Fumans, <vhere be is received, entertained, end lord, with the ute Z 
beſpitality. The ſevrral diſcourjes of that faithful old ſervant, wit! the feigned ſlery told by Ch to conceal bim- 
e, and other conver ſationt on various fſub;cs, tue up this ently. Hooks - ST | 3 


UT he, deep - muſing, o'er the mountains ſiray'd'i The wall was ſtone from nei 
Through mazy thickets of the waodland Made, 


and cavern'd ways, the craggy coaſt along, 
With clits and nodding foreſts over-hung, 
Eumz vs a: his ſylvan lodge he ſought, 
Ataithful feroant, and withont a fault. 
Ulyſſ.s found him buſted, as he fate 
Before the threſhold of his ruſtic gate; 
Around the manſion in a circle ſhene 

A rural portico of rugged ttone. 

In abſence ef his Lord, with kenett tail 

His own icduftricus hands had ais i te pil). 


ghbouring quarries 
borne, | e 
Encireled with a fence of naked thorn, 


| And ſtroug with paics, by many a weary ſtroke 15 


5 Of ftubborn labour bewn from heart of oak; 
_ + Frequent and thick. Within the ſpac: we rear'd 


2 welve ample ceils, the Jody, ment of hie rd. 
Full fifty pregnant ſemales 2ach, contain d: 
The males without (a imailr 4) lemain; 20 
Doom'd to ſupp!y the Irirers? waitcſul halt, 
A ſtock by daily luxury deere“ !! 


‚ 


252 


Now ſcarce 1 hundred left. Theſe to Jefend, 
Four ſavage dogs, a watchſul guard, attend. 


Here fate Eumzus, and his cares apply'd 25 


To form ſtrong buſkins of we!l-ſcaſon'd hide. 
Of four aſſiſtants who his labour ſhare, 
Three now were abſcnt on the rural carc; 
The fourth drove victims to the ſuitor train; 
But he, of ancient faith, a ſimple ſwain, 
Sigh'd, while he furniſh'd the luxurious board, 
And weary'd Heaven with wiſhes for his lord. 
Soon as Ulyſſes near th' encloſure drew, 
With open mouths the furious maſtiffs fie w 


Down ſa.e the ſage, and cautious to w [thſtand, 35 


Let fall th' cffenſive truncheon from his hand. 
Sudden, the maſter runs; aloud he calls; 

And from his haſty hand the leather falls; 
With ſhowers of ſtones he drives them ſar away; 


The ſcattering dogs around at diſtance bay. 40 


Unhappy ſtranger! (thus the faithful fir ain 
| Began with accent gracious and humane,) 
What ſorrow had been mine, if at my gate 
Thy reverend age had met a ſhameful ſace! 


Enough of woes already have | known; 45 


Enough my maſter's ſorrows and my own. 

While here (ungratcſul taſk !) his herds 1 fee, 

Ordain'd fur lawleſs rioters to bleed; 

Perhaps, ſupported at another's beard, 

Far from his country roams my hapleſs lord! 

Or ſigh'd in exile forth his lateſt breath, 

Now with th' eternal ſhade of death! | 
But enter this my homely roof, and ſee. 

Our woods not void of hoſpitality. 


Then tel! me whence thou art ? and what the dare 


Of woes and wanderings thou wert born to bear? 
Hle ſaid, and, ſeconding the kind requeſt, 
With friendly ſtep precedes his unknown gueſt. 
A ſhaggy goat's ſoft hide beneath him ſpread, 


And with freſh ruthes heap'd an ample bed: 60 


Joy touch'd the hero's tender foul, to find 

So juſt reception from a heart ſo kind: 

And oh, ye Gods with all your bleflings g grace 

(He thus broke forth) this fricnd of human race! 

The ſwainreplyd: 
"BY flight the poor, or aught humane deipiſe; : 

For Jove unfolds our hoſpituble door, 


—- *Tis Jove that ſends the ſtranger and the poor. 


Little, alas! 

A man oppreſs d, 

"omg ſuch treatment as a Wain ailords, 
Siave to the inſoleuce of yuuthful lords! 

Far hence is by unequal Gods remov'd 

That man of bounties, loving and belov'd ! 


is all the good Lan; 5 


To whom whate'er his ſlave enjoys is ov-'d, *5| 


And more, had Fate alloww'd, had been n 
But Fate condemns him to a foreign ſnore; 

Much have I forrow'd, but my maſter more. 
Now cold he lies, to death's embrace reſigu'd : 


Ah, periſh Helen! periſh all her kind! 80 


For whoſe curs'd caufe, in Ag memnon's name, 
Ee trod fo fatally ttc paths of Fame. 

His veſt ſucciaR then girding re und his wait, 
Forth ruſh'd the ſwain with hoſpitable haſte, 
St ra ght to thc lodg. ments of his herd he run, 8 
Were the lat porkers flept beneath the ſun; 

(: wo, his cntias hence the fpoutipg biood ; 
An! . d, lng d, and fix d on forks ut y:uod, 


30 


30 
INone matcl.' d this hero's weal: h, of a 
| Ver the fair iſiands of the ecizhbouring main. 

[Nor all the monarchs whoſe far-dreaded ſway 


| As many lodgements for the tuſky herd; 
Thoſe foreign keepers guard : : and here are ſcen 125 
Twelve herds of goats that graze our ut: moſt green: 


dependent, vet 2 man: 0: 


| 


| 


It uc var was our guife 65 


All haſty 


POPE'S HOMER. 


on the hiſſing coals he threw : 

And ſmoking back the taſteful viands drew, 
Broachers and all; then on the board diſplay'd 
The ready meal, before Ulyſſes laid 


Wich flour imbrown'd; next n. ngled wine yet new 


And luſcious as tl e len nectareous dew : 


Then fate companion of the friendly feaſt, 95 


With open look; aud thus befpure his gueſt: 
Take with free welcome what our Lands prepare, 
Such feod as fall to ſimple ſervant» ſllare: | 
The beſt cur Lords conſume; thoſe thoughtleſs peers, 
Rich without bounty, guilty withoat ſears ! too 
Yet ſure the Gods their i impious acts deteſt, 

And honour juſtice and the riß tcous breaſt. 
Pirates and conquerors. of hard-n' wind, 

The foes of peace, ard fconrgrs f nankind, 


| To whom offencing men are made a prey tog 


When Jove in vengeance yives a lan away; 


Even theſe, when of their ill- got ſpoils poſſeſs'd,. 
| Find ſure tormentors in the guilty breafl : 2 4 
Some voice of God cloſe whiſpering from viithin, 1 
Wretch! this is vilany, and this is fin.” 110 


But theſe, no doubt, ſome oracle explore, 
That telle, the great Ulyſſes is no more. 


Hence f prings their confidence, and from our ſighs 


Their rapint ftren;zthens, and their riots riſe : 


Conſtant as Jove the night and day beflows, 115 


Bleeds a whole hee tomb, a vintay e flows. 


il who reign 


The wide extended continents obey : 120 
Firſt, on the main land, of Ulyſſes' breed 


Tweive herds, twelve flocke, on ocean's margin fecd; 


As many italls for ſhaggy yoats are rear'd; 


To native paſtors is their charge aſſign'd; 


Aud mine the care to fur the briſly kind i 
Each day the atteſt bi-. ds of either herd, 
All to he ſuitors wellciul board preferr J. 130 


f 1 hus he, be!: C 1. ut: his * nkawwwn e 2 . } 
[Wich hunger keen devo urs the ſavoury caſt; ; 


4 While ſchemes of *« 14graRce I pen in his brezft. 


Silent and thougbtfal while the board he cy'd, 
Eumæus pours on Figh the purple tide; 133 
The king with (milf gr mon his Joy xf. reed, 
And thus the kind it. viting Kult edel: 

Say new, What man is he, the man 4“ bs 'd 
$9 rich, fo potent. Whem you fty'c your lord ; 


Late with ſuch aſſluunce and polite lions bie ſt, 140 


Ard row in honour's glory's bed at rett? 


Whoever was the warrior, e mull. bc 


o fame no rat ger, nor perhaps to me; 
Who (fo the Gods, ard fo the Fates oi dain'd) 
Have wander'd many a fea, and mary a land. 145 
Sn:a!l is the faith, the prince and jue un aſcribe. 
(Reply'd tvmeus) to the wandering tribe. 


| For needy ftrangers (till to flattery fly, 
Aud want ton oft betrays the rorpne to lie. 
ach vagrant traveller that touches hie re, 150 


Deludes with fallacies the royal car, 
Jo der remembrance makes his image riſ2 


And calis the /pringing furrows frem her eyer. 


r 6 foe rs 


A - A WEN 


hw FE 


LE 


. 


L 


5 


From fad refic tion Lt my foul rep: 

| Tie 6: ame of him aw akes a £: outand woes. 195 

But guard him, Gods an: | +0 theſe arms reftore ! 
, 
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Such thou may'ſt be. But he whoſe name you 


Mou'ders in earth, or welters on the wave, [crave 
Or fond for fiſh ur dogs hie r-Vicks li-, 

Or torn by birds are ſcatter'd through the ſky. 

& por ld lle: ans left (for c ver joſi) 

AI 1 oe th ail hut ſure to me the moſt. | 
So mel a matter never hall] ſind; — 0 
L-i« rar the parents whom | left behind, 

L:Gfo% my mother, loſs my father kind. 


Not with fa. trar.iport would my eyes r un oe, 


Agein to 51 them in their native ſhores 


As 10% d T5 {1-5 once more to embrace, 165 
Reſtet' and »eathiag in his yatol place. | 
That name fer ever ctead, yet cver dear, 4 


Even ir his avience I protwwunce with fear ; 


In my r.i-&, he hears a priner's part; | 
Bu: lives a very brother in my heart. 1770 


Thus ipoke the . ſwain; and thus re- 
join 4 


The maker of his grief, the man of patient 4 : 


Ulyſſes, friend ſhall view his old abodes 
(Diferuſtfu! as thou art); nor doubt the Gods. 
Nor ſpeak I raſhly, but with fait“ averr'a, I75 
And what I ſpea' 5 atteſting Heaven has heard. 


If fo, a cloke and veſture be my meed· þ 
Till his rem nc title ſhall I plead, . 
Tl. a' cerc: in he my hen, and great my need. 1 


Mhom want reif un torce . utruths tc tell, 180 
My ful! deteſts uin as the gates of hell. 
Thou firſt be witneſs, * vitable Jove! 


Ard very God inſpir lug focial love; 


Ang wink, every houſehold power that waits 


_ Guards of tele tires, and angel of theie gates! x85 


Ere the next man increaſe, ur this decay, 
lisancient ro ms Ulyiics fhall ſurvey, 

In bloc and duſt each proud opprefſur mourn, 

And the laſt glories of his houſe return. 


Nor ſhali that mee be thine, nor ever more 190 


Shall lived Ulyſſes hail this happy hore 

(Keplicd Fumaus) : to the profert hour | 
Now turn thy thenghes, and N n our 
power. 


Net "hin true conſort can «me him more; 


Nat „d Lav rtes, bronen w "hy $ :ctpair ; :; 


Nat jqcung T . nackus, his H ο,πͥiν . heir, NO 
Shs Telkniacns! mw orrovs flow 2CC 
2fri th for thee, my {curd c aue of woe? 
Like fome fir Le fet by a Leavenriy od, 
Be grew, he ped, and he deft the lane nd; 
In all th: YOu the b > ima TC {kin'e Gy 


Pright ien [fs verſon, brighitur in his mind. | 2C* 


V Ha: Wh ur God, decclv '4 1.25 better leude, 
Fir on tlie ferelling teas to wander hence? 


| To diſt: ant Pyt tvs hapleſs i 15 1 zone, FE 


To ſeck his fither s fate and fre Lis own! 
Toe end at enc: the great Arcchan line. 
Put let us leave him to their wills above; 
le lat: 8 ul nien ure i the haad of Jove. 
and now, my vencrable goes declare 
Ycur name, you; parcuts, and your native air. 215 
Sincere from hence! begun Your courſe re lee 
And to what thip I owe the friend ily freight ? 
Tl.us be: and thus Wo prompt invention 


Ti caucious chicf his ready 2 15 20 SLE [tube 


| Wer: *. tic Gogs 


On dark reſerve what better can prevail, 220 


Or from the fluent tongue produce the tale, 


Than when two ſriends, alone, in peaceful place) 


 Conter, and wines and cates the table grace; 

Put mic, the kind inviter's cheerful face ? 

Thus might we fit, with ſocial goblets crown'd, 225 
Till the whole circle of the year goes round. 

Not the whole circle of the year would cloſe 


My loug narration of a life of woes. 


But ſuch was Heaven's high will! Know then, 1 


came 


From ſacred Crete, and ſrom a fire of fame: 230 


Caster Hykicides that name he bore) 

Belov'd and huncur'd in his native race: 

Bleſt in his riches, in his children more. 

Sprung from a handmaid, ſrom a bought ans. 

| ſhar'd his kindnefs with his lawful race: 235 
But when that fate, which all muſt undergo, 

Fron carth remov'd him to the ſhades below; 
The large domain his greedy ſons divide, 

And each was portion'd as the lots decide. | 
Little, alas! was leſt my wretched ſhare, 230 
Except a houſe, a covert from the air: = 
Zut what by niggard fortune was denied, 

A willing widew's copious wealth ſupplied. 

My zalour was my plea, a gallant mind 

That, true to he nour, never logy'd behind 24 5 
(The ſex is ever to a ſoldier kind). 

Now waſting years my former ſtrength confound, 
And added woes have bow'd me to the ground; 

Yet by the flubble you may gueſs the grain, 

And mark the ruins of no vulgar mann. 250 
Me, Pallas gave to lead the martial orm, | 
And the air ranks of battle to deform : 

Me, Mars infpir'd to turn the foe to flight, 

And tempt the ſecret ambuſh ol the night. 
2 ghaſtly death in all his — appear, 255 
i him not, it was not minc to fear. Es 
Before the reit l raid my ready ſteel; 

e net I met, he yielded, or he fell, 

But werks of peace my ſoul diſdain'd to bear, 

Che rural labour, or domeſtic care. 2460 
fo rule the matt, the millile dart to * 

And tend feet arrows from the bounding ring. 
nude rat ful ro my mind: 
Uhofe (ls, who turn (to various ende deſign d, 
The var ne thenghts and talents of wankin d. 

Before the t'tegians ton i'd the Vroiun p ina, | 
Nine times commander or by land or main, 


tn foreign 64.0] fpreac my glory far, 
| erreat in the 3 rich iu the ſpoils of war: 


hence ch: 11 24 with riches as increas d in fame, 27 70 
10 Cret, return'd, an honourable name. 

zt when r at Jove that direſul war decreed, 
Which reu>'d all Greec?, and made the mighty 
Our Hates myfell an Idomen employ i bleed; 


| ro lead their flects, and carry death to Troy. 275 
Por traitors wait kis way, with dire deſign 21 


Nine years we warr'd; the tenth ſaw llion fall; 
Home ward we ſail'd, but Heaven diſpers'd us all. 
ne only month my wiſe enjoy'd my ſtay; 
Zo will'd the God who gives and takes away. 
Nine ſhips I mann'd, equipp'd with ready ſtores, 280 
lutent to voyage to th Egyptian ſhores; 
lu feaſt and ſacrifice my choſen train 
'ix days conſum'd; the f venth we plong?'4 the 
Crete's araple fields diminiſh to our eye; 


Be ſote the Boreal blaſts the veſſcls fy; 2*5 


| 


+ {lis | | | 


254 


Safe through the level ſeas we ſweep our way; 
The ſteer- man governs, and the ſhips obey. 
The fifth ſair morn we ſtem th Egyptian tide : 


And tilting o'er the bay the veſſels ride: | 
To anchor there my fellows | command, 
And ſpies commiſſion to 


290 While here I ſojourn'd, oft I heard the fame 
explore the land. 


But, fway'd by luſt of gain, and headlong will, | 


The coaſts they ravage, and the natives kill. 
The ſpreading clamour to their city flies, 
And horſe and foet in mingled tumult riſe. 
The reddening dawn reveals the circling fields, 
 Horrid with briſly ſpears, and glancing ſhiclds. 
Jove thunder'd on their fice. Our guilty head 
| We turn'd to flight; the gathering vengeance 
ſpread | [dead. ( 


On all parts round, and heaps on heaps lic 3000 | 
1 then Lorute my thought, what courſe to prove; Full oft has Phidon, whilſt he pour's the wine, 


(And ſure the thought was dictated by Jove, 
Oh! had he left me to that happrer doom, 
And ſav'd a life of miſeries to come!) 
The radiant helmet from my brows unlac'd, 
And low on earth my ſhicld7and javelin caft, 
I met the monarch with à ſuppliant's face, | 
Approach his chariot, and his knees embrace. 
He heard, he ſav'd, he plac'd me at his fide; 
My ſtate he pity'd, and my tears he dried, 310 
Reſtrain d the rage the vengeful foe expreſs d. 


305 


— 


And turn d the deadly weapons from my brraſt. 


Pious ! to guard the hoſpitable rite,” 


ln Zgypt thus with peace and plenty bleſt, 3rs5 
I liv'd (and happy ſtill had liv'd) a gueſt, | 
On ſeven bright years ſucceſſive bleſſings wait; 
The next chang'd all the colour of my fate. 
A falſe Phœnician, of inſidious mind, 
| Vers'd in vile arts, and foe to human kind, 320 
With ſemblance fair invites me to his home; 
I ſeiz d the proſſer (ever fond to roam); 
Domeſtic in his faithleſs roof I ſtay d, 
Till the ſwiſt ſun his annual circle made. 
To Libya then he meditates the way; 
With guileful art a ſtranger to hetray, 
And ſell to bondage in a foreign land: 3 
Much doubting, yet compell'd, I quit the ſtrand. 
Through the mid ſcas the nimble pinnace fails, 
Aloof of Crete, from the northern gales: 330 
But when remote her chalky cliffs we loſt, 
And far from ken of any other coaſt, 
When all was wild expanſe of ſea and air; ; 
Then doom'd high Jove due vengeance to pre- 


325 


ne * a night of horrors o'er their head 335 
(The ſhaded ocean blacken'd as it ſpread); 

He launch'd the fiery bolt; from pole to pole 
Broad burft the lightnings, deep the thunders roll; 
In giddy rounds the whirling ſhip is toſt, 

And all in clouds of fmothering ſulphur loſt. 340 

As from a hanging rock's tremendous height, 

The ſable crows with intercepted flight 

Drop headlong : ſcarr d and black with ſulph'rous 

So from the deck are hurl'd the ghaſtly crew. 

Such end the wicked found: but Jove's intent 345 

Was yet to ſave th' oppreſs'd and innocent 

. Plac'd on the maſt (the laſt recourſe of life) 

With winds and waves I held unequal ftrife; 

For nine long days the billows tilting o'er, 


Tho tenth ſoſt waſts me to Theſprotia's ſhore. 350 


- 


tun d. 


*ſhue: | 


POPE'S HOMER. 
The monarch's fon a ſhipwreck'd wretch reliev's, 


The fire with hoſpitable rites receiv d, 


And in his palace like a brother plac'd, 


With gifts of price and gorgeous garments grac'd. 


355 
How late Utyſlies to the country came, a 


How lov'd, how honour'd, in this court he ſtay'd, 
And here his whole collected treaſure lay d; 
' I ſaw myſelf the vaſt unnumber'd ſtore 
295 Of ſteel elaborate, and refulgent ore, 
And braſs high heap'd amidſt the regal dome; 


360 


Immenſe ſupplics for ages yet to come 


Mean time he voyag'd to explore the will 
Of Jove, on high Dodana's holy nell, 


What means might beſt his ſafe return avail, 
To come in pomp, or bear 2 ſecre: ſail! 


Atteſting ſelemr. all the Powers divine, 


That foon Ulyſſes would return, declar'd, 
| The ſailors waiting, and the ſhips prepar'd, 


370 
But firit the king diſmiſs'd me from his heres, 


| Fer fair Dulichium erw] with fruitiul ſtores ; 


To good Acaſtuy? friendly care conſign : 


And miſcry demands me once again. 


Soon as remote from ſore they plough the wave, 


With ready hands they ruſh to ſeize their ſlave; 


At eve, at ſthaca's delightſul land | 

Fhe ſhip arriv'd : forth iſſuing on the ſand 
They ſought repaſt; while to th' unhappy kind, 
The pitying Gods themſelves my chains unbind. 
oft I deſcended, to the ſea applied 385 
My naked breaft, and ſhot along the tide. _ 
Soon pal d heyoud their ſight, I left the flood, 


And took the ſpreading ſh<)ter of the wood. 


U prize eſcap'd the faithleſs pirates mourn'd; 
But deem'd inquiry vain, and to their ſhip re- 
Screen'd by protecting Gods from hoſtile eyes, 
They led me to a good man and a wiſe, - 
To live beneath thy hoſpitable care 


Unhappy gueſt ! whoſe forrows touch my mind! 


Thus geod Eumæus with a ſigh rejoin'd) 


For real ſufferings ſince | grieve ſincere, 

Check not with failacies the ſpringing tear; 

Nor turn the paſiion into groundleſs joy | 
For him, whom Heaven has deſtin'd to deſtroy. 400 


* 


Or in his friend's embraces died away ! 


raiſe | EN 
Hiſtoric marbles, to record his praiſe : 
His praiſe, eternal on the faithful lone, 
Had with tranſmiſſive honours grac'd his ſon. 
Now ſnatch'd by harpies to the dreary coalt, 
Sunk is the hero, and his glory loſt! 

While penſive in this ſolitary den, 

Far from gay citiesand the ways of men, 
linger life; nor to the court repair, 

But when the conſtant queen commands my care; 
Or when to taſte her hoſpitable board, | 


Some gueſt arrives, with rumours of ker lord; 


365 


But other counſels pleas'a the ſailors mind: 
New icauds were plotted by the faichleſs train, 375 


Then with theſc tatter'd rags they wrapp'd me 
— And fearing Jove, whom mercy's works delight. | EL . 
81 y (Stripp'd of my wa) and to the veſſel bound. 380 


390 


And wait the woes Heaven doums me yet to bear. 


Oh! had he periſh'd on ſome well ſought day. | | 


That grate:ul Greece with ſtreaming eyes might 


405 


410 
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And theſe indulge their want, aad thoſe ther] Scme in the flames, beſtrow'd with flour, they ! 


woe, | threw : 

And here the tears, and there the goblets flow. Some cut in fragments, from the forks they drew : 

Zy many ſuch I have been warn'd; but chief Theſe while on ſeveral tables they diſpote, 480 

By one ZEtolian robb'd of all belief, As prieſt himſcif th: blameleſs ruſtic rote ; 

Whoſe hap it was to this our roof to roam; Expert the deſtinꝰd victim to difpart | 

For murder baniſh'd from his native home. 420 | In ſeven juſt portions, pure ot hand and heart, 
He ſwore, Ulyſſes on the coatt of Crete I One facred to the nymphs apart they lay; 

Staid but a ſeaſcn to refit his fleet; | _ | Another to the winged fon of May: 43 « 

A few revolving months ſhould walt him ver, The rural tribe in common ſhare the reſt, 


Fraught with bold warriors, and a bouudlleſs ſcore. | The king the chine, the honour of the ſeatt, 
O thou! whom age has taught to underftand, 425 | Who fate delighted at his ſervant's board; 
And Heaven has guided with a f wwouring haud! The faithful fer vant joy'd his unknown lord. 


On God or mortal to obtrude a lie On! be thou dear (Ulyſſes cry'd) to Jove, 490 
Terbear, and dread to flatter as to die. As well thou claim'ſt a grateful ſtranger's love * 
Not for ſuch ends my houſe and heart are free, Be then thy thanks (the bountcous ſwain —_ 
But dear reſpect to Jove, and charity. 430} ply'd) 
And why, © ſwain of unbelieving mind! ] Enjoyment of the good the Gods provide. 
| (Thus quick reply'd the wiſeſt of mankind) From God's own hand deſcend our joys and woes; = 
| Doubt you my aath? yet more my faith to try, ) | Theſe he decrees, and he but ſuffers thoſe: 49g 
| A ſolemn compact let us ratify, ; All power is his, and whatſoe er he wills, | 
5 And witneſs every Power that rules the ſy! 435) | The will if-If, omnipotent, fulfils. | 
I! here Ulyſſes from his labours reſt, | This faid, the firſt fruits to the Gods he gave; 
| | Be then my prize a tunic and a veſt; | Then pour'd of offer'd wine the ſable wave: 
And, where my hopes invite me, ſtraight b In great Ulyſſes" hand he plac d the bowl, 500 | 
In ſafety to Dulichium's friendiy eburt. He late, and ſweet reflection cheer'd his foul, = 
But, if he greets not thy deſiring eye, 440) The bread from caniſters Meſaulius gave, 
Hurl me from yon dread precipice on high; C (Eumzus proper treaſure bought this — 
The due reward of frand and perjury. And led from Taphos, to attend his boat | | 
Doubtleſs, O gueſt! great land and — A ſervant added to his abſent lord)  goxg 
werere mine | | His taſk it was the wheaten loavea to lay, 
(Reply'd the ſwain far ſpotleſs faith divine) And from the banquet take the bowls away: 
If. aiter ſocial rites and gifts beſtow'd, 445 | And now the rage of hunger was repreſs d, 
I flain'd my hoſpitable hearth with blood, I And each butakes him to his couch to reſt. 
How would the Gods my righteous toils ſucceed, | Now came the night, and darkneſs cover'd o er 


Aud bleſs the hand that made a fir: anger bleed? The face of things; the winds began to roar: 
No more—th' approaching hours of ſilent night The oriving ſtorm the watery weſt wind pours, 
Firſt claim reſection, then to reſt invite; 450 | And Jove defcends in deluges of ſhowere, 


'{ Beneath our humble cortage let us haſte,  & | Studiousof reſt and warmth, Ulyſſes lies, 
| And here, unenvy's, rural dainties taſte. Foreſecing from the firſt the ſtorm would riſe ; ST s 
Thus commun d thele; while ta their lowly In mere neceſſity of coat and cloak, _ 

- | With artful preface to his hoſt he ſpoke : | 
The full-fed ſwine N with evening home; | Haar me, wy friends! who * good banquet 
Compell'd, reluctant, to the ſeveral (ties, 455 grace 
With din obſtreperous, and ungrutetul cries, | is ſweet to play the ſaol in time and „„ 
Then to the flaves.—Now from the herd the beſt | And wine can of their wits the wiſe beguile, 520 
SeleR, in honour of our ſoreign guelt : | | Make the fage frolic, and the ſerious ſmile, 

With king let us the genial banguet ſhare, [The grave in merry meaſures friſk about, 

For great and many are the grieſe we hear ; 460 | And many a long-repented word bring out. 

While thoſe who from our labcurs heap their | Since to be talkative I now commence, | 
ä board, I Let wit caſt off the ſullen yoke of ſenſe. [cays? 
-_  Blaſpheme their feeder, and forget their lord. | Once I was ſtrong (would Heaven reſtore thoſe 


Thus ſpeaking, with. diſpatchſul hand he took | Aid with my betters claim'd my ſhare of — 
| A vighty axe, and cI-it the tid oak; | Ulyies, Menelaus, led forth a band, > 
_ Thizen the earih he pil'd; a kar Cat! i, abs} And join'd me with the em ('ewas their own com- 
| | Of five years age, before the pi: i was led: | mand); 
The iwain, whum 205 of picty delight, | IA deathful ambuſh for the foe to lay, | $30 
Obſcrvant of the G Gods, begins tac rice; | Beneath Troy s walls by night we took cur way: 
| Firſt ſhearsthe forehcad 14 the brilt „ boar, There clad in arms, along the marſhes ſpread, 
| Aud ſuppliant lands, in- zoking every Power 100 | We made the oz ler- ri aged bank our bed. 


3 ſpred Ulyſſes to his 1 ative more. pull ſoon th' inclemency of Heaven | feel, _ — 
1 knotty {tzke chen aimiug at his head. Nor had theſe ſhoulders covering but of iteel, 535 
| Down Eropp'c hie grom ing, aud rhe ſpirir fled. | Sharp blew the north; inow whitening all the 
3 The ſcorch! ug flames climb r.und on every ie: fielus | | ſhields. 
Then the ſing 8 members they with ſſeili divide; | Freze with the blaſt, and gathering glaz' d our 
On thef», in rue af fat invois'd@ v. ith — Th. re all dur J, well ene d with cluak 2nd veſt.” 
| The Halceſs nurfzl- lay from eviry r: .. I.: covcr'd dy their ample ſai-Ids at 208. 
5 | — 


s 
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Methinks too diſtant from the fleet we lie: 
0 


Faſt by my fide, and ſhivering thus I ſaid : 


| (That wit, which, or in council or in fight, 
_ Huſh thee, he cry'd, (ſoft-whiſpering in my car) 


Speak not a word, leſt any Creek may hear 
And then (ſupporting on his arm his head) 


Nimbly he roſe, and caſt his garment down; 


And ſafe I ſlept, till brightly dawning ſhone 
The morn conſpicuous on her golden throne. 


256 
Fool that I was! I left behind my own; "F 


The ſkill of weather and of winds unknown, 
And truſted to my coat and ſhield alone 
When now was waſted more than half the night, 


Aad the ſtars faded at approaching light; [ 


Sudden | jogg*d Ulyſſes, who was laid 545 | 
Here longer in this field | cannot lie; 

The winter "pinches, and with cold 1 die, 

And die aſham'd (O wiſeſt of mankind) 

The only fool who left his cloak behind. 550 
He thought, and anſwer'd : hardly waking yet, 

Sprung in bis mind the momentary wit 


Still met th* emergence. and determin'd right.) 


Hear me, companions? (thus aloud he ſaid) 


Ev'n now a viſion ſtood before my eye, 

And ſure the warning viſion was from high: 

Let from among us ſome ſwift courier riſe, 

Haſte to the general, and demand ſupplies, 
Upſcarted 'Thoas ſtraight, Andrzmon's fon, 


565 
Iuftant, the racer vaniſh'd off the ground; 
That inſtant in his cloak I wrapp'd me round : 


Oh, were my ſtrength as then, as then my age 


| 
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Yet, tatter'd as I look, I challeng'd then 

The honours and the offices cf men: 

Some maſter, or ſome ſervant. would allow 

A cloak and veſt—but | am nothing now! 575 

Well haft thou ſpuke (re juin'd the attektive 
ſwaln) | 

Thy lips let fall no idle word or vain | | 

Nor garment ſhalt thou want, nor aught beſide, 

Meet for the wandering ſuppliant to provide. 

But in the morning take thy clothes again, 

For here one veſt ſuffices every ſwain; 

No change of garments to our binds is Known: 

But, when return'd, the good Ulyies' ſen 

With better hand ſhall grace with fit attires 


The honeſt heruſman roſe, as this he ſaid, 
And drew before the hearth the ſtranger's bed : 
The fleccy ſpoils oi ſheep, a goat s rough hide 
He ſpreads; and adds a mantle thick and wide: 3 
With ſtore to heap above him, and below, 590 
And guard each quarter as the tempeſts blow, 
There lay the king and all the reſt ſupine; 
All, but the careful maſter of the ſwine : 
Forth haſted he to tend his briſtly care : 


His weighty ſaulchion o'er his ſhoulder tied: 
His ſhaggy cloak a mountain goat ſupplied : 


600 


Some friend would fence me from _— WIE 


| - "they wy. 


— 


an BOOK XV. 
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: THE ARGUMENT. 


| The Return of Telemachur. ; 


E Gediefe 3 3 Telemachas i in a viſion to * to Af Piifiratus and be take 3 | 


Menelaiis, and arrive at Pylor, where they part; and Telema: bus ſets ſarl, after having rectived on 


| board Theoclymenus the ſoothſayer. The ſcene then changes ta the cottage of Eumeus, who entertains Ulyſſes 
with a recital of bis adventures. In the mean time Telemachus arrives on tbe _ 4 " | 


| EG OO TOY» ras oe. 
ow had Minerva reach'd thoſe ample plains, Hence to Ade and his "REM * 


Fam'd fer the dance, where Menelaus reigns; | 


Anxious ſhe flies to great Ulyſſes' heir, 
His inſtant voyage challeng'd all her care. 
Beneath the royal portico diſplay'd, | 
With Neſtor's ſon, Telemachus was lay'd; 
In fleep profound the ſon of Neſtor lies; 
Not thine, Ulyſſes! Care unſeal'd his eyes: 
| Reſileſs he griev'd, with various fears . 
And all thy fortunes roll'd within his breaſt. 
When, O Telemachus! (the Goddeſs ſaid) | 
Too long in vain, too widely haſt thou ſtray d. 
Thus leaving careleſs thy paternal right | 
The robber's prize, the prey to lawleſs might. 


On ſond purſuits neglectful while you roam, 15 


Er'n now the hand of rapine ſacks the dome. 


10 


To launch thy veſſel for thy natal ſhore; 
Fly, whilſt thy mother victuous yet withſtands 
Her kindred's wiſhes, and her fire's commands ; 


5 | Through both Eurymachus purſues the — | 


And with the nobleſt gifts aſſerts his claim. 
Hence, therefore, while thy ſtores thy own remain; 
| Thou know'ſt the practice of the female train: 
Loſt in the children of the preſent ſpouſe 25 
They flight the pledges of their former vews; 
Their love is always with the lover paſt; 

Still the ſucceeding flame cxpels the laſt, 
Let o'er thy houſe ſome choſen maid preſide, 
Till Heaven decrees to bliſs thee in a bride. 30 
But no thy more attentive cars incline, 

; Obſerv. the warnings of a Power diviue: 


$o | 


His gueſt, and ſend thee where thy foul deſires. 535 


Well arm'd, and fenc'd againſt nocturnal air; 595 


With his broad ſpear, the dread of dogs and men, 
| He ſeeks his lodging in the rocky den. 
| There to the tuſky herd he bends his way. * 
Where, ſcreen's from — — oer · arch d 
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| Who drives the free, or ſtays the haſty friend ; 


Nor check our ſpeed, impatient of delay. 
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— ſands, or ſtraits of Ithaca : 

To ſcize thy life ſhall lurk the murderous band, 35 
Ere yet thy footſteps preſs thy native land. 
No—ſooner far their riot and their luſt 

All- covering earth ſhall bury deep in duſt! 

Then diſtant from the ſcatter'd iſlands ſteer, 

Nor let the night retard thy full career ; 40 
Thy heavenly guardian ſhall inſtruct the gales, 
To ſmooth thy paſſage, end ſupply thy ſails: 
And when at Ithaca thy labour ends, | 
gend to the town thy veſſel with thy friends; 
But ſeek thou firſt the maſter of thy ſwine 45 

For ſtill to thee his loyal thoughts incline ): 

There paſs the night: while he his courſe purſues 
To bring Penelope the wiſh'd-for news, 
That thou, ſafe failing from the Pylian ſtrand, 

Art come to bleſs her in thy native land. 50 


To the pure regions of eternal light. 


| Mean while Piſiſtratus he gently ſhakes, [wakes : 


And with theſe words the flumbering youth a- 


3 Riſe, ſon of Neſtor ! for the road prepare, <5| 
And join the harneſ#d courſers to the car. 


What cauſc, he cried, can juſtify our flight, 
To tempt the dangers of forbidden night? 
Here wait we rather, till approaching day 
Shall prompt our ſ 


peed, and point the ready way. 60 
Nor think of flight, before the Spartan king | 
Shall bid farewell, and bounteous preſents bring ; 
Gifts, which, to diſtant ages ſafely ſtor d, | 


The ſacred act of friendſhip ſhall record. [eaſt, 
Thus he. But when the dawn beſtreak' d | 


The king from Helen roſe, and ſought his gueſt. | 
As ſoon as his h the hero knew, 
The ſplendid mantle round him firſt he threw, 


Then o'er his ample ſhoulders whirPd the cloak, |} 


Reſpectful met the monarch, and beſpoke: o 
Hail great Atrides, favour'd of high Jove! 
Let not thy ſriends in vain for licence move. 
Swilt let us meaſure back the watery way, 


lk with deſire ſo ſtrong thy boſum glows, 75 
m, ſaid the king, ſhould I thy wiſh oppoſe; | 
For cft in others freely | reprove 
The ill-tim'd efforts of oſſicious love; 
Who love too much, hate in the like extreme, 
And both the golden mean alike condemn. 30 
Alike he thwarts the hoſpitable end, | 


True friendſhip's laws are by this rule cx preſs d, 
Welcome the coming, ſpecd the parting zueſt. 


Vet ftay, my friends, and in your chariot take 85 | 
I They waſh. 'Thetables in fair order ſpread, 
he glittering caniſters are crown'd with bread; 


The nobleſt preſents that our love can make: 
Mean time commit we to our women's care, 
Some choice domeſtic viands to prepare; 
The traveller, riſing from the banauet gay, 
Eludes the labours of the tedious way. | 
Taen if a wider courſe ſhail rather pleaſe 
Through ſpacious Argos, and the realms of Greece. 
Atrides in his chariot ſhall attend; 
Himſelf thy convoy to each royal friend. 
No prince will let Ulyfes' heir re move 953 
Without ſome pledge, ſome monument of love; 
Theſe will the caldron, theſe the tripod give, | 


From thoſe the well-pair'd mules we ſhall receive, 
* emboſs d hgſe golden figures livr 
on, VI. | — 


— 


2 . 


To whom the youth, for prudence fam'd, replied - 
O monarch, care of Heaven! thy people's pride! 
No friend in Ithaca my place ſupplies, 
No powerful hands are there, no watchful eyes : 
My ſtores expos d, and fenceleſs houſe demand 
| The ſpecdieſt ſuccour from my guardian hand; 105 


| Leſt, in a ſearch too anxious and too vain 


Of one loſt joy, I loſe what yet remain. 
His pu when the generous warrior heard, 
He charg'd the houſehold cates to be [wok 


Swift as the word he forms the riſing blaze, 
And d'er the coals the ſmoking fragments lays. 


Mean time the king, his fon, and Helen, went 


Where the rich wardrobe breath'd a coſtly ſceut. 


| The king ſelected from the glittering rows 
A bowl; the prince a filver beaker choſe. 


Thus ſpoke the Goddeſs, and reſum'd her gehe | The beauteous queen revolv'd with careful eyes 


Her faireſt textures of unnumber'd dyes, | 
And choſe the largeſt : with no vulgar art 129 
Her own fair hands embroider'd every part: 
Beneath the reſt it lay divinely bright, 


| Like radiant Heſper o'er the gems of night. | 
Then with each gift they backen d to their gueſt, 
And thus the king Ulyſles' heir addrefs'd: 128 


Since fix'd are thy reſolves, may thundering Jove 
With happicſt omens thy deſires approve ! 


This filver bowi, whoſe coſtly margins ſhine 


Enchas'd with gold, this valued gift be thine; 
To me this preſent of Vulcanian frame, 130 


From Sidon's hoſpitable monarch came 
To thee we now conſign the precious load, 


The pride of kings and labour of a God, 
| Then gave the cup; while Megapenthe brought 


The ſilver vaſe with living ſculpture wrought. 135 
The beauteous queen, advancing next, diſplay'd 
The ſhining veil, and thus endearing faid : 

Accept, dear youth, this monument of love, 
Long ſince, in better days, by Helen wove ; 


I Safe in thy mother's car: the veſture lay, 140 
To deck thy bride, and grace thy nuptial day, 
| Mean time may'ſt thou with happieſt ſpeed regain 
Thy ſtately palace, and thy wide domain. . 
ö She ſaid, and gave the veil; with grateful look 

The prince the variegated preſent took. 148 
And now, waen through the royal dome they. 


pal d, 5 
High on a throne, the Eing each ſtranger plac'd. 


A golden ewer th' attendant damſel brings, 


Replete with water from the cryſtal ſprings : 


à ſiiver laver of capacious ſize. 
Viaudls of various kinds ailure the taſte, 


Atrides' fon the purple draught prepares. 


und now (each ſeated with the genial feaſt, 


And the ſhort rage of tnirſt and hunger ecas'd) 
Ulyſſes' fon, with his :Huſtrious fr icud, 169 


The horſes join'd, the polifl*d car aſcend. 


Along the court the ficry ſtzeds rebound, 
And the wide portal echoes t» the ſound. | 
The king precedes; a bowl with frazrant wine 


| (Livation deſtin'd to — — 3. — 1 52 


257 


Now with the dawn, from his adjoining home, 116 
Was Boethædes Eteonus came; | | 


— — 2 


- -—— — __— — — —_ 
—_ —— 


With copious ſtreams the ſhining vaſe ſupplies 150 = 


Of choiceſt ſort and favour; rich repaſt! 156 5 
go | Whilſt Etconus portious out the ſhares, The 


X 
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His right - hand held: before the ſleeds he ſtat: ds, 
Then, mix'd with prayers, he utters theſe com- 
mands: 

Fare well, and proſper, youths let Neſtor know 
What grateful thoughts Ball; in this boſom glow, 
For all the proofs of his paternal care, 170 
Through the long dangers of the ten years war. 
Ah! doubt not our report (the prince rejoin'd). 
Oft all the virtues of thy generous mind 
And oh! return'd might we Ulyſſcs meet! 

To him thy preſents ſhow, thy words repeat: 175 
How will each ſpeech his grateful wonder raiſe 
How will each gift indulge us in thy praiſe ! 

Scarce ended thus the prince, when on the righ 

Advanc'd the bird of Jove : auſpicicus fight ! 
A milk-white fowl his clinching talons bure, 180 
With care domeſtic pamper d at the floor. 
Peaſants in vain with threatening cries purſue, 
In ſolemn ſpecd the bird maje ſlic flew 

Full dexter to the car: the proſperous ſight 

Fill'd every breaſt with wonder and delight. 
But Neſtor's ſon the cheerful ſilence broke, 

And in theſe words the Spartan chief beſpoke. 

Say, if to us the Gods theſe omens ſend, 

Or fates peculiar to thyſclf portcnd ? 

1 monarch paus'd wich doubes op 
&d, 

The * queen reliev'd his labouring breaſl 

= r cried, to whom he Gods hoe gh 


| 185 


To 3 this fign, and myſcic ſenſe of Heaven. 

As thus the plumy ſovercign of the ar 

Left on the mountain's brow his callow care, "9 ; 

And wander'd through the wide zthereal way 

To pour his wrath on yon luxurious prey : 

30 ſhall thy godlike father tuſs'd in vain 

Through all the dangers of the boundleſs main, 
| Arrive (or is perchance already come) 

From flaughter'd gluttons to relenſe the dome. 
On! if this promis'd blifs by thundering Jove 
ne prince replicd) ſtand fix'd in fate above; 
Tao thee. as to ſome God, I'll temples raiſ-, 

And crown thy altar with the coſtly blaze. 205 
j He faid; and, bending »'cr his chariot, * 

Athwart the fiery ſteeds the ſmarting thong 

The bounding ſhaſts upon the harneſs play, 

Till nigar deſcending intercepts the way. 

To Diecles, at Pheræ, they repair, 

Whoſe boaſted fire was ſacree Alpheus' heir; 


"200| 


210 


With him all night the youthiul —— ftay' d. 


Nor found the hoſpitable rites unpay'd. 
But ſev:: as mor ing from her orient bed 


HFad tiag'd the mountains with her earlieſt red, 215 | 


They join'd the leeds, and on the chariot ſprung; 
The brazen portals in their p.Nſage rung. 
Jo Pylos ſoon they came; when thus begun 

To Nettor's heir U lyſſes? godlike fon ; 

Let not Piſiſtratus in vain be preſt, | 

Nor unconſenting bear his ſriend's requeſt ; 
Hi: friend by long hereditary claim, 

In toil» his equal, "ond in years the ſurne. 
Na farther frem cur veſſel, I implore, _ 

The courſers ative: but laſh them to the ſhore. 225 

Too long thy fathcr would his iricnds detain; 

I dread his pre ſier d kindneſs ury's in vain. 
FJ. hero paus' d and ponder'd this requeſt, 

* Wh.uc love rd duty warr'd within his breaſt. 
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Ac length reſolv's, he turn'd his ready hand, 246 
Aad laſh'd his panting courſers to the ſtrand. 
There, while within the poop with care he ſtor d 
The regal preſents of the Spartan lord; 
With ſpeed be gone (faid he}; call every mate, 
Ere yet to Neſtor I the tale relate: 235 
Ti true, the fervour of his generous heart 
Brooks no repulſe, nur could thou ſoon depart ; 
Himſelf will ſeek the here, nor wilt thou find, 
lu word alone, the Pylian monarch ki: d: | 
But when, arriv'd, he thy returu ſhall know, 240 
low will his breaſt with honeſt fury glow ! 
Uhis ſaid, the ſounding ſtrokes hie horſes fire, 
vnd ſoon he reach' the palace of his fire. 

Now (cried Telemachus) with ſperdy care 
Hoiſt every ſail, and every oar prepare. 245 


wilt as the . his willing mates obey, 


und ſeize thꝭ ir ſcate, impaticat ſor the ſea; 
Mean time the prince with ſacrifice adores 
Minerva, and her guardian aid implores ; 


New from his crime, and recking yet with gore. 
A ſeer he was, from great Melampus ſprung, 


5  Mclampus, who in Pylos flonriſh'd long, 


 Cill, urg'd by wrongs, a foreign realm he choſe, 


Nelcus his treaſures one Jong year detains; 

As long, he groan'd in Philacus's chain's: 
Mean time, what anguiſh, and what rage, combin'd, 
For lovely Pero rack'd his labouring mind 


lo Pylos drove the lowing herds along : 

Then (Neleus vanquiſh'd, and conſign'd the Fair 
o Bias' arms) he fought a foreign air; 
Argos the rich for his retreat he choſe, 


| There form'd his empire; there his palace roſe. FR : 
From him Antipharcs and Mantius came: 4 | 


Che firſt begot Oiclus great in fame, 


And he Amphiaraus, immortal name! 


The people's ſaviaur, and di vine ly wiſe, 


From Mautius Clitus, whom Aurora“ love 
Snaech'd from his beauty to the thrones above: 


| And Polyphides on whom Phabus ſhone 
With ſulleſt rays, Amwpiiaraus now gone; 275 


in Hypereſia's groves he made abodrt, 

And taught mankind the counſcls of the God. 
From him ſprung I heoclymenus, who found 
(The ſacred wine yet ſcaming on the ground) 


His ardent vows, the ſtrar ger thus addeſe d: 
O thou! that duſt thy happy courſe prepare 
With pure libations and with ſolemn prayer; 


| By that dreag Power to whom thy vows are 5 


paid: 


| By all the lives ef theſs ; thy own dear head, 235 5 


Veclare ſincerely to na foe's demand 
Thy name, thy lineage, and paterral land. 
Duran then, {aid Tele machus, to know 


| A tale ſrom falſchood ſrer, not free irom woe, 
From Ithaca, « f royal birth, I came, —— =. 


And great Ulyſſes (ever donour d name 5 
Was once my fire: though now for ever loſt 


| [a Stygian gloom he glides a penſive ghoſt! 


Whole fate inquiring through the world we roves 


| Che Lali, the wretchce, proof of filial love. 295 


When lo! a wretch ran breathleſo to the ſhore, 0 
Far from the hateſul cauſe of all his woes. 255 


Yet.*ſcap'd he death; and vengeful of his wrong 260 


B. lov'd by Jove, and him who gilds the ſkies, 270 
Vet ſhort his Gate of fe by female pride he dies.) 


Telemachus: wi:om, as to Heaven, he prets'd 280 J 
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A blooming traiu in rich embroidery dreſt, 


— 


eng! purpoſe in your walls to reſt 
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Bauch are the taſks of men of mean eſtate, | 
| Whom fortune dooms to ſerve the rich and great. 
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The ſtranger then: Nor ſhall I aught conceal, 
But the dire ſecret of my fate reveal 
Of my own tribe an Argive wretch I flew ; 
Whoſe powerſul friends the luckleſs decp purſue 
With uurcicniing rage, and force fr:m home 3oc 
he blood ſtain'd exric, ever doom'd to roam. 


Baut bear, O bear me o'cr yon azure ſiond; 
Receive the ſuppliant! ſpare my defſtin'd blood 


Stranger (replied the prince) ſecurely reſt 


Aſfianc' d in our faith; henceforth our gueſt. 305 


Thus affable, UlyTcs' godlike heir 

Takes ſrom the ſtrang-r's hand tne glittering ſpear : 
He climbs the ſhip, aſceuds the ſtern with haſte, 
And by his fide the gueſt ::ccpted plac'd. 

The chief his orders gives: th obedient band 310 
With due obſervance wait the chict's command; 
With ſpeed the mall they rear, with freed uubind 
The ſpacious ſheet, and ſtretch it to the wind. 
Minerva calls; the ready gates whey 


| 


With rapid ſpecd to whir] the: n o'er the fea. 315 


Crunus they paſ. d, next Chalcis roll'd away, 
When thickening darkneſs clos'd the Coubtful day; 
The ſilvet Phæa's giirtering rills they loſt, 
And ſæimm'd along by Elis ſacred coaſt. | 
Then cautious through the rocky reaches wind, 
And, turning fudden. hun the death deſign'd. 
Mean time the king, Eumœus. and the reſt, 
date in the cottage, at their rural feat; 
The banquet paſt, and ſatiate every man, 


| ; : To try his hoft, Viyſſes thus began: 6 
} Yer one »ight more, my fri:nds, indulge your 


gueſt ; | 


To-murrow for myſciſ I muſt provide, 
And only aſk your counſel, and a guide: £ 
Patient to roam the ſtreet, by hunger led, 330 
And bleſs the friendly hand that gives me bread. 
Therc in U:yffes* ruof I may relate . 
Ulyſſes! wanderings to his royal mate: 

Or, minzling with the ſuitors' haughty train, 


Not undeſerving ſome ſupport obtain. 333 


Hermes to me his various gifts imparts, 

Patron of induſtry and manual art: 
Few can with me in dextrous works contend, 
The pyre to build. the ſtubborn oak to rend; 
To turn the taſteſul vi and o'er the flame; 340 
Or foam the goblet with a purple ſtream. 


Alas! (Eumzus with a ſigh rejoin'd) 


H ſprung a thought ſo monſtrous in thy mind ! | 


If on that godleſs race thou would'lt attend, 
Fate owes thee ſure a miſerable end! 

Their wrongs and blaſphemics aſcend the ſky, 
And pull deſcending vengeance from on high. 
Not ſuch, my friend, the ſervants of their feaſt ; 350 


With earth's whole tribute the bright table bends, 


And ſmiling round celeſtial youth attende. 


Stay then : no cye aſkance beholds thee here : | 
Sweet is thy converſe to each ſocial car 333 


Sh Wcll-pleas's, and pleaſing, in our cottage reſt, 


Till good Telemachus accepts his g ueſt 

With genial gifts, and change of fair attires, 

And ſafe conveys the2 where thy ſoul d-ſirs— 
To him the man of wors : 0 grecνðl ee 30 

Reward this &ranger's hoſpitabl: love! 


pI 


Who knows the ſon of ſorrow to relieve, 
| Cheers the ſad heart, nor lets affliction grieve, 
Of all the ills unhappy mortals know, 
A life of wauderingsis the greateſt woe: 36s 
In all their weary paths wait care and pain, 
nd pine and penury, a meagre train. 
To ſuch a man ſince harbour you afford, 


| Relate the farther fortunes of your lord; 


What cares his mother's tender breaſt engage, 370 
And fire forſaken on the verge of ages 
Beneath the ſun prolong they yet their breath, 
Or range the houſe of darkneſs and of death ? 

Vo whom the ſweain: Attend what you inguire ; 
Lacrtes lives, te miſerable fire 375 
Lives, but implores of every Power to lay 

Fhe burden down, and wiſhes for the day. 


| Torn from his offsprivg in the eve of life, 
| Corn from th' embraces of his tender wife, 


Sole, and ali comfortlels, he waſtes away 380 
Old age, untimely poſting ere his day, | 
Ihe too, ſad mother! for Ulyſſes loſt 

Piu'd out her blo:.m, and vaniſh'd to a ghoſt. 
(So dire a fate, ye righteous Gods! avert, 
From every triencly, every feeling heart!) 385 
While yet fe was, tho' clouded o'er wirh grief, 
Her pleaſing converſe miniſler'd relief; 585 
With Crimere, her youngeſt daughter. bred, 

| One roof contain'd us, and one table fed. 

But when the ſoltly- ſtealing pace of time 390 
Crept on from childhood into youthful prime, 
Vo Samos“ iſſe ſhe ſent the wedded fairz 


Me to the ficlds, to tend the rural care; 

_ | Array'd in garments her own hands had wove, 

Vor ſeſs the darling object of her love. 393 
Her hap: ſ death my brighter days o'ercaſt, 


Yer P'rovidence deſerts me not at laſt; 

My preſent lahours ſood and drink procure, 
And more, the pleaſure to relieve the por. 
Small is the corafort from the queen to hear 400 
Unwelcome news, or vez the royal ear: a 
Black and diſcountenanc'd the ſervants ſtand, 

Nor dare to queſtion where the proud command: 


Na pr fit ſprings beneath uſurping powers: 


Want feedsnot there, wheie luxury devours, 405 
Nor harbours charity where riot reigns: 
Proud are the lords, and wretched are the ſwains. 
The ſuffcring chief at this began to melt; 
And, O Eumzus ! thou (he cricsy haſt felt 
The ſpite of fortune too ! her crucl hand are 
Suatch'd thee an infant from tliy native land! 
Snatch'd from thy parent's arms, thy parents eyes, 


| Toear)y wants a man of miſeries 


Thy whole fad ſtory, fram its firſt, declare. One 
Sunk the fair city by the rage of war, 1 


| Where once thy parents dwelt ? or did they keep. 


In humbler life, the lowing herds and ſheep ? 
So left perhaps tu tend the fleecy train, | 
Rude — ſciz'd, and ſaipp'd thee o'er the 
(| main : 
Doom'd a fair prize te grace ſome prince's board, 
ne worthy purchaſe of a forcign lard. 

If then my fortuucs can delight my friend, 

A ſtory fruitful of events attend ; 

Another's ſorruws may thy car enjoy, | 
| nd wine the lengthen'd internals employ. 425 
IL ong nights the now decliuing ycer beftows ; 
; A pert We cniccrat: by Loft cep. le, 
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+ A part in pleaſing talk we entertain; 
2 much reſt itſelf becomes a pain. 


An artiſt to my father's palace came, 
With gold and amber chains, elaborate ſrame : 


Let thoſe; whom fleep invites, the call obey, 430 Each female eye the glittering links employ, 


Their cares reſuming with the dawning day: 
Here let us feaſt, and to the feaſt be join d 
Diſcourſe, the ſweeter banquet of the mind 
 Revicw the ſeries of our lives, and taſte 


The melancholy joy of evils pat: 435 


For he who much has fuffcr'd, much will know ; 
Al pleas d remembrance builds de'ight on woe. 
Above Ortygia lies an iſle of fame, 

Far hence remote, and Syria is the name | 
(There curious cyes inſcrib'd with wonder trace 
he ſun's diurnal, and his annual race); 


Not large, but fruitful ; ſtor'd with graſs, to keep 


The bello wing oxen, and the bleating ſheep ; 
Her ſloping hills the mantling vines adorn, 


hey turn, review, and cheapen every toy, 
He took th' occafion as they ſtood intent, 
_ | Gave her the ſign, and to his veſſel went. 800 
| She ſtraight purſued, and ſeiz'd my willing arm 
I follow's ſmiling, innocent of harm. | 
Three gelden goblets iu the porch the found 
(The guetts not enter d, but the table crown'd; 
Hid in her fraudſul be ſom, theſe ſhe bore: 60g 


Arriving then, where tilting on the tides 
Prepar'd to launch the freighted veſſel rides; 
Aboard they hcave us, mount their decks, and 


weep 
With level oar along the 


| : | . | glaſſy deep. 5 
And her rich valleys wave with golden corn. 445 | Six calmy days and fix ſmooth nights we fail, 


No want, no famine. the glad natives know. 
Nor fink by ſickneſs to the ſhades below; 
But when a length of years unnerves the ftrong, 
Apollo comes, aud Cynthia comes along. 


| And conſtant Jove ſupplied the gentle gale. 
The — the 
crie 


Tauch'd by Diana's vengeſul arrow, died. 


dend the filve: bow with tender fill, 450 | Down dropp d the caitiff-corſe, a worthleſs load 


And, void of pain, the ſilent arrows kill. 

"Two equal tribes this fertile land divide, 

Where two fair cities riſe with equal pride. 
But both in conſtant peace one prince obey 


And Ctefius there, my father, holds the ſway. 455 | Sold to Laertes by divine command, 


Freighted, it ſeems, with toys of every ſort 
thip of Sidon anchor'd in our port ; 


| What time it chanc'd the palace entertain'd, 


_ S$kild in rich works, a woman of their land: 


This nymph, where anchor d the Phernician train 


To waih 


her robes deſcending to the main, 


A ſmooth-tongued failor won her to his mind = 


(For loves deceives the beſt of woman-kind). 


She told her name, her race, and all ſhe knew. 465 


$ too (ſhe cried) from glorious Sidon came, 
My father Arybas, of wealthy fame; 
But, ſnateh'd by pirates from my native place, 
The Taphiars fold me to this man's embrace. 
Haſte then (the falſe deſigning youth reply d) 
 Haite to thy country ; love ſhall be thy guide; 

Haſte to thy father's houſe, thy ſather's breaſt, 
For ftill he lives, and lives with riches bleſt, 


« Swear firſt (ſhe cry d) ye ſailors ! to reſtore 2 | And caſt their anchors, and 
A wretch in ſaſcty to her native ſhore.” 475% 


Swift as ſhe aſk'd, the ready ſailors [wore. 
She then'proceeds : Now let our compact made 
Be nor by ſignal nor by word betray'd, 

Nor near me any of your crew deſcried 


Ny road frequented, nor by fountain fide. 480 


ZB e ſilence ſtill our guard. The monarch's ipies 
(For watchful age is ready to ſurmiſe) i 

Are ſtill at hand; and this, reveal'd, muſt be 

Death to yourſelves, eternal chains to me. 


Your veſſel loaded, and your traffic paſt, 485 


Diſpatch a wary meſſenger with haſte : 
Then gold and coſtly treaſures will I bring, 
And more, the infant offspring of the king. 
Lim, child-like wandering forth, ll lead away, 


(A noble prize !) and to your ſhip convey. 490 
| us {poke the me, zud hemeward took the 
A year they traffic, and their veſſcl load, 1 Nor bears the modeſt queen a 


Their ſlores complete, and ready now to weigh, 
A ipr was ft heir lun tg convey 5 


Of fierce ſæa-wolves, and monſters of the flood. 
An helpleſs infant, I remain d behind ; 
Thence borne to Ithaca by wave and wind; 


Down to the d — the fuur fot 


And now adopred to a foreign land. OR. 
To him the king: Reciting thus thy cares, 
My facred foul in all thy ſorrows ſhares : 
But one choice bleſſing (ſuch is Jove's high will) 
Has ſweeten'd all thy bitter draught of ill: 3 
Torn from thy country to no hapleſs end, 
he Gods, have in a maſter, given a friend. 
ver frugal nature needs is thine, 
For ſhe needs little) daily bread and wine. 
While I, ſo many wanderings paſt and woes, $35 
| Live but on what thy poverty 0 
Zo pais'd in pleaſing dialogue away 1 
The night; chen down to ſhort repoſe they lay ; 
Till radiant roſe the meſſenger of day, 1 
While in the port of Ithaca, the band 
| Of young Telemachus approach'd the land; 


aſide, 


the cables tied: 
Then on the breezy ſhore deſcending join FD 
) | In grateful banquet o'er the roſy wine. 4e 
| When thus the prince : Now each hiscourſe pur- 
l to the fields, and to the city you. _ [fe 
Long abſent hence, I dedicate this dy 
My ſwains to viſit, and the works ſurvey, 
Expect me with the morn, to pay the ſkies 3% 
| | Our debt of ſafe return, in and ſacrifice, 
Then Theoclymenus : But who ſhall lend, 
Mean time, protection to thy ſtranger-friend ? 
Straight to the queen and palace ſhall | fly, 


The prince return'd ; Renown'd in days of 
Has Bond our ſather's boſpitable — — 
No other roof a ſtranger ſhould receive, 

No other hands than ours the welcome give. 

But in my «bſence riot fills the place, 33 
— ſace; 
| From noiſcful revel far remote ſhe flies, | 
ys raggly ſecs, or ben with weeping ehe. 


Now ſet the fun, and darkened all the ſhore, | 


52 | 


3 


Or, yet more diſtant, to ſome lord apply? #5359 : 


a. ad 6. eu AL, 


| 


| 


l | : 


Their foils they loos'd, they lafh'd the mit | 


35 


The hawk, Apollo's ſwift-wing'd gk - 


Seiz'd by the hand, and thus Prophetic cricd : 
Yon bird that dexter cuts th' aerial road, 
| Roſe ominovs, nor flies without a God: 


D 4 


And forth to paſture ſend the briſtly care. | 
The princes near approach the dogs delcry,. 5 
And fawning round his feet conſeſo their j JoYe 


Heard his reſounding ſtep, and inſtant faid : 
Some well known iriend, Enmzus, dends this 
His ſteps I hear; the dogs familiar play. 


— 


And emulates her former huſband's fame: 

Wich what ſucceſs, tis Jove's alone tu know, 

And the hop'd r uptials turn to juy or wo-. 
Thus ſpeaking, on the right up- ſoar' d in air 565 


His deathful pounces tore a trembling dove 

The clutted feathers, ſcatter'd from above, 

Between the hero and the veſſel pour 

Thick plumage, mingled with a ſanguine ſhower. 
Th obſerving augur took the prince alide, 


No race but thine ſhall Ithaca obey. 575 
To thine, for ages, Heaven decrees the ſway. 


Succeed the omen, Gods! (the youth rejoin'd) | 


Well plecas'd the hoſpitable rites to pay, 
The 


(it long thy ſtay) the abſence of my lord. 
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No—let Eurymachus receive my gueſt, And ſoon each envied happineſs attend 
Of nature court: ous, and by far } beſt ; : oa The man, who calls Telemachus his friend. 58a 
He wooes the queen with more reſpectiul flame, Then to Peirzus—Thou whom time has prov'd - 


A faithful ſervant, by thy prince below d! 
Tin we returning ſhall our gueſt demand, 
Accept 


this with honour at our hand. | 
To this Peiræus: Joyful | obey, 53% 
preſence of thy gueſt ſhall beſt reward 


With that their anchors he commands to 
Meunt the tall bark, and launch into the foo. - 390 
All with obedient haſte forſake the ſhores, 
And, plac'd in erder, ſpread their equal oars. 


Then from the deck the prince his ſandals takes q 


Pois'd in his hand the pointed Javelin ſhakes. 

They part; while leſſening frum the hero's Ws 
Swift to the town the well-row'd galley flew : 

The hero trod the m of the main, 

2 reach d the manſion of his fairhful ſain, 


BOOK 


XVI. 


THE ARGUMENT, 


The Date f Cie to 2 


8 Tclemachus arrivins at « the lodge fE Hun cus ſends 1 to carry Penelope the ne tui 9 bis 2 Minerua 
ig to Ulyſſes, commands Lim to di ifeeucr himſelf to his ſon. 


The Priucer, 2 eee, 


 Tolemachus 5 in bis wy, their project bein Lo 1 return to Itbaca. 


82 as the morning bluſti'd along the plaius | ; 
Ulyſſes and the monarch of the ſwains 
Awake the fleeping fires, their meal prepare, 


Their gentle blandiſhment the king ſurvry d, 


Io (Way; 
While yet he ſpoke, the priace advancing drew | 
Nigh to the lodge, and now appear d in view. 
Tranſported from his feat Eumæus ſprung, | 
Dropp'd the full bowl, and round his boſom hag; 
Kiſling his cheek, his hand, while from his eys 15 


The tears rain'd copious in a ſhower of joy. 


As ſome fond ſire, who ten long winter: grie ves, 
From foreign climes an cnly ſon receives, | 
(Child of his age) with ſtrong paternal joy 


Forward he ſprings, and claſps the favourite boy: 


60 round the youth his arms Eumæus ſpread, 
As if the grave had given him from the dead. 
And is it thon ! my ever - dear delight ! 


Oh, art thou come to bleſs my longing fight! 
Never, I never hop'd to view this day, | 
- When o'er tac waves you plough'd he Cſperat 


Way. 
Enter, my child! beyond my hopes reſtor'd, 
Oh give theſe cyes tu ſealt upon their lord ! 


Enter, oh ſeldom leen ! for Jawleſs powers 


Les much dytaiy thye frem thy ſylvan bowers. 30 


| 


| di 


replied © W 
To ſeek thee, friend, I hither took —.— 


But ſay, if in the court the queen reſide, 


Severely chaſte, or if commenc'd a bride ? - 
Thus he, and thus the monarch of the Fwains : 
Severely chaſte Penelope remains; 1 5 


| But, loſt to every joy, ſhe waſtes the day 
| In tedious cares, and weeps the night away, 1 


He ended; and (receiving as they paſs 
The javelin, pointed with a ſtar of braſs) 


They reach'd the dome ; the dome with marble 

His ſeat Ulyſſes to the princereſfign'd. (chin d. 
Not ſo—(exclaim'd the prince with decent grace grace) | 
For me, this houſe ſhall — an humbler klace: | 
T* uſing —— due to ſilver hairs | 
And rev an modeſt youth forbeary, 
Inſtant the ſwain the ſpoils of beaſts d ſupplies, 


And bids the rural throne with oziers riſe, 
There ſate the 


The frugal remnants of the former day. 
Then in à bowl he tempers generous 


Around whoſe verge a mimicivy twines. 
And now, the rage of thirſt and hun 


Thus young Ulyſſes to Eumzus Rid = 
ger, ſay, 

What veſſel bore him o'er the watery way ? 

To human ſtep our land i impervious lies, 

And rouad th coaſt a c]jitue nt accans riſe 


| 


* 


45 


prince: the feaſt Eumæ 
And heap'd the ſhining caniſters with RL * 
Thick o'er the board 22 * 


S3 
Whence, father, from what ſhore thi; rar 


2 


Willing to aid, unable to defend. 70 


'Midſt the ſwell'd inſolence of luſt and pride * 
Ev'n | unſafe ; the queen in doubt to wed, 
Or pay due honours to the nuptial bed: 


Half-breathlefs ſcaping to ths land he flew 65 
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262 
The ſwain returns: A tale of ſorrows hear: 
in ſpacious Crete he drew his natal air, 


Long doom'd to wander o'er the land and main, 
For Heaven has wove his thread of liſe with pain. 


From Thefprot mariners, a murderous crew. 

To thee, my ſon, the ſuppliant I refign, 

gave him my protection, grant him thine. 
Hard taſk, he cries, thy virtue gives thy friend. 


Can ſtrangers ſafely in the court refide, 


HOMER. 


, | 
And 1 alone the bed counnubial grac'd; 

An »1nbicft offspring ct a fire unbleſt 

Lach neighbouring realm, conducive to our woe. 
Seugs forth her peers, and every peer a foe: 130 
Ihe court proud Samos and Dulichiom fills, 

| and lofty Zacinti crowu'd with ſhady hills, 
Ev'n Ithaca and all her lord: invade 

Ih" imperial ſceptre, and the regal bed: 


Seems half to yiekl, yet flics the bridal hour! 
Mean time their licence uncontrol'd | bear; 
Ev'n now they envy me the vital air: [are 
Put Heaven will ſure revenge, and Gods tire 


Perhaps ſhe weds regardleſs of her fame, 75 
Deaf to the mighty Ulyſſæan name. = 
However, ftranger, from our grace receive 

Such honovrs as beſit a prince to give: 


Sandals, a ſword, and rubes, reſpect to prove, 


And ſafe to fail with ornaments © love. 80 
Till then, thy gueſt amid the rural train, : 


Far from the court, ſrom danger far, detain. 


Tis mine with food the hungry to ſupply, 


And clothe the naked from ti inclement K. 


Here dwell in ſafety from the ſuitors wrongs, 85 
And the rude inſults of ungovern'd tongucs. 


+ 4a 


With warmth replies the man of mighty woes: 


For ſhouldſt thou ſuffer, powerleſs to relieve, 


I muſt behold it, and can only grieve. 


The brave encompaſs'd by an hoſtile train, 


' O'erpower'd by numbers, is but brave in vain. 90 


To whom, while anger in his boſum glows, 


Since audience mild is deign'd, permit my tongue 
At once to pity and reſent thy wrong, | 
My heart weeps blood to ſee a foul ſo brave 95 


Lire to baſe infolence of power a ſlave. 


| Say, do thy ſubjeEsin bold faction riſe, 
Or prieſts in fabled oracles adviſe ? | 


| But tell me, doſt thou, prince, doſt thou behold, 


And hear, their midnight revels uncontrold ? . 


Or are thy brothers, who ſhould aid thy power, 


Turn ' d mean deſerters in the needſul hour? 
Oh! that I were from great Ulyſſes ſprung, 


Or, Heavens might he 1 
He ſhall, I truſt; a hero ſcorns deſpair!) 
Might he return, I yield my life a prey | 
To my work foe, if that avenging day 
De not their laſt : but ſhould | lofe my life 
 Oppreſs'd by numbers in the glorious firife, 110 
I chooſe the nobler part, and yield my breath, 
 Kather than bear diſhonour, worſe than death; 


Or that theſe wither'd nerves like thine were | 


be return! (and ſoon appear 


Than ſee the hand of violence invade 


The reverend ſtranger, and the ſpotleſs maid ; 


| Than ſee the wealth of kings conſum d in waſte, 175 


The drunkard revel, and the gluttons ſeatt. 


Thus he, with anger flaſhing from his eye; 
Sincere the youthful hero made reply: 
Nor leagued in ſactious arms my ſubjects riſe, 


Nor prieſts in fabled oracles adviſe; 120 


Nor are my brothers who ſhould aid my power 
Turn'd mean deſerters in the needſul hour. 

Ah me! | boaſt no brother; Heaven's dread King 
Gives from our ſtock an only branch to ſpring, 
Alone Laertes reign'd Arceſius heir, 125 
Alone Uh ſſes drew the vital air. 


| Alone to Ithacus ſhe ſtood diſplay'd, 


But go, Eumæus! to the queen inipurt 140 
Our fate return, and caſ a mother's heart. 
Vet lecret go; for :umerous are my fees, 


And here at leaſt I may in peace repeſe. 


To whom the ſwain: I hear, and Iobey: 
But old Laertrs weeps his life away, ---:" as 
And deems thee loſt: ſhall I my ſpecd employ 
To bleſs hi- age: a meſſunger of oy: 

The mournful hour that tere his fon away 


sent the fad fire in ſolitude to ſtray ; 


| Yet, buſicd with his flaves to caſe his woe, 1x50 
He dreſs'd the vine, and bade the garden blow, 
Nor food nor wine reſus'd : but ſince the day 

That you to Pylos plough'd the watery wey, 

Nor wine nor food he taſtes; bu ſunk in woes, 


blows 1 8 


Shut from the walks of men, to pleaſure loſt, 


| Penſive and pale he wauders, hall a ghoſt. 
. Wretched old man! (with tears the prince re- 


turns) 


This hour ſhould give Ulyſſes to my eyes. 

But to the queen with ſpeed diſpatchful bear 

Our fafe return, and back with ſpeed repair: 
And let ſome handrmaid of her train refort | 


To good Laertes in his rural court. | 165 | 


While yet he ſpoke, impatient of delay, 
He brac'd his ſandals on, and firode away: 


| But unapparent as a viewleſs ſhade 
ſ Efcap'd Yelemachus (the Powers above, 


| hands; TE NE 
Dauntleſo the king before the Goddeſs ſtands. 


Why to thy gadlike ſon this long diſgniſe? 
Staud forth reveal'd : with him thy cares employ 
Againſt thy foes; be valiant, and dc{troy ! | 
Lo! I deſcend in that avenging hour, ER 
To combat by thy ſide, thy guardian Power. 185 


She ſaid, and o'er him waves her wand of 


gold; 
Impcrial robes his manly limbs infold ; 
At once with grace divine his frame improves: 
At ouce with ajci' y enlarg'd he 11⁰0 ; 


The queen, averſe to love, yet aw'd by power, $38 - 


r W oa. 


6c - aa. oe 


Wild ſprings the vine, no more the garden y 
on 155 


Let ceaſe to go at man ſo bleſt but mourns? 25 
Were every wiſh indulg'd by ſavouring ſkies, 166 


w.t la a ow: 


Then from the Heavens the Martial Goddeſs flies 
Through the wide ficlds of air, and cleaves the 
In form a virgin in ſoft beauty's bloom, [ſkies; 170 
_ | Skil'd in th' illuſtrious labours of the loom. 


dit 2 8 


Seen or unſeen, o'er earth at pleaſure move): 175 
The dogs intelligeut confcfs the tread _ DN 
| Ot power divine; and howling, trembling, fled. 
The Goddeſs, beckoning, waves her deathlcſs 


Then why (the faid) O favour'd of the ſkies! 158 - 4 


ese 


of 


rn 


1 


. 


Nor I, 


THe on Ulyſſes ſhalt thou never ſee, 
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Yeuth fluſh'd his reddening check, and from his 
brows 190 
A length of Hair in ſable ringlets flows; 
His blackening chin receives a der per ſhade; ; 
nen from his eycs upſprung the Warrior Maid. 
The hero re-aſcends ; the prince or- ad 
Scarce lifts his eyes, and bows as ty a Gad. 
Then with ſurpriſe (ſurpriſe chaſti-'d by fears) 
How art tho chang'd ! (he cry'd) a God appears 
Far other veſts thy limbs majeſtic grace, 
F-r other glories Lakecn from thy lace ! 
It Heaven be thy abode 2, with pious care 
Lo! I the ready ſacriſice prepare: 
Lo gilt of labour'd 854 1d zdorn thy ſolar, 
To win thy grace: Oh fave us, Power Divine ! 
Few are my dats, Ulyſſes made reply, 
las! deſcendant of the ity. 
I am thy father. Oh my fon! my ſon! 
That father ſor whoſe fake thy days have run 
One ſcene af woc: to endleſs cares confign'd, 
And outrag' d by the wrongs of baſe e 
Then ruſhing to his arms, he kiſc d his buy 210 
Wien the ftrong raptures of a parent's joy. 
Tears bathe his check, and tears the ground be- 
.. dcw'2 
He ſtrain'd Vim cloſe, as to his breaſt he grew. 
Ah me! (exchaims the prince w:th fond deſire) 
Thou art n., thou can' nor be mu fire 
Heaven ſuch illuſi m ovly can impoſe, 
| By the faife joy to 2ggravate my woes. | 
| Who but a God can chenye the per.cral doom, 
And give to with=r'd ape a youthfui bloom ? 
Late, worn with 3 in | weeds obſcene you 
"DANS: > 220 
Now, cloth” Jin nujufy, you move a God! 
| Forbear, he cry q; lr Heaven reſerve that name, 
Give to thy father, but a tather's claim: 


195 


200 


208 


215 


2m Uiyſi, es, I/ my for:, ) am he. | 
' Twice ten ſad years o' er earth and ocean tot, 
"Tis given at length to view my native coaſt, 
Pallas, uncorquer*d Maid, my frame ſurrounds 


225 


With grace divine; her power admits no bounds : 
FS She Cer my limbs old age and wrinkles ſned; 
Now, ſtrong as youth, magnificent I tread. 


The Gods with eaſe frail man depreſs or raiſe, 
. Exait the lowiy, or the proud debaſe. 

He ſpoke, and fate. The Friucz with tranſport 
few, [dw : 235 
round his neck, while tears his check de 


OY: 


W 


FE. Nor leſs the father pour Ja (ocial flaud! 


They wept abundant, and they wept alaud. 

As the bold eagle with fierce \-rrow ſtung, 

Or parent vulture, mourns her raviſt'd young; 
They cry, they fercam, their unfledg d brood a 
| pre 

To ſome — churl, and borne by ſtealth away ; 
So they ala id: nb tears in tides had run, 

Their gricf unfiniſh'4 with the ſetting ſun: 
Bu: checking the full torrent in its flow, - 
The prince thus interrupts the ſolemn woe. 
What ſhip rranſpurtcd thee, O father, ſay, 
And what bl {v'd hand» have od thee on the way? 

All, all (U:yfſes inftunt made reply) 

I tcl] rhee all, my chi:d, my ouly joy ! 
Ph:2acians bore me to the port aſliyn'd, 
A uadon ever do Ihe Ir. n ger kind; 


250 


23C 
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| Wrapp'd i in th' embrace of ſleep, the faikful rai 
Jer ſeas convey'd me to my native rei 
Embroider'd veſtutes, gold, and braſs, ara had 255 
Conceal'd in caverns in the ſylvan ſhade, 


| Hither, intent the rival rout co ſl y, 
And plan the ſcene of death, I bend my way; : 


59 Pallas wills—but thou, my fon, explain 
The names and numbers of th' audacious train; 26@ 
"Tis mine to judge if better to employ 


| Aſit..nt force, or ſiugly to deſtroy. 


O'er earth (returns the prince) reſounds thy name, 
ny well tried wiſdom, and thy martial fame, 
Yet at thy words | ftart, in wonder loft ; 26s 
Can we engage, nor decades, but an hoſt ? 
Can we alone in furiou ;: battle ſtand, 

Againſt that numerous and determin · d band ? 
Hear then their numbers: from Dulichium came 
Fwice twenty-ſix, all peers of mighty name, 273 
Six are their menial train: twice twelve the boaſt 
Of Samos: twenty from Zacynthus coaſt : 

and twelve our c. untry's pride; to theſe belong 
3 and Phemius ſkill'd in heavenly ſong. 

no ſewers from day to day the revels wait, 27 


| Then what aſſiſtant powers you boaſt, relate, 


245] 


brach of taſt+, and ferve the feat in late. 
With ſuch a foe th unequal fight to try, 


Were vy falſe cuurage unreveng'd to die. 


Fre yet we mingle in the ſtern debate. 23S 
Mark well my voice, Ulyſſes ſtraight replies: 
Whar need of aids, if favour'd by the ſkies? | 
If ſhiclded te the dreadful fight we move, 
By mighty Pallas, and by thundering —_— 

Sufficient they (Telemachus rejoin'd) 2385 
A;ainſt the banded powers of all mankind: 
They, kizh enthron'd above the rolling clouds, 
wither te ſtrength of man, and awe the Gods. | 
Such aids expect, he cries, when ſtrong in might 
W< riſe terrific to the taik of ſiꝝ ht. | 290 
But thou, nen morn ſalutes th acrial plain, 


| 


| [he court reviſit and the lawleſs train: 


Me thither in diſguiſe Eumeus leads, 

An aged mendicant in tatter d weeds. | 
here, if baſe ſcorn inſuit my reverc nd age; 
Bear it, my ſon ! repreſs thy riſing rage. 

If outrag 4, corfe that Outrage to r. pel; 
Bear it, my fon! howe'er thy heart rebel. 


295 


Let ſtrive by pr.ycr and counſel to boy wart 


Their lawlels is lults. though thou flrive in vain; 380 
For wicked cars err deaf tu Wiſtions's call, | 
And vengeance Utrikcs whom heaven 125 dh md 
to fall. | "ſires 
Once more attend: M bo * the whoſe pov-:r in- 
The thinking mind, my foul to vengeance ſires; 
give the ſign: chat inſtant, from beneath, 307 
Aloft conv:y the inttruments r 
Armour and arms; aud if millruſt - 
Thus veil they truth in plauſible diſguiſe : | 
« Thele glittering weapons, ere he fail'd to 
« Troy, 
U!yſles view's with ſtern heroic joy : 316 5 
rhen, beamingoꝰer th illumin's wall they ſhone: 
Now duſt diſhonours, all their luſbre gone. 
bear them hence (fo Jove my ſoul inſpires) 
From the pollution of the fuming fires; 
Left, when che bowl inflames, in vengeful mood ; 
« Ye ruſh to arms, and tain the ſeaſt with blood ; 


66 


_ + Minerva. 


Telemachus in triumph fails the main. 


„ Ot ready ſwords in lucklefs hour incite 
The hand of wrath, and arm it for the fight.” 
Such be the plea, and by the plea deceive : 


Por infatuates all, and all believe. 320 
Yet for each of us a ſword to wield, 
A pointed javelin, and a fenceleſs ſhield. | 


But by my blood that in thy boſom glows, 4 

By that regard, a ſon his father owes; 

The ſecret, that thy father lives, retain 325 

Lock d in thy boſom from the houſehold train; 

Hide it from all; even from Eumzus hide, 

| From my dear father, and my dearer bride. 

One care remains, to note the loyal few 

Whoſe faith yet laſts among the menial crew; 330 
And, nothing, ere we riſe in vengeance, prove 

» Ar wig wel hens. 2 | 

To whom the youth: To emulate I aim 

The brave and wiſe, and my great father's fame. 
—— 2 —— 335 
engeance reſolv d, tis dangerous to defer. 

| What length of time mnſt we conſume in vain, | 

| r train? 

While the proud foes, induſtrious to deſtroy 
Thy wealth in riot, the delay enjoy. — 30 

_ Suffice it in this exigence alone | 

To mark the damſels that attend the throne : 

Diſpers'd the youth reſides; their faith to prove 


Jove grants henceforth, if thou haſt ſpoke from | 


Jove. 
Wdile in debate they waſte the hours away, 345 
Th' affociates of the prince repaſs'd the — | 


Wich ſpeed they guide the veſſel to the ſhores; 

With ſpeed debarking land the naval ſtores; 
Then, faithful to their charge, to Clytius bear, 
And truſt the preſents to his friendly care. 350 
Swift to the queen a herald flies t 'impart 

Her ſon's return, and caſe a parent's heart; 

Leſt, a fad prey to ever-muling cares, | 
Pale grief deſtroy what time « while REY | 

Th uncautionsherald with impatience burns, 355 

And cries aloud : Thy fon, O Queen, returns: 

Eumæus ſage approach'd th' imperial threne, 
And breath'd his mandate to her ear alone, 2 
Then meaſur d back the way The ſuitor hand, 
Stun to the ſoul, adaſh'd, confounded, ſtand ; 3bo | 
And iſſuing from the dome, before the gate, 
Wich clouded looks, a pale aſſembly fate. | 
At length Eurymachus: Our hopes are vain; 


| 


Haſte, rear the maſt, the ſwelling ſhroud difplay ; 
H tte, to our ambuſh'd friends the news convey. | 
SBcarce had he ſpoke, when, turning to the 
____ ftrand, 
| Amphincmus ſurvey'd th' alluciate 1 
Full to the bay within the winding ſhores | 
With gather'd fails they ſtood, and lifted oars. 370 
O friends! he cry'd, elate with riſing joy, 
See to the port ſecure the veſſel fly ! 
Some Gd has told them, or themſclves 8 
The bark eſcap'd; and meaſure back their way. 
Swift at the word deſcending to the ſhores, 37 5 
They moor the veſſel and unlade the ſtores: 4 
Then moving from the ſtrand, apart they fate, 
And full and frequent, form'd a dire debate. | . 
Lives then the boy? he lives (Antinous cries 
The care of Gods and favourite of the fies. 3% 
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All night we watch'd, till with her otient wheels 


Aurora flam'd above the eaſtern huls, 

And frotn the loſty brow of rocks by day 

Took in the ocean with a broad ſurvey : 

Yet ſafe he fails! the Powers celeſtial give 38g 
To ſhun the hidden ſnares of death, and live. 

But die he ſhall, and thus condemn d to bleed. 

Be now the ſcene of inſtant death decrecd : 

Hope ye ſucceſs? undaunted cruſh the foe. 

Is he not wiſe ? know this, and ſtrike the blow. 399 
Wait ye, till he to arms in council draws 


| The Greeks, averſe: too juſtly to our cauſe ? 


Strike ere, the ſtates conven'd, the foe betray 
Our murderous ambuſh on the watery way. 


Or chooſe ye vagrant from their rage io fly 301 


Outcaſts of earth, to breathe an unknown ſky ? 


[The brave prevent misfortune; then be brave, 


-And bury future danger in his grave. 
Returns he ? ambuſh'd we'll his walk invade, 


Or where he hides in ſolitude and ſhade : 409 


And give the palace to the queen a dower, 


_ | Or hins the Nieties in the hevdal hone... 


But if ſubmiſlive you reſign the ſway; 

Slaves to a boy; go, flatter and obey. 

Retire we inſtant to our native reign, 405 
Nor be the wealth of Kings conſum'd in vain; 


Then wed _ choice approves : the queen be 
— give lren. 
To ſome bleſt prince, the prince decreed by Hea- 


Abaſh'd, the ſuitor train his voice attends; 


Till from his throne Amphinomus aſcends, 419 
| Who o'er Dulicium ftretch'd his ſpacious reign, | 
A land of plenty, bleſt with every grain: 


Chief of the numbers who the queen addreſ. d, 
And though cifplealing, yet diſpleaſing leaſt. 


Soft were his words: his actions wiſdom ſway d; 


Graceful a while he paus'd, then mildly ſaĩd: 


O ſriends, forbear! and be the thought with. 


ſtond : 
'Tis horrible to ſhed imperial blood! 
Conſult we firſt th' all-ſeeing powers above, 


And the ſure oracies of righteous Jove. 420 


If they aſſent, ev'n by this hand he dies; 
If they forbid, I war not with the ſkies. 
He ſaid : The rival train his voice 2pprov'd, 


I Ard riſing inſtant to the palace mov d. „ 
I Arriv'd, with wild tumultuous noiſe they ſate, 425 


Recumbent on the ſhining throne of ſtate. 

Then Medon, conſcious of their dire debates, 
The murderous council to the queen relates. 
Touch'd ac the dreadful ſtory ſhe deſcends : 


Her haſty ſteps a damſel· train attends. — 439 
Full where the dome its ſhining valves _ — 


Sudden before the rival powers ſhe ſtands; 


| And, veiling decent with a modeſt ſhade 


Her cheek, indignant to Antinous ſaid : 


O void — faith ! of all bad men the Lp 435 


Renown'd for wiſdom, by ch' abuſe accurs d 
Mitſtaking fame proclaims thy generous mind! 
Thy deeds denote thee of the baſeſt kind. 
Wretch ! to deſtroy a prince that friendſhip given, 


While in his gueſt his mucderer he receives: 446 


Nor drcad ſuperior Jove, to whom belong 

The cauſe of ſuppliants, and revenge of wrong. 
Haſt thou forgot (ingrateſul as thou art) 

Who ſav'd hs father with a OY part? 


has %. td % od Wd _ las 
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| Thafte to mc2t my mother's longing eyes, 
And end her tear, her ſorrows, and her ſighs. 
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Lawleſs he ravag'd with his martial powers 445 Holy repaſt! That inſtant from the ſkies 


The Taphyan pirates on Thelprotia's ſhores; The Martial Goddeſs to Ulyſlcs flies: — 

Enrag' d. his life, his treaſures the y demand; She waves her golden wand, and re- aſſumes 

Ulyſles fav'd him from th avenger's hand. Frum every feature every grace that blooms; 

— would tt thou evil for his good re pay? At once hi, veftures change ; at once ſhe ſheds 

His bed diſhonour, and his houſe betray ? 452 Age o'er his limbs, that tremble as he treads; 480 

Aſſlict his queen * ? und with a murderous hand Le n to the qucen the ſwain with tranſport fly, 

Deſtroy his heir? — but ceaſe, tis | command. Unable to contain th” unruly | jor. claim 

Far hence thoſe: fears. ( Eurymachus reply ch) When near he drew, the prince breaks forth : Pro- 

O prud nt prince bid thy foul contide. What tidings, friend? what ſpeaks the voice of 

Breathes there a man who dares that heru Yay, 455 Fame? 

While I bchold the golden ligiit of day? Say, if the ſuitors meaſure hack the main, 485 

No: by the rightecus en of Heaven l fwear, Or all in ambuſh et irt for blond in vain? 
Hlis blood in vengeance ſmokes upon my Ipear. . Whcther, he cries, they meaſure hack the dood 
 Viyiſcs, w hen my infant days | led, Or li l in ambuth thirlt ! in vain for blood; | 
With wine ſuffic'd me, and with dainties fed: 400 Efcap'd my care ; where Jawlefs ſuitors ſway, 

My generous ſoul abors th” ungrareful part, ny mandate born», my foul difdain'd to ſtay. 490 

Ana my friend's fon lives dearctt to my heart. put frm th' Hcrmaan he ight I c.ft a view 

Then ſcar no mortal arm; if Haven deſi roy, Where: to the port a bark high boundirs flew; - 


We mult reſign: for man is bore to die. [fpir'd ; Her freight a ſhining band: With martial air 
Thus ſmooth he ended, yet his death con- Each p. id his ſhi. Id, and each advanc'd his ſpear : 
Then ſorrowipg, with ſad ſtæp the queen retir'd, And, it aright theſe ſearching eyes ſurvey, 495 


With ſtreaming eyes all comfortleſe deptor'd, Th' cluded ſuitors {tem the watary way. [wiles, 

Touch'd with the dear remembrance of her lord: | The prince, weli plras'd to diſappoint their 

Nor ceas'd till Pallas id her ſorrows fly, _ Steals on his fire a glan e, and ſecret ſmiles, 

And in ſoft ſlumber ſcal'd her flowing eye. 470 | And now, a thor: revalt prepar'd, they fed, 

And now Eumzus, at the evening hour, Till the keen rage of craving hunger flel, F500 

Came late returning to his ſylvan bower. Ihen to repoſe withdrawn, apart they lay, 
Dlyſſes and his fon had drels'd with art Aud in folt fleep forgot the cares of day. 
__ Ayearling bhar, and gave the Gods their part. | | | 8 


_ - 


BOOK XVI. 


| THE ARGUMENT. | 


| Talemachus refur ning to the cit 2 eats to Penelope ihe ſum of Lis tranels. UBT. s ir condufled by E. umers f. 


e palace, where hor: vid dor Argus achnureledges bis maſter, ter an _ nee of twenty years, and diet 


with joy. Eumaus returns "into the country, and Ul . remains e the ; ſuitors, _ mas: is 
deſcribed. | 1 | | 


OON as Anrora, Hrnghter of t the dawn. 'To want like mine the peopled town can yield 
| Sprinkle d with roſcate light the dewy bun: More hopes of comfort than the 1: nely held, 
 Inhaſte the prince aroſe, prepar'd to part; Nor fits ny azz” to tiil the Ieboar'd lands, 5 
His hand im patient graſps the pointed dart; Or ſtoop to t: [ks a rural lord demands. 25 
Fair on his feet the politn'd ſandals ſhine, 5 Adicu bur, fince this ravged garb can bear . 
And thus he grects the maſt'r oi the fwine: So ili th' inciemencies of morning air, 


My ſteps Eumzeus ſhall to town convey, 
With riper beams when Phabus warms the day. 


My friend, adicu ; let this ſhort lay luflice; | A few hours ſpace permit me here to ſtay; 3 | 


| But thou, attentive, what we: wrder hed ; 10 Thus he: nor aughr Telemaciu« reply d, 
This hapleſs ſtranger to the city lead; But left the m uten with a lofty ftric: : 

y public bounty let him there be ſed, ; Schemes of rev+::gc Nis pondering breaſt clate, 

And bleſs the hand that irerches !. th the benad. 145 volving Ger p tie ſuitors ſud ien fate. = 
To wipe the tears {rom all aſſlict Cd cycs, | 4 rriving now before th' izaperiat hall; 35 
My will may cover, but my power demes. _ 15 H. props bis ipcar againſt the pillzr'd wall; 

If this raiſe anger in the ſtranger's thaught, Then hke a lion ober the thruſtold bout da; 

The pain of anger pv: lines the 7?" 7 Ih marbi: pave ment with his ſtep ref unds; 

The very ruth 1 undi uls'd declare; | \ His eye flirt gan '4 where Furyclea ſpreads oy 
For what ſi caly as to be lincer=? | With furry (pulls of beaſts the tplendin! beus, 49 
To this Ulviſ.s ; What tlie prince requires 20 She ſaw, ne wept, Nie pa V. 1 cuger pace, 5 

ſwift removal, ccd n deres. Aud reach'd her matter witi: 2 long r ctubrecc. 
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All crowCed round the family appears 
With wild entrancemenc, and es ſtatic tears. 


Swilt from above deſcends tlie royal fair 45 


(Her beauteous chechs the bluſh of Venus wear, 8 

Chaiten' d with coy Diana's penſive air); 0 

Haugs aer her ſon; in his e ubraces dics; 

Bains kiffes on bis neck, his face, his yes; 

Few words ſhe ſpoke, though much ſhe had to fay; 3 

Aud ſcarce thoſæ few, tor tears, could furce their 
Way. 

Light of my eycs! he comes! unhop'd-for ju 
Hase Heaven from Pylos broug t my lovely boy? 
So Inatch'd from all our cares! — rell, haſt thou 
| known 
Thy father's fate? and tell me all thy en. 55 

O deareſt, moſt rever'd of woman kind! 
Ceaſe with thoſe tears to melt a manly mind 
(Replied the prince): nor be our ſates deplor'd, 


From death and treaſon to thy arms reſtor d. 


Go bathe, and, rob'd in white, aſcend the towers: 


Wich ail thy handmaids thank the immortal powers; | 


To every God vow hetacombs to bleed, 

And call Jove's vengeance on their guilty deed. 

While to th' aſſembled council I repair; 

A ſtranger ſent by Heaven attends me there; 65 

My new accepted gucſt I haſte to find, 

| Now to Pirzus' honour d charge conſign d. 

The matron heard, nor was his word in vain. 

She bath'd; and, rob'd in white, with all her 
h train, 


' To every God vow d hecatombs to bleed, 70 


And call'd Jove's vengrance on the guiley deed. 
Arm'd with his lance, the prince taen ew. the 
5 p gate; 2 
Two c ogs behind, a faithful guard, await; 
Pallas his form with grace divine improves; 
The gazing crowd ac mires him as he moves: 75 
Lim, gathering rou: d, the haughty ſuitors greet 
With ſemblance fair, but nward deep deceit. 
Their falſe addreſſes generuus he denied, 
_ Paſs'd on, and fate by faithful Mentor's fide; 


Wich Antiphus, and Halitherſcs tage 30 


{His father's counfellors, rever'd for age). 
Ot his own fortunes, and Ulytcs' 4 | 
Much aſſc'd the fenivrs; till Pirzus cane, 

The ſtranger: gueſt purſued him cloſe behind; 


Whom when Telemachus beheld, he join'd, 35 


He (when Pirzus aſlc” d tor haves to bring 
The giits and trcainrcs of the Spartan king) 


5 move, 
5 Dark an! nr.couſcious of the will cf Jove; 
We know not yet th 
Stabb'd in his palace if your prince muſt jail, 
Us, and our houſe, if treaſon mw th 0 . 
Better a friend p. fefs the: u, than a foc: 
I death to theſo, aud vengcance ken en dgeree, 
Riches are welcome then, nut eiſe, to me. 
Till then retain the gifte.— Ihe hore tid, 
And in his band the willing Lrabge: led. 


Then diſ array d, the ſhirinzg b ti then Cught. 

With un; uents n och) of ie. C morble 
wrougtits 

Cucdient ul. A4 with a Ane ti“! * oe 

| eupyly the limpid wave, aut ir; rat t «il: 

Then o'er their lim. efo ewe. oh rebes the; 2 4 

And fran. fc batlv; 7 70 (hear Kats wi:nurc r, 


» 
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The golden ewer a nymph attendant brings, 


* d from the pure tranſlucent ſprings; x05 
Vith copious ſtreams that golden ewer ſupplies 4 

A ſilver laver of capaciou ſize: 

They wath : the table, n fair order ſpread, 

Is p1'd with viands and the ſtrength of bread. 

Full oppoſise, before the folding gate, Ile 

Ihe penſive mother fits in humble ſtate: 

Lowly ſhe fate, and with dejected view 

The {1:ecy threads her ivory fingers drew. 

The prince and firanger ſhar'd the genial feaſt, 


| Till now ce rage of thirſt and hunger ceas'd. 115; 


hen thus the queen . My fon ! my only friene' 
Zay, to my mhurt ſul couch faall 1 afcend ? 
(The conch deſerted now a length of years: 
The couch fur ever water'd with my tcars!) 


Return, and riot ſhakes our walls anew ) 


Say, wilt thou not the Ii:aſt account afford? 


The leaſt glad tidings of my abſent lord? 


 Whcre Neſtor, ſhepherd of his people, reigns. 125 


All arts of tenderneſs to him are known, 


Kind to Ulyfles' race as to his own ; 
No father with 2 fonder graſp of joy 
Strains to his boſom his long- abſent boy. 


Or glide a ſpectre in the realms beneath; 
For farther ſearch, his rapid tte<ds tranſpert 


2 full event of ati; 90 


25 


This told Atrides au! 


| My lengthen'd journey to the Spartan court. 
Their Argive Helen 1 beheld, whoſe charms 


(So Hleaven decrecd j engag d the great in arms. 133 


N cauiz uf coming told, he thus rcjoin'd; 


And ſtill his words live perfect in my mind. 


Heavens! would a foft, inglorious, daſtard train 
An abſent hero's zuptial joys profane ! 


A timorous h:nd the lion's court invades, 


| Leaves in that iatal lair her tender fawns, 


And climbs the cliff, or feeds along the lawns; 
Mean time returning, with remorſeleſs ſway 


And thou whoſe luſtre g,i'ds the rolling ſphere: 
With power congerial join'd, prop:ticus aid 159 
"The chief adopted by the M artial- aid! | 


| Such to our wiſh the warrior ſoou reſtore, 


| Thus thoughtſul anſwers” d: Theſe we aal not 


As when, contending on the Leſbian ſhore, 

His proweſs I ilomelides conſeſs'd, LE 
And loud acclaiming Grecks the vigor bleſs a: 155 
nen foon th iz, zaders of his bed and throne 
Their love preſua.ptuous ſhall by death atone; 
Now what you 910 <ttion of my aucicnt fricnd, 

| With truth i aunver; tou the truth atterd. 


A hof, eyes ran piirce the dark recets of fates 
Sole in en il, imprifon'd by the main, 

Lhe nc] Curviver of his numerous rain, 
tis Tos HEE tain J 17 magic charnis. 

41 pre” „aun i ing in Carr ph arms. 16s 
No ſ:ilors there no velſels ts conver 7. 

Nor 57 to cut th imma abie Way 
E nom 9722 
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Say, wilt thou not {ere yet the ſuitor-crew 126 


To her the ycuth: We reach'd the Py!ian plains, 


Zut all unknown, if yet Ulyſſes breathe, 1360 - 


So wich her young, an:id the woodland ſhades, 149 | 


The monarch ſavage 3 rend> the panting prey: 145 
| With equal fury, aud with equal fame, 1 

Shall great Uly les re- aſſort his claim. | | 
O Jove! Supreme! whom men and Gods revere; 


L-3rn what i hvard the - fe born leer relate, 10 
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And honour'd with a portion of their feaſt) | 


| Along the road cue 1.8 4 5 55 Bae | 
Drocccd Ulyſics and the iti ful iwain 5 205 


Or ere brown evcni.iy rande her chiliy made. 
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He ceas'd ; nor made the penſive queen reply, 
But droop'd her head, and drew a ſecret ſigh. 
When Theolclymenus the ſcer began: 

O ſuſſering conſort of the ſaſfcring man ! 

What kumas knowledge could, tnaſe kings might 
But I the ſecrets uf high Heaven reveal. 175 (tell; 
Beſore the ſirſt of Gods be this declar'd, 


B:{ore the board whoſe bleſſing we have ſhar'd : 


Witneſs the genial rites, and witneſs all 
This houſe holds facred in her ample wall 
E'en now this inſtant, great Ulyſſes lay'd 
At reſt, or wandering in his country's ſhade, | 
Their guilty deeds, in hearing and in view, 
Secret revolves; and plans the vengeance dus. 
Of this fare auguries the Gods beſtow'd, 
When firlt our vefſel anchor'd in your road. 185 

Succeed theſe omens, Heaven ! (the __ re- 

join'd) 

So ſhall our bounties ſpeak a grate ful mind; 
And every cnvied happin: fs attend 
The man, who calls Penciope his friend. 

Thus commun'd they: while in the marble court 
(Scene of their inſvlence) the lerds reſort; 
Atkwrart the ſpacious ſquzre each tries his art, 
To whar! the diſk, cr aim the millile dart. 

Nor did the hour of ſweet repatt arrive, 


180 


And from the field the victim flocks they drive; 


Medon the herald (one wno plcas'd them beſt, 


To bid the banquet, interrupts their play. 
Swift to the hall they haste; anide they lay 
Their garments, and, iv -cinQ, the victims flay. 
Then Heep aud goats and riſtiy porkers ble d. 


And the proud ſteer was &'cr the marble e 


While thus the copious haquet 222 pruvicc; 


ken thus Eumæus, generous ard hiumane: 


To town, obſervant of our lord's behelt, 
Now let us ſpecd: my friend, no more my guet! 
Yet like myſe ll | wiſh'd thee here pret<rr', 


Guard of the flock cr keep. r of the nerd. 218 


But much to raiſe my matter's wreth I fear; 
The wrath of princes ever is {-verc. 

Thcu hecd his will, and be gur journey made 
While the broad beams of Phoebus are dilplay d, 


Juit thy advice, {the _ nt chiriĩ chin d) 
And * as ſuits the dlctate of my mind. 


Lead on: but help me to ſurne Kaff. : 7 & 
diy fee FU liep, ſiuce ru, gd is the Way. | | 
| Acrofa j inis ſhoniders chen the ſerip ke flung, 220 


ide patch'd, and taiten'd ly a dea ther g. | 
A Haff Eumwus * 


Along che V. Wy 


Chrerly they fare : behind, the keepers © ay - x 
E heſe witin their watch ſul dog: f 4 cen tar war 2 
Supply his ubLſence, and attend ti. le: | 25 


225 
Aud now his city ilrikes the mona! > 270 e 
Alas how chang'd! a man of int 75 
Propp'4 on a ſtaff, a beggar old and bare, 
ln rays dith avelt flutt cri with the +7; 
Now * pely's the rugged r: Lad, they uknex — „n; 
4 Ay LAYCT 'd way d. ſcendi gs te. 6.42 rn 

ba Ac re, tro; the SOC, witu liquid lapic dünn 

- mpid teuut; that, Ipreads in partiug ile, 
e ad there: to fer ve the city b: ings: 
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1 Dearly, full dearly. ſhalt thou buy thy bread 
| With many a fuorſtool thundering at thy head. 


Jas but for ſcraps he afk'd, and aſk'd in vain. 
To beg, than work, he bettc r underſtands ; * 

| Or we perhaps miꝝht take him off thy hands, 
For any ofitc: could the flave be good, 


| 5 e . 1 Y Wi un: 


Du pan Hal! run Merch Kt. 
And numbi:: ail; 


n! cliat as furcry gr AL, 


| Or ſme brave laltor's . 5 1. Sl. t 
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Neritus, Ithacus, Polyctor, there, 
In ſculptur'd ſtone immortaliz'd their care, 
In marble urns receiv'd it from above, 
And ſhaded with a green ſurrounding grove ; 
Where filver aldcrs, in high arches twin'd, 240 


Drink the cold ſtream, and tremble to the wi 
Beneath, ſ-queiter'd to the nymphs, is ſeen | 
A moſſy altar, deep embower'd in yreen ; 
Where conſtant vows by trav. llers are paid, 
And holy horrors ſolemnize the ſhade, 245 
Here with his goats (not vow'd to facred flame, 
But pamper'd luxury) Melanthius came: 
Two grooms attend him. With an envious loo 
He ey'd the ſtranger, and imperious ſpoke : 
The good old proverb how this pair fulfil! 


Where goes the ſwine-herd with that ill-look'd 
That giant glutton, dreadful at a feaſt ? 255 
Full many a paſt have thoſe broad ſhoulders worn, 
From. every great man's rate repuls'd with ſcorn; 
T's no brave prize aſpir d' the warthleſs ſwain, 


.o cleanſe the fold, or help the kids to food; 


It any labour thoſe big joints could learn, 
Some whey, to waſh his bowels, he might earn. 


To cringe, to whine, his idle hands to ſpread, 


Is all, by which that graceleſs maw is fed. 


Yet keas me! if thy impudence but dare 
Approach yon walls, I prophdy thy fare: 


279 


He thus : nor inlolent of word alone, 


Spurn'd with his ruſtic heel his king unknown; 


Spurn'd, but not mov'd : he like a pillar ſtood, 
Nor ſtirr'd an inch, cont mpruous, from the road: 


Doubtful, or with his Hafi ro rike |: im dead, 


Or greet the pavement wich his worthleſs head. 


Short was that doubt; to que U dis rage inur'd, 
1 


Uhe hero ſtood fe. quer d, aud endur'd. 
But, hateful of the 1 ch, Eumæus heav'd 
bis hands obt - Mane, N 228 this prayer conceiv'd: 


Diugliters of jor. | 54 from tht th real bowers 
Deſ end to {w. |] che 


_ neal victims mount in buzi g mcs! 
Fe whom Ulyff-." pirry pre rr'd 3; 
ic yearly fic ling bis flock 2rd herd; 
you Vi tary rclloce 2 ” 
„n be fine God 1 " Convoy to our fac. re! 
zavc's oftence, 230 
HS ITS £51 n. len Co 

Who, pgroutly elk, joins the 


285 


nerds at large, ä 


[Commences con ie r, and neglects his charge. 


3 


Wat mutters le? M.Getous ſharp rel ins) | 


This crafty mitereare ig with Carte defigr s 295 
Tue day hail com: ; ney, Ai ar 207 neue, | 
Wnen, flav : to 1.7 th 8 A ri, CE pn J. 45 *. 


Mult he my chte; and none treu rt thee oer, 
. . lu: d Ker {ca dal to mis! E:. 277 | n 12 J. 
9 » 

5 6.355, 


,o% 
P 5 


200 


heart 
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One rogue is uſher to another ſtill. | 
Heaven with a f-cret principle cndued 

Mankind, to ſeek their own ſimilitude. gueſt ? 


260 
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1 1 78, ad {er} the flowers! | 
3 Nym; "41s of this * Nh E : t whote ſacred names 


pierce me = 


2 
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Of the proud fun ; as that we ſtand this hour 
In laſting ſafety from the father's power ! 
So ſpoke the wretch, but, ſhunning farther 
fray, way. 
Turn' d his proud ſtep, and left them on their 
Straight to the F feaſtful palace he re pair'd, 
Familiar enter d, and the banquet ſhar'd ; 
Beneath Eurymachus, his patrun lord, 
He took his place and plenty heap'd the board, 
Mean time they heard, ſoft-crrcling in the ſky, 
Sweet airs aſcend, and heavenly min{lrelſy 
(For Phemius to the lyre attun'd the itrain) : 
Ulyſſes hearken'd, then addrefs'd the iwain : 
Well may this palace admiration claim, 
Great, and reſpondent to the maſter's fame! 315 


Stage above ſtage th' imperial ſtructure ſtands, 


Holds the chief honours, and the town commands: 
High walls and battlements the courts encloie, 


And the flrong gueſts defy an hoſt of focs. 


Far other cares its dwellers now employ : 320 


The throng' d aſſembly, and the feaſt ol joy: 
I ſee the ſmokes of ſacrifice aſpire, 
And hear (what graces every feaſt.) the lyre. 


Then thus Eumæus: Judge we which were beit ; 


Amidſt yan revellers a ſudden gueſt 325 


Chooſe you to mingle, while behind I ſtay ? 
Or | firſt entering introduce the way? ? | 
Wait for a ſpace without, but wait not long ; 
This is the houſe of violence and wrong : 


: Some rude inſult thy reverend age may bear; 330 


., 


For like their lawleſs lords the ſervants are. 


Juſt is O friend thy caution, and addreſs'd 


: (Replied the chicf) to no unhcedful breaſt; 


The wrongs and injuries of baſe mocking 


POPE'S HOMER. 


he WS 2s. wy 


Stole unpereeiv'd ; 
dry'd 
The drop humane: then thus impaſſion'd cry'd: : 
What noble beaſt in this abandon' 1 ſtate 
Lies here all helpleſs at Ulyſſes' gate? 
His bulk and beauty ſpeak no vu/par praiſe; 370 


lk as he ſeems he was in better days, 


Some care his age deſerves: or was he priz d 

For worthleſs beauty therefore now de fpis'd ? 

Such dogs and men there are. mere things of ſtate, 

Aud always cheriſh'd by their friends, the Great. 
Nut Argus ſo (Eumæus thus rejoin'd) 

But ſerv'd a maſter oi a nobler kind, 

Who never, never ſhall behold him more ! 

Long, long ſince periſh'd on a diſtary, ſhore ! 

Oh had you ſcen him, vigorous, bold, aud young, | 

Swift as a ſtag, and as a lion ſtrong; 

Him no fell lavage on the plain withſtood, 

None 'ſcap'd him, boſom'din the gloomy wood ; 

His eye how piercivg, and his ſcent b. true, 


To wind the vapour in the tainted dew 385 
Such, when Ulyſſes left his natal coalt ; . 
Nor years unnerve him, and his lord is loft! q 


The women keep the gencrous creature bare, 
A fleck and idle race is all their care: 


The maltcr gone, the ſervant what reſtrains? 390 


Or dwells humanity where riot refgns | ? 


Jove fix'd it certain, that whatever day 


Makes man a ſlave, takes half his worth away. 
This ſaid, the honeſt herdſinan {rude before ; 


e r e. monarch pauſes at the door : 395 | 
The dog, whom Fate nad granted to behold 
His lord, when twenty tedious years had roll'd 


Takes a laſt look, and, having ſeen him, dies no 


Freſh to my jenſe, and always in my mind. 335 Soclos' for ever faithful Argus“ eyes! 
The bravely patient to no fortune yields 


On rolling oceans, and in fighting ſields, | 
Storms have I paſ-'d, and many a ſtern debate ; ; 
And row in bumbler ſc-ne ſabmit to Fate. 


| Obſcrv'd Eumzus entering in the hall; 
| Diſtant he ſaw, acroſs the ſhady Fenopy 3 
Then ave a ſign, and beckon'd him to come: 


And now Telemcchus, the firſt of all, 7 4c0 | 


What cannot Want? The bieſt ſhe will expoſe, 340 


And lam learn'd in all her train of woes; 


She fills with vavics, hoſts, and loud alarms, 
The fea, the Land, and ſhakes the world with 
| arms ! 
Thus, near the gates conferring as they drew, 


Lifts to the ſound his ear, and rears his head: | 


Bred by Ulyſſes, nourifa'd at his board, 


But, ah! not fared long to pleaſe his lord ! 
To him, his ſwiſtneſs and his ſtrength were vain ; 


The voice of glory call'd him v'cr the main. 
Till then in every ſylvan chaſe renown'd, 


With Argus, Argus, rung the woods around; 
With him the y..uth purſu'd the goat or fawn, 
Or trac'd the mazy leveret o'er the lawn. 255 
N. leſt to man's ingratitude he lay, 
Unhous'd, negleGecd in the public way: 
And where in heaps the rich ;:unure was foread, 
— with reptiles, took his ſold bed. 

He knew his lord; he knew, and ſtrove to 

meet; - 360 

Tu vin he ſtrove to crawl, and kiſs his ſeet; 8 
Yet be cou'd) his tail. his ears, his cyes, 

Iu: bi- maſter; and confels his J ys. 
Suit „ toucizd che mighty maſter's ſoul; 


Aduwn his check a trar putidden ſtole, 365 


There ſtood an empty icat, Wher late was plac'd, 


In order due, th- fieward « f the fe aft, „ 


{Who naw was bufi.d c.riny rom! the board) : 
3 took. and plac' «a it near his lord. 
| Before him inflant was: te banquet ipread, 


| Aud the bri: ht batk: t pl d with louves ol bread. 
Argus, the dog, his ancient maſter knew; 345 
He, not unconſcious of the voice and trrad. 


Next cam. U'ytiles, r at the door, 410 
A ſigure deſpicahle, old, aud poor, | 5 
In {qualid v+i{t>, with many a gaping rent, 
Propp'd on a ſtafl, and trembling as he went, 


25 Then, reſting on the thireſhold of the gate, ke 
| Againſt a cypre fo pillac leau'd hi- weight 4's 
| (Smooth'd by the workman to a poliſh'd plain); 


Ihe thoughtlul ſon beheld, and call'd his fwain : 
Thele viands. and this bread: Eumeus ! bear, 
And lat yon mendicant aur plenty ſnare: 


And try the bounty of cach gracious lord: 
Bold let him act, encourag'd thus by me; 
| Pow ill, alas! do want aud ſhare agree! 

His lord's command the faithful {-rvant bears; 
The feeming beggar anſwers with his proyers. 425 
| Bleſt be Felemachus ! in every decd 

Inſpire him, Jove ! in every wiſh ſucceed ! 
1 This ſai, the portion from his ſon convey 'd 
With ſmiles receiving on his ſerip he lay'd. 


| tle lcd, and ccas d when ſilence lie ld thc lyr2. 


_— 


Then let him circle round the ſuitor's beard, 420 


Long as the miutrel ſwept the ſonnding wire, 430 


gon as the ſuitors from the banquet roſe, 
Minerva prompts the man of mia hty woes 
To t:mpt their buunties with a mighty art, 
And learn the gend raus: from th' i noble heart 
(Nut but his ful, reſcytſul as humane, 


435 


Doms ' full vengeance all the offending train); 
With ſpeaking eyes and voice of plaintive ſound, 


— he moves, imploring all aronng. 
The ro! a! feel pity, and relief heitow, 
Mieth ſuck an image tauch'd of human wee; 
| Iequining all, their wander they couſeſs, 
And © the man. majeſtic in difre(- 


d hic thus they gaze and quchicu with their eyes | 
445 


The bold 5 νniu to their thonght replies 
My lords! this ſtrarg : of giganty port 
The gond Euweu- A de to your court. 
Full well 1 mar „ th. fratures of his face, 


440 


Then all ur ROWAN tis clime, or noble race. 
Ang is this rent, fwineherd! of thy hand? 450 | 
Brivy'it thon thele vagrants to in feſt the land? 


(A- turns Antinous witi: retortea eye) 

Obj. + uncouta! to check the genial joy. 
Evongh of theſe our court already grace, 
Of giant ſtomach, and of ſamiſu d ſace. 
Such gueſts Eumæus to his country brings, 


ASS | 


To ſhare our tc ait, and lead the life of kings, | 


To whom the koſpitable ſwain rejnin'd 


Thy paſſion, prince, belies thy knowing mind. 


Who calls, tom diſtant nations to his own, 
The poor, diſtinguiſh'd by their wants alone? 


460 


Round the wide world are fought thoſe men divine 


Who public ſtructures raiſe, ur who deſign; 


Theſe to whoſe eyes the gods their ways reveal. 


Or bis with ſalutary arts to heal; 
But chief to poc:s ſuch reſpect belongs, 
By rival nations courted for then fongs ; 


Theſc ſtates invite, and mighty kings admire, - 


Wide as the ſun diſplays his vita! fre. 

It is not ſo with want! how ſew that feed 
A wrerch unhappy mercly for lis need E: 
Uvrjvſt to me and all that ferv: the ſtate, 
To love Uly ſiss is to raiſe toy hate. -- 

For me, ſufliee the approbation won 
| Of my great miltreis, and her godlike ſon, 
To him Telemachus : No more incente 


| The man by nature prone to inſolcuct: 


lnurious minds juſt anſwers but prove ke — 
Then turning to Antinous, thus he ſpoke ; 


T Thanks to thy care „h ablilute command 


465 


I Reſtow, my ſriend thou doſt not ſeem the worſt 
| Of all the* Greeks, but prince like and the firſt; 
Then, as in dignity, be firſt in worth, 

And | fhall praiſe three through the boundleſs 


nec 1 enje-y'd in luxury of itate ſearta! 5c 
What: er gives man the envicd name of great; 
Wealth. ſervants, fri-::ds, were min e in better days; 
Aud b. foitulity was then my prefer : 

In every ſorrowing ſuv i pow: ' delight, 5cg 


And poverty ſtood ſmiling in, my ſiyhe. \ 


But Jove, all governing, whoſe only will 
| ctermines fate, and mingles good with ill, 
dent me (to puniſh my purſuit of gain) 


With raving pirates o'er th' Egyptian main; 310 


By Egypr's ſilver flond our ſhip> we mocr; 
Our ſpics commiſſion'd ſtraight the coaſt explore; 
But, impotent of mind. with lawleſs will 
he country ravage. and the natives kill. 
The ſpreading clamour to their city flies. 515 
And horſe ard {cot in mingled tumult riſe: 
The recdcning dawn reveals the hoſtile fields, 
Horrid with brifily pears, and gleaming ſhicids : 
Jove thunier'd on their ſide: our guilty head 
We tura'drofligtt;the gathering vengeanceſpread 
On ell parts round, ani heaps on heaps lay dead. 
Some few the fors in ſerv:tude detain; 
Death ill ex chang'd for bondage and tor pain! | 
Uniappy me a Cyprian took a board, 
And gave ” Demetor, Cyprus' haughty lord : 525 
Either, to '. ape his chains, my courſe | ſteer, 
Still curs'd by fortune, and inſulted here | 

To whom Avtinous thus his rage expreſs'd: 
What god has plagu'd us with this quran] oneſt ? ? 
Unleſs at diſtence, wretch ! thou keep behind 530 


__ | Another ifle, chan Cyprus more unkind; 
Another Egypt, ſhalt thou quickly ſind. 


1 
479| 


From ali thou begy'lt, a bold audacious flave; 
Nor all ca give ſ@ much as thau can crave. 
Ner wonder |, at fuck pre fuſion ſhown; 535 


| Shamele(s they give, who give what's r.ot their ow. 


"00, 


430 


Thus driv:s the feranger ; from our court and laud. 


Haven blots its owner with a he tter mind! 

—_ envy free, to charity inchin'd. : 
This bot Penelope 11d i all. rd: 

Then, prince! be | bounteous by Ui s' hand 
10 give 27. 07 "CT 3 15 thy ! 1144 1 fo FAR; ? 


The chief, retiring : Souls like that in thee 
in fait ſuch fe-ms of | grace and dignity. 


| Nor will that land to utmoſt noe afferd EY 
The im4it« tr wart ion of a waſtsful board, 540 | 


Whoſe Iii whole patrimonies Iweeps; | 

Vet ſtarvin g Want, amidit the riot, Wees. 
The kawghiy {uitor with reſertmept burns, 
A. fourly eilig, this reply return: 
Take that, ere yet thou quit this . throng : : 
And dumb lor ever be ti y Gard vous torgur 


I Bl: foid, and high the whirtir 2 tripud flung. 


485} 


en. uch nwre iwer t. ty iporl, than to beſtow? 
_ Whence, great Teirma-chus ! this lofty ſtrain ? 


Antin- us crics with inzolent diſduin) 
ar, Tr us like mine if every ſuitor gave, 


490 


Our walls this twelv- 116 th ſhould not ſee the flave. 
tie poke, and liſtin high above the board 


* ponderous fuutſtuul, Grow it at his lord. 
T; c< reſt with equal end conſerr'd the bread ; 


He 611% his f. rip, and to the threfnuld tpea; 3 495 


Put fiſt Lefere Antinus fopp'd and laid: 


3 


1 


Hes ihe uider-blade NY th' uugentle ſhock; 

He ſtowd, on nel moy* 1 not, l ke 2 2 mat ble rock; 

But fhouk . thuuzhitul head, nor more com- 
Scdate uf i: 4; & hischar.Qer ſulain' , [plain'd, $9 
And imy lemme revenge : then back witharevr ; *© 
E. fore his {ect the well EPI forip he threw, 5 
Ault thus with ſemblance mild addreſs'd the crew: 
May what I fpeak your princely minds approve, 545 
Ye peers and rivals in this noble love! 

Nec lor the hurt | grieve, but for the cauſe. 


| If, when the ſword our country's quarrel draws, 
Or if, defending what is juſtly dear, ) 
| From Mars impartial fume broad wound we bear; 


| The gent rous motive dignifics the ſcar. 


— ——Ü— — — — 


22 cw — — — 


| 
| 


270 


But for mere want, how hard to fuer wreeg! 
Want brings enough of other ilis along! 

Vet, if injuſtice never be ſecure, 

If fiends revenge, and Gods aſſert the poor, 
Death ſhall ay low the proud aggreſſor's head, 
And make the duſt Antinous' bridal bed. 


565 


Peace, wretch! and eat thy bread without of- 


fence, 
(The ſuitor cry'd) or force ſhall drag thee hence, 
Scourge thro' the public ſtreet, and caſt thee there, 
A mangled carcaſe for the hounds to tcar. 
His furious deed the general anger mov'd, 

All, ev'n the worſt, condemn : and ſome reprov'd. 
Was ever chief for wars like theſe renown'd ? 
IIl fits the ſtranger and the poor to wound. 
Unbleſt thy hand; if in this low diſguiſe 
Wander, perhaps, ſome inmate of the ſkies; 
They (curious oft” of mortal actions) deign 
In forms like theſe, to round the earth and main, 
Juſt and unjuſt recording in their mind, 585 
And with ſure eyes inſpecting all markind. 
Telemachus, abſorpt, in thought ſevere, 
Nouriſh'd deep anguiſh, though he ſhed no tear; 
But the dark brow of ſilent ſorrow ſhook ; 
While thus his mother to her virgins 3 - 
On him and his may the byight God of day 
That baſe, inhoſpitable blow repay :” 
The nurſe replies : © If Jove receives my prayer, 
« Not one ſurvives to breathe to-morrow's air.” 

All, all are foes, and miſchief is their end; 599 
Antinous moſt to gloomy death a friend; 
(Replies the queen) che ſtranger beys'd their grace. 
And melting pity ſoſten'd every face; 
From every other hand rec eſs he found, 
But fcil Antinous anſwer'd with a wound. 595 
Amidſt her maide thus ſpoke the prudent queen, 
Then bade Fumæus call the pilgrim in. 

Much of th' experienc'd mar l long to hear, 

If or his certain eye, or liſtening cer, 

Tiave learn'd the fortunes of ny wandering lord? coc 
*Fhus ſhe, and cod Fumaus took the werd. 

A private audience if thy grace impart, 

The ſtranger's words may eaic th, roy at heart. 
_ His ſacred eloquynce in bulm diſtils, 
Aud the Hoth'd hear: vritli ſecret ple. iure fills. 605 
Three days have ipent their beams, three 11 lar 

have ru: 
The: r {lent 1 reren "TE his tale begun, 


$75 


585 


. JO ſu'd yet and yet I thick to hear, 
* nun „ ecaven- taught poer-charms the ear 
( Suſpend ity iorrow with a cvicſtial train 610 


Breath'd {wm the gods to ſotren humin pain) 

Time ſteals away with unregaioed wing, 

* th. faul hrurs him, theu:: h he ccul: to ſing. g. 
U. ys are le 2 n C:ctan ground, 


( His fatiier's Luck ) for Minas bietu renown'd. 615 


He now but wai's tut wind, to weit him ober, 
With buunulcls creature, from Iheiprotia's 5 ſore. 
T's tins the queen: Ihe wanderer let me ear, 
While yon luxurious race indulge their chevr, 
Devour the grazing ox and browzing goat, 620 
And turn my generous vintage down th: ir throat. 
Fer wcherr's an arm, Ike thine, Ulyſſes! ſtrorg, 
To curb wild rict, aa to pun; if wrong ? | 
Sh. & 8. . Felomartns then fucez d aloud 


Cenutalu'd, his naſtrils ei. o d through the md. 
— 


on. ght Graws en, 


POPE'S HOLIER. 
The ſmiling queen the kappy omen bleſs'd : 


So may thefe impious fall, by fate oppreſs'd! 
Then to Eumæus: Bring the ſtranger, fly! 
And if my queſtion mect a true reply, 
Grac'd with a decent robe he ſhall retire, 

& gilt in ſeaſon which his wants require. 
Thus (poke Pen lope. Eumæus flies 

[n dutcous haſte, and to Ulyſſes cries : 

The Queen invites thee, venerable gueſt ! 

A ſecret inſtinct moves her troubled breaſt, 

Of her long abſent lord from thee to gain 
ame light, and ſoothe her ſoul's eternal pain, 
If true, if faithful thou; her krateful mind 
Of decent robes a pre ſent has deſign'c: 

So finding favour in the royal eye, 

thy other wants her ſubject ſhall ſupply. 
Fair truth alone (the patient man replv'd) 

My werds ſhall dictate, and my lips ſhall guide, 


Yo him, to me, one common lot was given, 


630 


635 


640 


uch of his fates I know; but check'd by fear 


I finds; the hand of ane is here: 


Her boundleſs wrongs the ſtarry ſkies invade, 
And in;ur'd ſuppliants ſæck in vain for aid. 
Let {or a ſpace the pzaſive queen attend, 
Nor clainu my tory cill the fun deſcend; 
{hen in ſuch robes as ſuppliants may require, 
Compos'd and cheeiful by the genial fire, 
When loud uproar and lawleis riot ceaſe, 
Shall her pleas'd ear receive my words in peace. 655 
d wilt to the queen returns tho gentle ſwain: 
And ſay, (far cric,) does fzar, or ſhamc, detain 
ne cautious ſtranger! ? Wich the begging l. ind 
Shams fuitz but ill. Fumæus thus r. join'd: 
Ee only aſks a more propitious hour, 


650 


power; 
At eve ning mid meet ſeaſon to confer) 


ZV tris to quett, 95 22 i by turns to hear, 


Whoe'cr tris gueſt (110 prudent qusen replies) 
lis every lep and cv:ry t ougnt is wiſe: 603 
For men like theſe en earth he Mall not find 


| | "nr all the miſereant race of human kind. 


"Fhus ſhe 3 Eumæus all her words attends, 
And, parting, to the ſuitor aowers deſcends ; 
There fees Tele machus, auc thus apart | 
in whiſpers breathes the fondneſs of his heart: 

The time, my lord, invites me to repair 

ene to the ludge; my charge demands ny Care. 
Tie ſors of murder thirit thy life to take; 
On guard it, guars it tr thy fervan ts ſake! 

tanks to my friend, he cries; but now the — 

go ſeck the rural Lower: 
Dur d. it relre m: and at the dawn of day 

licher a victim to the gods conver. 
Our life to Heaven's immortal Powars we rruft, 680 
Safe in their care, for heaven prot: Cs tl. * 

Obſervart of his voice, Eumæus fate 
Ard fed r.cumbent on 2 chair of ſtatz. 
Then inſtant rule, and »s he mov'd along 
Twas riot all amid the ſuitor throng, 6835 
hey feaſt, they dance, and raiſe the mir: l ful 

| ſong. 

Vill now, declining toward the cloſe of day, 
The fun vbliguily het Lis d. y r. y. 


In equal woes, alas! involv'd by Heaven. 445 


660 
And ſhuns (who would not?) wicked men iu 


67% 
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ODYSSEY, Boox XVIII. 251 


BOOK XVIII. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


The Fight ef Ul: us and Trus, 
The leggar Tris infuts Ohler; : th: ſuitors þ SETAE W. 


2 the at „ in eelich Sos © * ru 5 and 1 3 y Ca ed. 
| Penciuf: defernds, and ccc b toe . yr of 1 5s 11. 2 


ue of * e wth Em ymack i; 


| | | | 
J BILE fix'd in thought the as av. Bert, Cite, Fo whem Antinews: Lol onciel d veal, bond, 50 | 
* A mendicant appro AT $i the o 3 A kid » well. dect! zudraits (d. 1 eiu koh} N 
A ſurly vagrant of thu giant kind, 00 glowing woes lic; on him beſts | 
The ſtain of manhood, of a coward mind: | the chou et portion who ſubdues hi- by 2 
From fealt to feaſt, inſatiat to d vur 5 | Graut him urrivaleéd in theſe walls to ſtay ; 
He flew, aitcndant on the genial hour. Tir ſole att.i:dant on the genial day. 83 | 
Him on his mother's knees when babe he lag, | The Irs applaud ; Ulyit 5 then with art, 
Ste nam' d Arrcvs on his ratal day: And icars wallh ign "4, diſguis'd his daun * hear 
But Irus his aſſociates call'd the boy, Worn as lan with age, decay'd with woe, 
Practis d the common meſſenger to fly; Io Þ | Say, is it baſeneſs to decline the foe ? 
Irus, a name expreſũ ve of th' employ. I | Hard conflict! when calamity and age — 0 
From his own roof, with meditated blows, With vigorous youth, unknown to cares, engage ! # 
He ſtrove to drive the man of mighty woes. [et, f. arcul of diſgrace, to try the day 
Hence, dotard, hence! and timely ſpecd thy way, Imperious hunger bids, and I obey; 
Leſt dragg d in vengeance thou repent thy lay; I5 | But ſwear, inipartial arbiters of right, | | 
See how with nods affent yon princely train ! Zwar ty ſtand neutral, while we cope in fight, 65 | 
But, honouring age, in mercy i reſtraln! i he peers aſſent: When ſtraiselit his lacred head | 
In peace away! left, if rerſuaſions lail, Telemachus uprais'd, and ſternly faid: | 
This arm with bl: v3 mera c. quent Fre- . ; Senn; r. If prov pt to chaſtif; the wrong | 


To whom, with Kern regard: : Ou inzelence, 20 Of ti his bod intel nt; confde, b: ftrong 
1 7 
4 4 


| Ind:cently tu rail without ce: ce; | 15, tons Greek, that dares attempt a ws, -— 
What bounty gives, without 2 riv are; | (3 i of bn ant mais Telemachus bis foe ; 
Laſk, what harms not chee, o breutl.e this at: . ©... ſe my triend; + ſhall guard the eren tics 
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Who caſts thy mangled ears and nofe a prey 
To hungry dogs, and lops the man away. 

While witn indignant (corn he ſternly fpoke, 100 
It: every joint the trembling rus ſhook ; 
Now front to front each frowniug champion ſtands, 
Ani poiſes high in air his adverſe hands. 
"Phe chief yet duuhts, or to the ſhades below 
of the giant at one vengeful blow, 
Ort fave his li-; and ſoon his life to fave 
The king refolves, for Mercy [ways the brave. 
hat inſtant lrus his huge arm extends, 
Full on the ſhoulder the rude wine deſcends: 
Tae lage Ulyſſes, fearful to clute 
The hero latent in the man of woes, 
Check'd half his might; yet riſing :0 the ſtroke, 
His jaw bone daſh'd, the craſhing jaw-bore broke ; 
Down dropp'd he ſtupid from the ſtunning wound; 


105 


110 


Illis feet, ex: ended, quivering beat the ground; 115 


lis mouth and noſtrils ſpout a purple flond; 
His tecth, all ſnatter d, ruſh inmix'd with blood. 
The peers tranſported, as outſtretch'd he lies, 


With burſts of hughter rend the vaulted ſkies! 


Then dragg'd along, all bleeding from the wound, 
His length of carcaſe trailing priats the ground; 
'Raiz'd on his feet, again he recls, he falls, 

Till propp'd, reclining on the palace walls: 

Then to his hand a ſtaff the victor gave, : 

And thus with juſt reproach addrefs'd the ſlave: 125 

There, terrible, affright the dogs, and reign 
A dreaded tyrant o'er the beſtial train! 
But mercy to the poor and ſtranger ſhow, | 

Leſt Heaven in vengeance fend ſome mightier woe. 
Scornful he ſpoke, and v'er his ſhoubler lunyr 30 
The hroad-patch'd ſcrip; the ſerip in tatters hung 
ul join'd, and knotted ta a twiſted thong. 

Then, turning ſhort, diſdain'd a further ſtay; 

But to the palace mcaſur'd back the way. 
There as he teſted, gathering in a ring 125 

The peers with ſmiles addreſs'd their unknown 

| king : BY 
. may Jove and all th' aerial Powers, 
With every bleſſing crown thy happy hours! 
Our freedom to thy proweſs d arm we owe 
From bold intruſion of thy coward foe : 
nſtant the flying fail the flave ſhall wing 
To Echerus, the monſterof a king. 1 
While pleas'd he hears, Antinous bears the ſood, 
A kid's well fatted entrails, rich with blood. 
The bread from caniſters of ſhining mold 145 

Amphinous; and wines that laugh in gold: _ 
And, oh! (he mildly cries) may Heaven difplay 

A beam of glory o'er thy future day! 9 

Alas! the brave too oft is doom' d to bear | 
The gripes of poverty, and ſtings of care. 150 

To whom with thought mature the king re- 
| lies; | | 

The — ſpeaks wiſely, when the ſoul is wiſe 
Such was thy father! in imperial ſtate, 

Great without vice, that oft attends the great: 


| 140 


. 
» 


Nor from the fire art thou, the fon, declin'd; 155 


Then hear my words, and, grave them in thy 
mind ! | 3 
Of all chat breathes, or groveling creeps on earth, 
Moſt vain is man ! calamitous by birth : | 
o day, witi: power elate, iu ſtrength he blooms; 
he haughty creature on that power preſumes: 160 


For Pallas ſeals his doom: all ſad he turns 
To join the peers; reſumes his throne, and mourns, 


| And ſeem to meet, yet ſiy, the bridal day: 


80 
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| Anon from Heaven a fad reverſe ke fc: 

| Untaught to bear, "gatuſt H-aven the wretch rebels. 
For man is changetul, as his blifs of woe; 

| Poo high when pro{perous, when diitr+1"] to low. 
There was a day, when with the ſcuruful great 163 
ftwoell'd in pomp and arrogance of ſtate; 

Proud of the power that to high birih belongs; 
And w'd that power to juſtify my wrongs, 

Then let not man be proud ; but, firm of mind, 
Bear the beſt humbly, and the worſt refign'd : 170 
Be dumb when flcaven afflicts! unlike yon train 
Of h:uzhty ſpoilers, inſolently vain; 

Who make their queen and all her wealth a prey; 
But v-ngreance and Ulyſles wing their way. 
Oh Ky i chou, favour'd by ſome guardian Power, 

Far, far be diitant in that deathſul hour ! 

For fitre I am, if ſtern Ulyſſes breathe, 
Theſe lawlcl> riots end in blood ard death. 

Then to the Gods the roſy juice he pours, 

And the drain'd gublet to the chief reſtores. 
Stung to the ſoul, v'ercaſt with holy dread, 

He ſhook the graceful honours of bis head; 
His bodiug mind the future wor ſorcſtalls; 
In vain ! by great Telemachus he falls, 


180 


185 


Mean while Minerva with inſtinctive fires 
Thy ſoul, Penelope, from Heaven infpires : 
With flattering hopes the ſuitors to betray, | 
1 
Thy huſband's wonder, and thy ſon's, to raiſe; 2 
Aud crown the mother aud the wiſe with praiſe. 
Then, while the ſtreamiug ſorrow dims her cyes, 
Thus with a tranſient ſmile the matron cries; 
Eurynomè ! to go where riot reigns 


195 


| I feel en impulſe, though my foul difdaingg = 


To my lov'd fon the ſnares of death to ſhow, 
And in the traitor-fricnd unmaſt the foe; 
Who, ſmonth of tongue, in purpoſe inſinccre, 
Hides fraud in ſmiles, while death is ambuſh'd 

there. 5 | Z 200 
Go, warn thy ſon, nor be the warning vain, 

(Reply'd the fageſt of the royal train) „ 

' But bath d, anointed, and adorn'd, deſcend ; 

Powerful of charms, bid every grace attend; 

| The ride of flowing tears awhile ſuppreſs; _ 

Tears but indulge the ſorrow, not repreſs. 

| Somme joy remains: to thee a ſon is given, 

| Such as, in fondneſs, parents aſk of Heaven. 

Ah me! forbear, returns the queen, ſorbcar; 

| Oh! talk not, talk not of vain beauty's care; 310 

[| No more | bathe, ſince he no longer fees 

Thoſe charms, for whom alone I with to pleaſe. 

The day that bore Ulyffes from this coaſt, 

Blaſted the little bloom theſe cheeks cuuld boaſt. | 

But inſtant bid Autonoè deſcend, i 

Inſtant Flippodame our ſteps attcrd ; | 

III ſuits it female virtue to be ſeen 

Alone, indecent, in the walks of men. 

Then, while Eurynome the mandate bears, 

From heaven Minerva ſhoots with guardian cares; 

| O'er all her ſenſes, as the couch ſhe dreſs'd, 

She pours a pleaſing, deep, and deathlike reſt, 

| With every beauty every feature arms, | 
Bids her checks glew, and lights up all her charms: 


* 
* 
— 


5 
1 


. 


The tear ſhe wipes, and thus rene ws her woes: 


Send, O Diana, ſend the flcep of death: 240 


3 Till filence thus th impsrial matron broke : 


| Thyriper days no growing worth impart, | . 

A man in ſtature, ſtill a boy in heart! I Bid their whole herds and flocks in banquets bleed; 

By precious gifts the vow ſiacere diſplay: 
You, only you, make her ye love your prey» 


| Heavens! could a ſtranger feel oppreflion's hand 

Beneath thy roof, and could'i thou tamely ſtand ? 

If thou the ftranger's rightrous cauſe decline, 265 
His is the ſufferance, but the ſhame is thine. 


| HI bear their outrage, though my ſoul rebel: 
|  Helpleſs amid the ſnares of death | tread, 1 
And numbers leagued in impious union eread, 
But now no crime is theirs : this wrong proceeds 
From Irns, and the guilty Irus bleeds. 
© would to Jove ! or her whoſe arms diſplay 


15 } Theſe courts, within theſe courts like Irus bled : 280 


ODYSSEY, 


in her Ieve-darting eyes awakes the fires, 
(immortal gifts to kindle ſoft de ſires) 
From limb to limb an air majeſtic ſheds, 
And the pure ivory o'er her bofom ſpreads. 
Such Venus ſhines, when with a mealur'd bound 
She ſmoothly gliding fwims th' harmonions round 
When with the Graces in the dance ſhe moves, 
And fires the gazing Gods with ardent loves. 
Then to the ſkies her flight Minerva bends, 
And to the queen the damſel- train deſcends; 
Wak'd at their ſteps, her flowing eyes uncloſe; 235 


Howe'er tis weil: that ſleep awhile can free, 
With ſoft forgetfulneſs, a wretch like me; 
Oh! were it given to yield this tranſient breath, 


Why mut! waſte a tedious life in tears, 


Nor bury in the ſilent grave wy cares? | To give the feather d arrow wings to kill, 


| Fo dart th: fpear, and guide the ruſting car 


O my Ulyſſes! ever hovonr'd name! 
For thee | mourr:, till death diſſolves my frame. 
Thus wailing, flow and fadly ſhe deſcends, 245 
On either hand a damſel- train attends : 5 | 
Full where the dome its ſhining valves expands, 
Radiant before the gazing peers ſhe ſtands ; 
A veil, tranſlucent o'er her brow difplay'd, 
Her beauty ſeems, and only ſeems, to ſhade: 250 
Sudden ſhe lightens in their dazzled cyes, 7M 
And ſudden flames in every boſom riſe ; 
They ſend their eager ſouls with every look, 


| 


Oh why! my ſon, why now no more appears 25 5 
That warmth of foul that urg'd thy younger years? 


Thy well-knirt frame unproſitably ſtrong, Ee Hoey 
Speaks thee an hero from an hero ſprung; 260 
But the juſt Gods ia vain thoſe gifts beſtew, 

Oh wiſe alone in form, and brave in ſhow ! 


To whom, with filial awe, the priace returas: 
That generous ſoul with juſt reſentment burns; 
Yer, taught by time, my heart has learn'd to glow, 
For others good, and melt at others' woe: 270 
But, impotent theſe riots to repel, > 


The ſhicld of Jove, or him who rules the day! 
That yon proud ſuiturs, who licentious tread 


Whoſe looſe head tottering, as with wine opprefs'd, 
Obliquely drops, ana nodding knocks his breaſt ; 


_ | To light his torch and give me 
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' 225 In rival crowds conteſt the gloric.us prize, | 
| Diſpeoplivg realms to gaze upon thy eyes: ago 


O woman ' lovelicſt of the lovely Find, 
in body perf-.4, and complete in n · ind 


Ulyfles ſail'd, then beauty was no nu 12 ! 
The Gods decreed theſe eyes no more ſhould keep295 


Their wonted grace, but only terve to weep. 


Should he return, whate'er my beauties prove, 

My virtues laſt ; my brighteſt charm is love. 

Now, grief, thou all art mine | the Gods o'ercaſt 
My fcul with woes, that long, ah! long muſt laſt! 300 


oo faithfully my heart retains the day 


That fadly tore my reyal lord away: 

He graſp'd my hand, and, O my ſpouſe ! I leave 
Thy arms, (he cried,) perhaps to find a grave: 
Fame ſpeaks the Trcjans bold; they boalt the ſicill 


With dreadful inroad through the walks of war. | 
My ſentenee is gone forth, and tis decreed 


To them, to them transfer thy love of me: 


But, when my fon grows man, the royal ſway 


Rciiga, and happy be thy bridal day! | 
Such were his words; and Hymen now prepares 313 

up to cares; | 

Th' afflictive hand of wrathful Jove to bear: 


} 4 wretch the moſt complete that breathes the air! 


FalPn ev'n below the rights to woman due! 


Careleſs to pl aſe, with inſolence ye woo! 320 


The gener us lovers, ſtudiaus to ſucceed, 


Well-pleas'd Ulyſſes hears his queen deceive 323 


The ſuitor train, and raiſe a thirſt to give 


Falſe hopes ſhe kindles, but thoſe hopes betray, 
And promiſe, yet clude the bridal day 
While yer ſhe ſpeaks, the gay Antinous cries: 


"Tis right; is man's prerogative to give, 
And cuitom bids thee without ſhame receive; 
Yet never, never ſrom thy dome we move, 


Till Hymen lights the torch of ſpouſal love. | 
The pcers diſpatch their heralds, to convey 333 
The gifts of love; with ſpeed they take the way. 


A robe Antinous gives of ſhining dyes, 
The varying hues in gay ccatubion riſe 


A bracel:t rich with gold, with amber gay, 

That ſhot effulgunce like the ſolar ray, 
Eurymachus preſents: aud ear-rings bright, 345 
With triple ſtars, that ca 2 trembling light. 


Powerleſs to move, his ſtaggering feet deny 
The coward wretch the privilege to fly. 
Then to the queen Eurymachus replies: 285 
Ob jutily lov'd, and not moce fait then wie 
Should Greece through her hundr d that- lut vv 
Thy finiſh'd charms, all Grecce would owe thy 
ſway; Ny 
Vot. VI. 


Piſander bears a necklace wre ught with att: 


„ ad every peer, expre iſi ve ol his heart, 


A giſt beftows : this done, the queen. aſcends, 


| ud flow behind her dawiet tram attends 3 


Then to the dince they form the vocal [rr 451. 
Till Heſperus lends forth the Forry train; 


I And now He railcs, a the ty licht fades, 
: | keis golden rele ihr. prning [hides 5 


| M m 


Ah me! returns th queer. when from this ſhore 


Perhaps by righteous Heaven that I mult bleed !310 
| My father, mother, all | truſt to thee; | 


Off:pring of kings, and more than woman wiſe: 336 


Rich from the artiſt's hand! I'welveclaſps of gold 
Cloſe to the leſſ-ning loins the veſt infold; 340 
| Down from the ſwelling waiſt the veſt unbound 
I Floats in bright waves redundant o'er the ground. 
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Three vaſes heap'd with copious fires diſplay 355 
O'er all the palace a fiftitious day; : 
From ſpace to ſpace the torch wide-beaming burns, 
And ſprightly damſels trim the rays by turns. 

To whom the king: Ill ſuits your ſex to ſtay 
Alone with men! ye modeſt maids, away! 5360 
Go, with the queen the ſpindle guide; or cull 
{The partners of her cares) the ſilver wool; 
Be it my taſcx the turches to ſupply, 

Ev'n till the morning lamp adorns the ſcy; 

Ev'n till the morning, with unwearied care, 365 

Sleepleſs 1 watch; for I have learn'd to bear. 
Scornful they heard : Melanthio, fair and young, 

(Melanthio from the loins of Dobus ſprung, 

Who with the queen her years an infant I-d, 

With the ſoft fondneſs of a daughter bred) 370 

Chiefly derides: regardleſs of the cares 

Her queen endures, polluted Joys ſhe ſhar es 

Nocturnal with Eurymachus! With eyes 

That ſpeak diſdain, the wanton thus replies: 


Oh! whither wanders thy diſtemper d brain 37 c 


Thou bold ĩntruder on a princely train? 

Hence to the vagrant's rendezvous repair; 

Or ſhun in ſume black forge the midnight air. 
Proceeds this boldneſs from a turn of foul, 


Is it that vanquifh'd Irus ſwells thy mind? 
A foe may meet thee of a braver kind. 
Who, ſhortening with a ſtorm of blows thy ſtay, 
Shall ſend thee howling all in blood away! 
To whom with frowns: O impudent in wrong 
Thy lord ſhall curb that infolence of tongue: 
| Know, to Telemazchus I tell th' offence ; 8 
The ſcourge, the ſcourge ſhall Jaſh thee into ſenſe. 
With conſcious ſhame chey hear the ſtern. rebuke 
Nor longer durſt ſuſtain the ſovereign look. 390 
Then to the ſervile taſk the monarch turns 
His royal hands: each torch refulgent burns | 
With added day: meau while, in muſeful mood 
Abſorpt in thouglit, en vengeance fix'd he ſtocd. 


| irrevercud to the great, and uncontral'd, 


Or ſhould we labour, while the 


Beneath my labour how thy wondering cycs 
Might ſec the ſable field at once ariſe! 


thou, —ſay,— 


"Tis thou injuricus art, not l am baſe. 


But know, thou art not valorous, but vain. . 


While yet he ſpeaks, Eurymachus replies, 
With indignation flaſhing from his eyes: 


Should I not puaiſk that opprobrious tongue 


Art chou from wine, or innate folly, bold? 
Perhaps theſe outrages from Irus flow, 


A worthleſs triumph o'er a worthleſs foe : 
1 He ſaid, and with full force a ſootſtool threw : 
 Whirl'd from his arm, with erring rage it flew; 
Or flows licentious ſrom the copious bowl? 380 


Ulyſſes, cautious of the vengeful foe, 


Not io a youth who deals the goblet round, 
Full on his ſhoulders it inflicts a wound, 


Tit} mutual thus the peers indignant cry: 


With ſteers of equal ſtrength, th' allotted ground 


Gods! ſhould the ſcern Ulyſſes riſe in might, 
Theſe gates would ſeem tos narrow for th flight, 


*Jave, I with juſtice might deſerve the wron 


7 
. 
* 


Should Jove dire war unlooſe; with ſpear and ſhield, 
And nodding helm, I tread th' enfaaguin'd ſield. 
Fierce in the van: then would'ſt theu, would't | 


-| Miſname me, glutton, in that glorious day ? 
| No, thy ill judging thoughts the brave diſgrace; 


1 


Proud to ſeem brave among a coward train! 


4 


Stops to the ground, and diſappoints the blow. 


"0 


Dath'd from his hand the ſounding gublet flies, 

He ſhricks, he reels, he falls, and breathleſs lies. 
Then will uproar and clamour mount the ſky, 
Oh bad this ſtranger ſunk to realms beneath, | 
To che black realm of darkneſs and of death, 


Ere yet he trod theſe ſhores! to ſtrife he draws 


| A vivahend! for him the great deſtroy, 
In vue igtoble jars, the feaſt of joy. | 
To wham the ſtern Telemachus uproſe : 


Pecr againſt peer; and what the weighty cauſe? 
| 450 


And now the Martial Maid, by deeper wrongs 395 G43: what wild folly from the goblet flows? 


To reuſe Ulyſſes, points the ſuitors tongues, 

| Scornful of age to taunt the virtuous man: 
Thoughtle ſs and gay, Eurymachus began: 
Hear me (he crics) conf-derates and fri:nds 


| Wh-nce ti is unguarded openneſs of foul, 
but from the licence of the copious bowl? 


i 


| Or gave deluton lends; but hence, away 
| Force | !urbrar, and without force obey. 
Some Cod, no doubt, this ranger kindly 


ſend: : — nn | Till tins amphinomus the Glence broke: 


The ſhining kaldneſ: of Eis beard ſurvcy, 

It aids our torch-light aud reflects the ray — 
Then to the king that level'd kanghty Troy, 
Say, if large hire cau tent thee to employ _ 


Thoſe hands in work; to tend the rural trade, 405 


To dreſ the walk, aud form th* emboweriug ihade? 

So food and raiment conſtant will I give: 7 

Rut idly thus thy ſouĩ prefers to live, c 
And ftarve by ſtrolling, not by work to thrive. 


To whom incens'd; Should we, O prince! en- 


Tru: are his words, and he whom truth offends, | 


Not with Telemachus, but truth cortends; 
I. st not the hand of violence invade _ 


Silent, ahach d, they hear the ſtern rebuke, 


455 


Ihc reverend ſtranger, or the ſpotleſs maid; 


Fetira we hence, but crown with roſy wine 
ihe flowing goblet to the Powers divine: 


465 


; Guzrd he bis gueſi beneath whoſe roof he ſlands, 


Auhis juſtic?, thus the ſocial rite dem- nds. 8 
Ine peers aſſent: the goblet Mulius crown'd. 
Wich purple juice, and vere in order round; 


gage 410 Each peer ſucceſlive his libation pours 


In rival taſks beneath the burning rage 
Of ſummer ſuns; were both conſtrain'd to wield, 


Foodleſe, the ſcythe along the burthen'd ield; 


To the bleſt Gods who fill th' acrial bowers 


4 


» 


Then, fwill'd with wine, with noiſe the crowd obey 
And raihing forth tumultuous rec] away. 


. 
— 
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Tutur'd by early woes, grow early wiſe 
Inſpect with tharpen'd fight, and ſrugal care, 25 4 er which the pair: -r's various hide was thrown, 
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BOOK XIX. 


THE ARCUMENT. 
The WN of Ulyſſes to Exryclea. 


Ulyſſes and bis fon remove the weapons out of the armuury, Ulyſes, i in converſation with . gives a fciii- 

ous account of bis adventures ; then aſſures ler be had formerly entertuined her huſband in Crete; and deſcribes 

exaftly his perſon and dreſs, afiirms to have heard of him in Phzacia and Theſprotia, and that his return is certain, 

and Twithin a month. Fls then goes to bathe, and is attended by Euryclea, ⁊ubo diſcovers bim to be Ulyſſes 

by the ſcar upen bis leg, which be formerly received in hunting the wild boar on Parnnſſus.s The poct 
inſerts a digreſſion, relating that eccidend, with all its particulae. 


ONSULTING ſecret with the blue-ey'd Maid, i The walls, where'er my — Gght ven 
Still in the dome divine Ulyſſes ftay's : And roofs, amidſt a blaze of glory burn! 
— mature for act inflam'd his breaſt ; | E Zome viſitant of pure ethereal race, 


And thus the ſon the fervent fire addreſs d: I With his bright preſence deigus the dome to grace. 
laſtant convey thoſe ſteely ſtores of war $ | Be calm, replies the fire, to none impart, 50 5 
Jo diſtant rooms, diſpos'd with ſacred care : aut oft revolve the viſion in thy heart: i 
The cauſe demanded by the ſuitor: train, | Ceieſtials, mantled in exceſs of light, 

To ſoothe their fears, a ſpecious reaſon feign : 8 Can viſit unapproach'd by murtal fight. 


Say, ſince Ulyſſes left his natal coaſt. Seek thou repaſ* ; whilſt here I ſole remain, 


Obſcene with ſmoke, their beamy luſtre loſt, 10 T' explore the conduct of the female train: 53 


His arms deform'd, the roof they won't adorn: { The penſive queen, perchance deſires to know 
From the glad walls inglorious lumber torn. [The ſeries of my toils, to ſoothe her woe. 
Sugg-it, that Jove the peaceful thought E's, [ With tapers flaming day his train attends, 
Leſt they by fight of forords to ſury fir d. His bright alcoveth' obſequious youth aſcends : * 
Diſhoneit wounds, ar violenet of fork, 15 Soft ſlumberous ſhades his drooping eye-lids cloſe, 
Defame the brical feaſt, and fried bow!. Irin on her caſtern throne Aurora vlows. 
The prince obedient to the ſage command. W hilft, formiog plans of deaths, Uly ſſes ſtay d 
To Eurycica thus: The ſemule band sa council ferret with the Martial Maid; 
In their apartments keep; ſecure the doors: Attendant nymphe in beauteous order wait 


Theſc ſwrarthy arms among the covert ſtores 2c The queen, deſcending ſrem her bower of ſtate, 65 
Are ſeemlier hid; my tnoughtieſs youth they | Her checks the warmer bluſa of Venus wear, 


blame, | Caaſten'd with coy Diana's penſive air. 


| Imbrown'd with vapour of the ſmovidering flame. | An ivory feat with filv-r ringlets grac'd, 


In happy hour (pleas'd Euryclea crivs) IBN. fam'd lcmalin. wrought, the menials plac'd 
Iuith ivory file -thic E the foot-ſtnul 2 


Your patrunonial wealth, a prudent heir. The ſovereign ſcat with graceful air ſhe preſo'd; 


But who the Vizzh:ed taper will Provide 1 Fodifferent tatks : ir toil tte nymphs addreſs'd:s 
(The female nnd retir'd) your toils to | guide ; he golden xoblet %, and ſome reftor'd 
Wilkonr infringing hoſpitable rite, {| From ſitalus of luxury the poliſh'd hoard : 5 78 

Ti.is gueſt (he cried) ſhall bear the guiding i: aht Thete to remove th' expiring embers came, 
I cheer no 1-2 vagrants with repaſt; nile chuſe wich unde fir ſoment the flame. 
Tu hare the meal that earn it ere they taſte. was then Melartho with imperious mien 
Te faid; from ſemale ken fav ſtraight ſccures [Renew th attack incontin.ent of ſpleenn 
Tae purpos'd deed, an! puards the bolted duurs: | vant, the cry'd, offen ve to my fight! 80 
Anxiliar to his ſon, Ulyſſes bears 390 [Dem nut in amnbeth here to luck b by night, Mo 
The Piumy-c reſted 1. elmo, and poiuted ſpears. J 'rto the woman ſtate afauint to pry ; 
With ſhic!ds indented gee a in gloric us wars. I dry-devourer, an av evening ſpy ! 

 Nimnervya viewleſs in her charge 4 ns, + Dom! nt, 30 Sie 9 to; re this viazing brand | 
And with her golden lamp his roi! betricnds ; F Israll u irge—And was. it hilling in her hand. 8g 


Not ſuch the fickly beanis, whick, unkr ere, 30 Th' inſulted hero rolls his w: erh ful eyes, 
Gild the croſs vapour of thts neti-r ſohere! 4 And, Wh; ſo turbulent ef Ha? ne cries; 


A preſent deity the pr: nce conſet'd, en the fe lean thrived limbs unnerv'd with age, 
Ard wrapt with eciiacy the ire aciril>'d 2 | Far le pun but honeſt : enkindle rage ? 
What miracle thus dazzles with furprit- ! ha eromds we bear the hauge of hungry Fate; 52 
Dillia® in rows the radiant columns riſe : : 47 ; An veg, degraded from Proerity date 
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; Conſtrain'd a rent-charge on the rich | live; 


Regue'd to crave the good I once could give: 
A palace, wealth, and flaves, I late poſſeſs'd, 
And all chat makes the great be call'd the bleſs'd 
My gate, an emblem of my open ſoul, 
Embrac'd the poor, and dealt a bounteous dole. 

| Scorn not the ſad reverſe, injurious maid ! 

"Tis Jove's high will, and be his will obey'd! 
Nor think thyſelf exempe : that roſy prime 100 
Muſt ſhare the doom of withering time : 
To ſome new channel ſoon, the changeſul tide 

Of royal grace th' offended queen may guide ; c 
And her Jov'd lord unplume thy toweriog pride. 

Or were he dead, tis wiſdom to beware: 105 
Sweet blooms the prince beneath Apollo's care ; 
Your deeds with quick impartial eye ſurveys, 

. Potent to puniſh 5 cannot praiſe. 

Hler keen had reach'd the ſovereign's 

Loquacious inſolent ! ſhe cries, forbear : 110 ſear; 

To thee the purpoſe of my ſoul I told: | 

Venial diſcourſe, unblam'd, with him to hold: 

The ſtoried labours of my wandering lord, 

To ſoothe my grief he haply may record: | 

Yet him, my yueſt, thy venom'd rage hath ſtung : 

Thy head ſhall pay the forfeit of thy tongue: 

But thou on whom my palace cares depend, 

Eurynomè, regard the ſtranger-friend : 

A ſeat, ſoſt-ſpred with furry ſpoils, prepare; 

Due · diſtaut, for us both to ſpeak, and hear. 

The menial fair obeys with & uteous bade: 

A ſeat adorn'd with furry ſpoils ſhe plac d: 

Due - diſtant for diſcourſe the hero fate; 
When thus the ſovereign from her chair of ſtate : 

Reveal, obſcquious to my firſt demand, 125 

L by + 7 , thy lncage. and thy oative land. 

us: O queen —— fame | 

Is bounded only by the ſtarry frame; 

Conſummate pattern of imperial fray, 

Whoſe pious rule a warlike race obey : 


130 


In wavy gold thy ſummer vales are dreſe d; 


Thy autumns bend with copious fruit oppreſs' d; 
With flocks and herds each graſſy plain is ſtor' d; '% 
And fiſh of every fin thy ſeas affurd; 
Their affluent joys, thy grateful realms confeſs, 
And bleſs the Power that flill delights to blels. 
Gracious permit this prayer, imperial dame | 
Forbear to know my lineage, or my name: 
Urge not this breaſt to heave, theſe eyes to weep ö 
In iwcet oblivion let my forrow fleep! 140 
My woes awak'd will vi. late your ear; | 
And to this gay cenſorious train appear 
A winy vapour melting in a tear. 
Their gifts the Gods reſum'd =» queen 1 re- 
join d) 
Exterior grace, and energy of mind: 
VM hen the dear partner of my nuptial joy, 
Auxiliar troops combin'd. to conquer Troy. 
My lord's protecting hand alone would raiſe 
My drooping verdure, and extend my praiſe ! 
Peers from the diſtant Samian ſhores reſort ; 
Here with Dulichians join'd, belicge the court: 
Tacynthus, green with ever-fhady groves, 
And Ithaca, prctumprtuous boatt their loves: 
Ot roding on my choice a ſecond lord, 
Th., prcfs the Hymepæan rite abhor 4. 
Mt tulc thus mine li ny with domeſtic n 
W ay ÜUate affaire: 
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| Receive no gueſt, no poor relieve ; 

But ever for my lord in ſecr:t grieve? — 

This art, inftin& by ſome celeſtial Power, 

I try'd, elufive of the bridal hour: 

| © Ye peers, I cry, who preſs to gain a heart, 

{ ** Where dread Ulyſſes claims na future part, 

« Rebate your loves, each rival ſuit ſuſpend, 

Till this funereal web my labours end: 165 

« Ceaſe, till to good Laertes | bequeath 

« A pall of ſtate, the ornament of death. 

« For when to Fate he bows, each Grecian dame 

With juſt reproach were licenc'd to defame; 

Should he, long honour'd in ſupreme command 

Want the laſt duties of a daughter's hand.” 

The fiction pleas'd! their loves I long clude ; 

The night ſtill ravePd what the day renew'd, 

Three years ſucceſsful in my art conceal'd, 

My ineffectual fraud the fonrth reveal'd : 

Beſriended by my own domeſtic ſpies, 

The woof unv / rought the ſuitor-train ſurpriſe. 

From nuptial rites they now no more rece de, 

And fear forbids to falſity the breed. 

| ay anxi« us parents urge a ſpeedy choice, 
And to their ſuffrage gain the filial voice, 

For rule mature, I elemachus deplores 


175 


10 


I His dome diſhonour'd, and exhauſted ſtores·— 


But, ſtranger! as thy days ſ-em full of fate, 
| Divide diſcourſe, in turn thy birth relate : 
Thy port afferts thee of diſtinguiſh'd race: 

, No poor unſather d pruduct of diſgrace. 

- Princeſs ! he cries, rencw'd by your command, 
Tre dear remembrance of my native land 
Ot xecret grief unſcals the fruitful ſource ; 
And tears repeat their long forgotten conrle! 


roam! 

| The ducs of nature to his nom home '— 
But inward on my foul let forrow prey, 
Your ſovereign will my duty bids obcy. 195 
Crete awes the circling waves, a fruitful ſoil! 
And ninety cities crown the ſea- bor: iſle 

| Mix'd with her genuine ſans, adopted names 
| In variaus tongues avow their vations claims: 
Cydonians dreadfu! with the bended yew, 
And bold Pelaſgi boait a natives due: 
The Dorians, plum'd amid the files of war, 
Her foodful glebe with fierce Achaians ſhare ; 
Cnoſſus, her capital of high con mand, 


Divided right; each ninth revolving year 
By Jove receiv'd in council to confer. | 
His ſon Deucalion bore ſucceilive ſway; 
His ſon, who gave me firit to view the day! 
The royal bed an e lder iſſue bl. ſt, 
domeneus, whium [lian fields l 

Ol matchleſs decds: untrain'd to martial 
1 liv'd irglericusin my native ile, 7 
StuGious of peace; and t hon is my name. 

IJ was then to Crete that great Ulyſies came; 215 
For elemental war, and wintery Jove, 

From Malea's guſty cape his navy drove 

To bright Lucina's fane; the ſhelfy coaſt 
Where loud Amniſus in the deep is loſt. 

His veſſcls moor'd, (an incommodious port 1) 226 
The hero ſpc eded ta the Cnofhan caurt: 

Ardent the partner of his arms to find. 

in lee gues ot m. commutua; in icuduſhip join d, 


166 


183 


| Where ſcepter'd Minos with im partie! hand 205 ; 
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When milder regions breathe a vernal breeze, 
The fleecy pile obeys the whiſperiog gales, 240 


Ow all his frame: illuſtrious on his breaſt 
The double claiping gold the king confeft, 
ln the rich woof a hound, Moſaic drawn, 265 


£ A favourite herald in his train | knew, 
His viſage ſolemn, fad, of fable hue: 


Oer which a promontory- ſhoulder ſpread; 


Ulyſſes view'd an image of his own. | 
His ſpeech the tempeſt of her grief reſtor d, 

In all he told ſhe recogniz'd her lord, 2850 
t when the itorm was ſpent in plenteous ſhowers; 

A pauſe inſpiriting her languiſh'd powers: 

Oh! thou, ſhe cry'd, whom firſt iacicment fate 

Made welcome to my hoſp table gote ; 
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Vain hope! ten ſuns had warm'd the weſtern 
ſtrand, | 

Since my brave brother with his Cretan band 225 

Had ſail o for Troy: but to the genial feaſt 

My honour'd roof recciv'd the royal gueſt : 

Ber ves for his train the Cnoſſian peers aſſign 

A public trait, with jars uf generous winc. 


Twelve days, while Boreas vex'd th' aerial ſpace, 230 | 


My hoſpitable dome he deign'd to grace: 
And, when the north had ceas'd the ſtormy roar, 
He wing'd his voyage to the Phrygian ſhore. 

Thus the ſam'd hero, perfected in wiles, 
With fair ſimilitude of truth beguiles 235 
The queen's attentive car: diſſolv d in woe, 
From her bright eyes the tears unbourded flow. 
As ſnows collected on the mountain freeze, 


Ends in a ſtream, and murmurs throuyh the vales : 
So, melted with the pleaſing tale he told, 
Down her fair check the copious torrent roll'd : 


he to her preſent lord laments him loſt, 


And views that object which ſhe wants the moſt! 
Withering at heart to ſee the weeping fair, 


His eyes look flern, and caſt a gloomy ſtare ; 


Or globes of iron fix'd in either ſphere ; 
Firm wiſdom interdicts the ſoſtening tear. 
A ſpeechleſs interval of grief enſues | 
Till thus the queen the tender theme renews: 


Ot horn the ſtiff relentleſs balls appear, | 
250 


Stranger! that e er thy hoſpitable roof 
Ulyſſes grac'd, confirm by faithful proof ; 


Delineate to my view my warlike lord, 255 
His form, his habit, and his train record. 


'Tis hard, he cries, to bring to ſudden fight 


| Ideas that have wing' d their diſtant flight; 
Rare on the mind thoſe images are trac'd, 
| Whoſe footſteps twenty winters have defac'd : 260 
But what I can, receive.—lIn ample mode, | 


A robe of military purple flow d 


Bore on full · ſtretch, and ſeiz d a dappled fawn; 


Deep in the neck his ſaugs iudent their hold; | . 
They pant, and ſtruggle in the moving gold. l for Dulichium urge the watery way, 335 
I But firſt the Ulyſſcor wealth ſurvey: | 
A veſt, that dazzlcd like a cleudle is fun : 270 
The ſemale train who round him throng'd to gaze, 
In ſilent wonder figh'd unwilling praiſc. ü 


Fine as a filmy web beneath it ſhone 


A ſabre, when the warrior preſs d to part, 
I gave, enamel'd with Vulcanian art: 8 
A mantle purple - ting d, and radiant veſt, 275) 
Dimenſion'd equal to his ſize, exprefs'd 5 
Affection grateful to my honour' d gueſt. 


Short woolly curls o'crfleec'd his bending head, 290 


Evrybotes' in whoſe large ſoul alone 


With all thy wants the name of poor ſhall end: 
Henceforth live honour'd, my domeſtic friend ! 
The veſt much envy'd on your native coaſt, 

And regal rohe with figur d gold emboſe'd, 


= In happier hours my artful hand employ'd, 


When my lov'd lord this bliſsful bower enjay d: 295 
| The fall of Troy, erroneous and forlorn 
Doom d to ſurvive, and never to return! 
| Then he, with pity touch'd : O royal dame 1) 
Your ever- anxious mind, and heauteous frame, 
From the devouring rage of grief reclaim. 300 
not the fondneſs of your ſoul reprove | 
| For ſuch a lord! who crown d your virgia-love 
With the dear bleſſing of a fair increaſe; | 
Himſelf adorn'd with more than mortal grace: 
{ Yet while 1 ſpeak, the mighty woe ſuſpend; 305 


| Truth forms my tale; to pleaſing truth attend. 


The royal object of your deareſt care 
Breaths in no diſtant clime the vital air; 
in rich Theſprotia, and the nearcr bound 
| Of Theſlaly, his name I heard renown'd: 310 
Without retinue, to that friendly ſhore . 
Welcom'd with gifts of price, a ſumleſs ſlore 
| His facrilegious train, who dar'd toprey 
On herds devoted to the God of day, . 
Were doom' d by Jove, and Phebus' juſt decree, 31 
To periſh in the rough Trinacrian ſea | 
To better Fate the blameleſs chief ordain d. 
A floati -g fragment of the wreck regain'd, 


And rode the ſtorm; till by the billaws toſt, 


He landed on the fair Phæacian coaſt. 2329 
That race, who emulate the life of Gods, TOE 
Receive him joyous to their bleſt abodes : 
Large gifts confer, a ready fail command, 
To ſpeed his voyage to the Grecian ſtrand. 
| But your wiſe lord (in whoſe capacious foul 325 
High ichemes of power in juſt ſucceſſion roll) 

His Ithaca refus'd from favouring Fate, 
Till copious wealth might guard his regal ſtate. 


| Phedon the fact affirm'd, whoſe ſovereign fovay 
I Theſpratian tribes, a dutcous ra e, obey: 330 
And bade the Gods thisadded truth atteſt, 


(While pure libations crown'd the genial feaſt) 
That anchor'd in his port the ve ſſel ſtand, 5 
To waft the hero to is natal land. | 


So rich the value of © ſtore fo vaſt 
Demands the pomp of centuries to waſte ! 


| The darling object of your royal love, 5 
Was jaurney d thence to Dodone n Jove; 349 


By the ſure precept of the ſylvan ſhrine, 
| 1% form the conduct of his great deſign : 
Irrefolute cf ſoul, his ſtate to ſhrowd 


In dark diſguiſe, or come a king avow'd? [345 
I Thus lives your lord; nor longer doom'd to ruam 
Soon will he grace his dear paternal dome. 


By Jove, the ſource of good, ſupreme in power! | 
By the bleſt genius of this friendly bower! 


I ratify my ſpeech; before the ſun 


| His anuual longitude of Heaven ſhall run; 350 
When the pale empreſs of yon ſtarry train - 
In the next month renews her faded wane, 

_ Ulyſſes will aſſert his rightful reign. 3 
What thanks! what boon! reply'd the queen, 
| are due, | 


f len time mall prove the ſlorĩed bleſſing truc : 355 


| — Then licens'd rage 
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My lord's return ſhould fate no more retard, 
Envy ſhall ficken at thy vaſt reward. 
But my prophetic fears, alas! preſage. 
The wounds of Deſtiny's relentleſs rage. | 
I long muſt weep, — Viplivoame, 360 
With royal gifts to ſend you honour d home 
Your other taſk, ye menial train, forbear : 
Now waſh che ſtranger, and the bed prepare : 
With ſplendid palls the downy fleece adorn : 
Up-rifing early with the purple morn, 365 
His ſine ws ſhrunk with age, and ſtiff with toil, 
In the warm bath foment with fragrant oil. 
Then with Telemachus the ſocial feaſt 
Partaking free, my ſole-invited gueſt; 
Whoeꝰ er neglects to pay diſtinftion due, 370 
The breach of hoſpitable right may rue. | 
The vulgar of my ſex I molt exceed 
| In real fame, when moſt humane my deed : [ 
And vainly to the praiſe of queen aſpire, 
If, ſtranger ! I permit that mean attire, 375 
Beneath the feaſtful bower. A narrow ſpace 
Confines the circle of our deſtin'd race ; 5 
_ 'Tis ours with good the ſcanty round to grace. 
Thoſe who to cruel wrong their ſtate abuſe, 
Dreaded in life the mutter'd curſe purſues: 380 
By death diſrob'd of all their ſa vage powers, 
her hateful prey devours. 
| But he whoſe in-born worth his acts commend, 
Of gentle ſoul, to human race 2 friend; 


The wretched he relieves diffuſe his ſame, 385 


And diſtant tongues extol the patron-name. 
| Princeſs, he cry'd, in vain your bounties low 
On me, confirm'd and obſtinate in woe. 
When my lov'd Crete receiv'd my final view, 
And from my weeping eyes her cliffs withdrew; 390 
The tatter d weeds (my decent robe relign'd) 
I choſe the livery of a woeful mind 
Nor will my heart-eorroding cares abate 
With ſplendid palls, and ＋ * of fate: 
Low. couch d on earth, the gift of ſleep | 
ſcorn, 5 
And catch the glances of the waking morn. 
The delicacy of your court. y train 
To waſh a wretched wanderer would diſdain; 
But if, in track of Jong experience try d, 
And fad fimilitude of woes ally's, 
Some wretch reluctant views aerial light, 


She veils the torrent of her tearſul eves; : 

And thus impaſſion d to herſelf replies: 

| Son of my love, and monarch of my cares: 
What pangs for thee this wretched boſom bears !425 

Are thus by Jove who conſtant beg his aid 

With pious deed and pure devotion paid ! 


He never dar'd defraud the facred fane, 


Of perſect hecatombs in order ſlain : 
There oft implor'd his tutelary power, 430 
Long to pretract the ſad ſepulchral hour; 

That, form'd for empire with paternal care, 
His realm might recogniſe an equal heir. 

Oh deſtin'd head! The pious vows are loſt; 
His God forgets him on a foreign coaſt !— 435 
Perhaps, like thee, poor gueſt! in wanton pride 
The rich inſult him, and the young deride ! | 
Conſcious of worth revil'd, thy generous mind 
The friendly rite of purity declin'd; 

My will concurring with my queen's command, 449 
Accept the bath from this obſequious hand. 5 
A ſtrong emotion ſhakes my anguiſh d breaſt; 

In thy whole form Ulyſſes ſeems expreſs'd: 

Of all the wretched harbour'd on our coaſt, 

None imag'd e'er like thee my maſter loſt. 445 

Thus half diſcovered through the dark diſguiſe, 


| With cold compoſure f:ign'd, the chief replies: 


You join your ſuffrage to the public vote; 

The fame you think, have all beholders thought. 
He ſaid. Reple -niſh'd from the pureſt ſprings, 450 

The laver ſtraight with buſy care ſhe brings: 


In the deep vaſe, that ſhone like burniſh'd gold, 


The boiling fluid temperatesthe cold. 


Mean time revolving in his thoughtful mind 
The ſcar with which his manly knee was fign'd; 35 


His face averring frora the crackling blaze, 

His ſhoulders intercept th* unſriendly rays: 
{ Thus cautious in the obſcure he hop'd to fly 
The curions ſearch of Euryclea's eye. 


| Cantious in vain ! nat ccas'd the dame to find 400 3 


The ſcar, with which his manly knee was ſign' d. 
This on Parnaſſus (combating the boar) 
With glancing rage the tuſky favage tore. 


1 | At. ended by his brave maternal race, | 

| His graudſire ſent him to the ſylvan chaſe, 465 
_ { Autulycus the bold (a mighty name | 
400 For ipatleſs faith and deeds of martial ſame; 


Hermes, his Patron- God, thuſe Gifts beſtow'd, 


To her mean hand aſſign the friendly rite. 
Pleas'd with his wiſe reply, the queen rejoin d: : 
duch gentle manners, and fo ſage a mind, 
in all who grac'd this hoſpitable bower o 4e 5 
Ine'er diſcern” d, before this focial hour. 
Such ſervant as your humble choice requires, 
To light receiv'd the lord of my deſires, | 
New from the birth: and with a mother hand 
His tender bloom to manly growth ſuſlain'd 410 
Of matchleſs prudence, and a duteous mind ; 
Though now to life's cxtremeſt verge declin'd 1 
Ol ſtrength ſuperior to the toil aflign'd.— 
_ Riſe, Euryclea! with officious care | 
For the poor [ricnd the cleanſing bath prepare: 413 
This debt his correſpondent fortunes claim, 
Tos like Uhſſes, and perhaps the ſame! 
Thus, old with woes, my fancy paints him now; 
For age uatimely marks the careful brow ! 
| Inſt.nt, ahſequious to the mild ——_— 420 
ad bundle roſe : with trembling hand 


_ ! Whoſe ſhrine with weaning lambs he wont to kad.) 
"4 His curſe to Ithaca this hero ſped, 5 * | 


When the firſt praduct of Laertes' bed 
Was new diſclos'd to birth: the banquet ends, ? 


| When Euryclea from the queen deſcends, 
I And to his fond embrace the babe cummends. | 
* Receive. ſhe cries, your royal daughter's ſon; 475 


And name the bl: lings that your prayers _ 
won. 

Then thus the hoary chief: © My victor arms 

Have aw'd the realms around with dire alatms; 

A ſure memorial of my dreaded fame 


« And when with filial love the yuuth ſhall come 

| © To view his mother's ſoil, my Delphic dome 

With gifts of price ſhall ſend him joyous 
| „ home.” 


prime 
| Euded i in man, his mother's ata] clime. 485 


The boy ſhall bear; Ulyſſes be his name! 480 


Lur'd with the promis's boon, when youthſul 


ful 


A lofty cople, the growth of ages, uod: : 


The ries of Jif- re pain their azurz: courſe. * 
Then back they led the youth with leud acclaim; 
Autalychus, enamunr* 4 with his fame, 


 Eonifriwd the zure; and i; wr tt Velphic dameggo 
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Ulyſſes ſought ; with fond alfeQion dear 
Amphithea s arms receiv'd the royal heir: 

Her ancient lord an equal joy poſſeſt; 

Inſtant he bade prepare the genial feaſt : 

A ſteer to form the ſumptuous banquet bled, 490 
Whoſe ſtately growth five flowery ſummers fed. 
His ſons divide, and roaſt with artful care 

The limbs; then all the taſteſul viands ſhare. 


This Phoebus wheeling to the weſtern goal 495 
Reſign'd the ſkies, and night involv'd the pole. 
Their drooping eyes the ſlumberous ſhade oppreſs d, 
dated they roſe, and all retir d to reſt. 

Soon as the morn, new - rob'd in purple light, 
Pierc'd with het golden ſhafts the rear uf :1ght; de 
Ulyſſes and his brave mater nal race, 

The young Autolyci, aſlay ence chaſe. 

Parnaſſus, thick perplex 'd with horrid ſhades, 

With deep-mouth'd hounds the hunter-troop in- 
| vades : 

What time the ſun, from ocean's peaceſul "Bn 

Darts o'er the lan his horizontal beam. 

The pack impatient ſnuff the tainted gale; 

The thorny wiles the waod men fierce aſſail: 

And, foremoſt of the train, his cornel ſpear 
Ulyſſes wav'd, to rouſe the ſavage war, 510 

Deep in the rough receſſes of the wood, 


Nor ceav'd diſcourſe (the banquet of the ſoul,) q 


Nor winter's boreal blaſt, nor thunderous ſhower, | 
Nor ſolar ray, could pierce the ſhady bower, 


— 


The mingled fluids from the vaſe redound; 

The vaſe recliniog floats the floor around ' 

Smiles dew'd with tears the plcafing firife ev. 
reſs'd 

of grief and joy, alternate in her breaſt. oy” 

Her fluttering words in melting murmurs died; 

At length, abrupt—My fon! wy king !—ſhe PE 

His neck with fond embrace infolding fat, 

Full on the queen her raptur'd eye ſhe caſt, 553 

Ardent to ſpeak the monarch ſafe reſtor d: 

But ſtudious to conceal her royal lord, 

Minerva fixed her mind on views remote, 

And from the preſent bliſs abſtracts her thought, 

His hand to Euryelea's mouth applicd, 560 ©. 

Art thou foredoom'd my peſt ? the hero cried : | 


And have the fates thy babbling age ordain d 


To violate the liſe thy youth ſuſtain'd ? 


Thy oulky ſounts my infant lips have drain'd : 


An exile have | told, with weeping eyes, 363 


Full twenty annnal ſuns in diſtant ikies . 


At length return'd, ſome God inſpires thy hreaſ 
To know thy king, and here | ſtand confeſs's. 
Th's Heaven: difcover'd truth to thee conſign d, 


Reſcrve the treaſure of thy inmoſt mind: 


578 
Liſe, if the Gods my vengeful arm ſuſtain, | 


| Aud proſtrate to my fword the tuĩtor- train: 
1 | With their lewd mates, thy undiſtinguiſh d age 


Shall bleed a victim to vindictive rage. 
Then thus rejoin'd the dame, devoid of fear: $75. 


What words, my ſon, have paſs” d thy lips ſevere ! 


With wither'd foliage ſtrew'd, a heapy ftore; 515 Deep in my ſoul the truſt ſhall lodge ſecur d; 


The warm pavilion of a dreziſul boar. 


Rous'd by the hounds and Lunters mingling cries, 
The ſavage from his leafy ſuelter Nies: 


Wich fiery glare his ſanguine cye-balls ſhine, 


And briſtles high impale his horrid chiue. 520 
Voung Ithacus advanc'd, deſics the ine, 


Poiling his liſted lance in act to throw; 


The ſavage renders vain the wound decreed,” 


And ſprings impetucus with oppan zent ecd! | 
His tuſks oblique he aim'd, tiw knee to gore; 525 
Allope they glanc'd, the ſinewy fibres core, 


And bar'd the bone: Ulycs undilnay'd, 


Son with redoubled force the wound repay'd; 


To the right ſhoulder-joint the {pear apply's : 


With joy, and valt ſurpriſe, th“ applaudirg train 
View'd his evormous bulk extended on the plain 
With bandage firm UlyJcs kues bey bound ; 8 
Then, chanting myltic lays, the cloſing weund 835 


Of facred melody contcts'd the fi rec; 


_ 


With wlucu gifts retugu'd hint ploricus home. 


Be fafe ir Ithaca with joy recriv'd, 


Relates the chile, ard carty praiſe atchicv'd. 
Eecp a' er is knew, infean'd, remain'd the ſcar: 
Which noted token of the woedland war 540 

When Eury ca found, t.“ ablution cras'd; 


Dowu croyp'd che ig, from her wack hand re- 
cas d; | 


1 8 | wp 


With ribs of ftcel, and marble heart, immur 4. ; 
When Heaven, auſpicious to thy right avaw'd, 


Shall proſtrate to thy ſword the ſuicor-crowd j 8. 
The ceeds Fl blazon of the meniul fair: 
Tl: lewd to death devote, the virtuous 
zun aid avails me not, the chief replicd ; 
My own experience ſhall their doom decide; 5 
A witneſs judge precludes a long appeal : 53s 
| Sufficeit thee thy monarch to conceal, | 
He fiid : obſequious, with redoubled pace, 


| She to the tourt conveys th* exhauſted vaſe : 


The bath renew d, ſac ends the pleaſing toil 
With plenteous unQion of ambroſial oil  ggo-” 


| | Adjulling to his limbs the tatter'd veſt; 
His further flank the fircaming purple dy d: $ $39 


On earth he ruſh'd with agonizing pain; | J 


His former ſeat receiv'd the ſtranger gueſt, - 3 = 
Whom thus with penſive ait the queen addreſs'd: 
Though night, diſſolving grief in grateful caſc, 


Your drooping eyes with ſoft oppreſſion ſeize ; 


A while, reluctant to her pleaſing ſorce, 
Suſpend the reftful hour with ſweet diſcourſe. 
The day (ne'er brighten'd with a beam of j joy 9 
My menials, and domeſtic cares employ: 
And unattended by fincere repoſe, 0 
The night afliſts my ever - wakeful woes: 5 
When nature's huſh'd beneath her brooding * 

| My echoing grieſs the ſtarry vault invade. 

| As, when the months are clad in flowery green, 
Sad Philomel in bowery ſhades unſeen, 605 
To vernal airs attuucs her varied ſtrains ; | 
And ltylus ſounds warbling oer the plains : : 

Young [tylus, his parents' darling joy 

Whom chance miiled the 1. other to deſtroy : 

Now doom'd a wakeful bird to wail the beau- 

tenus boy, 619 
Joi in nocturnal ſolitude N 


d variety of wocsl mourn! 


290 


My mind, reſlective, in a thorny maze 
Devious from care to care inceſſant ſtrays. 
Now, wavering doubt ſucceeds to long 2. 615 
Shall | my ivy appar, — revere; --—— FR 
And, joining to my 
Partake his * and i his reign * 
Or, ſince, mature in manhood, he deplores 
His dome diſhonour'd, and exhauſted ſtores ; 
Shall I, reluctant, to his will accord; 
And frem the peers ſele& the noblect lord? 
So by my choice-avow'd, at length decide 
Theſe waſteful love-debates, a mourning bride! 
A viſionary thought I'll now relate; 625 
Illuſtrate, if you know, the ſhadew'd fate: 
A team of twenty gecfe (a ſnow-white train!) 
Fed near the limpid lake with golden grain, 
Amuſe my penſive hours. The bird of Jove 
Fierce from his mountain-eyrie downward drove: 
Each favourite fowl he pounc'd with deathful ſway, 
And back triumphant wing'd his airy way. 
Ni pitying eyes effus d a plenteous ſtream, 
To view their thus imag'd in a dream; 


620 


635 


The viſion ſclf-explain'd (the Chief f replies) 650 
| Sincere reveals the ſanQion of the ſkies 
Ulyſſes ſpeaks his own return decreed; 

And by his ſword the ſuitors ſure to bleed. 

| Hard is the taſk, and rare, the 1 
5 deſtinies in dreams to - -- "O06 
Immur'd within the filent bower of 1 
| pts arr ge hes | 
Oft ivory one; cm en te tonin.. 
. | 


The gates oppos 


| Not to this tr 


As on the liited field he us'd to place 
| Six beams, oppos d to fix in equal ſpace : 
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'd p<llucid valves adorn, 

And —＋ fair incas d with poliſn d horn: 
Where images of truth for paſſage wait, 
With viſions manifeſt of future fate. 

„fear, that phantom ſoar'd, 
Which ſpoke Ulyſſes to his realm reſtor d: 
Deluſive ſemblance ! but my remnant liſe 
Heaven ſhall determine in a gameful ſtriſe: 
With that fam'd bow Ulyſſes taught to bend, 
For me the rival archers ſhall contend. 


* 


679 


Elanc'd afar by his unering art, 


Sure through ſix circlets flew the whizzing dart. 


So, when the ſun reſtores the purple day, 

Their ſtrength and ſkill the ſuitors ſhall aſſay : 675 

To him the ſpouſal honour is decreed, 

Who through the rings directs the feather'd reed. 

Torn from theſe walis (where long and kinder 
Powers hours!) 


With pomp and joy have wing d my youthful 
on this poor breaſt ao dawn ot bliſs ſhall beam; | 
The pleaſure vaſt ſupplies a copious theme 


For many 3 dreary thought, and many a doleful ( : 


dream 

Propoſe the ſportive lot (the chief replies) 
Nor dread to name yourſelf the 's pine: 
Ulyſſes will — th' unfiniſh'd game 
Avow'd, and falſify the ſuitor's claim. 
* To whom, with grace ſerene, the queen 


_ 


in all hy ſpeech, what — I find! . = - is 


— er my ſuſpended woe thy words 1 


I part reluctant from the 
But Heaven, that knows what — 4 
| | Repolſe to night, and toil to day decreed: 
- | Grateful vi ide ! yet me withdrawn, 
Wakeful to weep and watch the tardy dawn 
Eſtabliſh'd uſe enjvins; to reſt and joy 69s 


Eſtrang d, ſince dear Ulyſſes fail'd to Troy! 
Mean time inſtructed is the menial tribe 
Your couch to faſhion as yourſelf preſcribe. 

Thus affable, 4 —— 
The ſovereign-ſtcp a beauteous train attends; | v 
There imag d to her ſoul Ulyſſes roſe ; 


Down her pale cheek new ſtreaming ſorrow 3 
Till ſoft oblivious ſhade Minerva {; 


5 2 


BOOK. XX. 


THE ARGUMENT. 5 


— Ulyſſes is inſulted by Cteſippus, 
Strange prodigies are ſeen by Theechmenu 


in th wfibl of the palace & wing > the difiodive of the wenn... Minerva fe, | 
— At bis waking be deferes a faveurable fign from Jupiter, which is granted. 
the people, and the ſuitors banguet in the palace. 


Telemachus exerts bis — 
and the reſt (continue in their ercgſei. 


—— wbo explains them to the deſiruci ian of the w 


8 Ineeſſant turns, impatient of repaſt: EE. | 
Uh ſſes ſo, from fide to ide devoly'd, 33 


r 


Fler faded posters with balmy reſt reuew. 
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XN ampyle hide divine. Ulyſſes ſpread, f 
—— of fleecy ſkins bis humble bed 
(Une remaaats of the ſpoil the ſuitor crowd 
In feftival d-vour'd, and vittims vow'd). 
Then or the chief, Errynowe the cha:te, 5 
With duteous cure, a downy carpet cat : 
With dire revenge his thoughtful boſom glows, 
And, ruminating F wrath, be ſcorns repoſe. 
As thus pavilliowd i the porch he lay 
Scenes of lew d loves his wakeſul eye ſurvey 3 10 
Whilf to notturaal Joys impure repair, 
With wantan glee, the proſtituted fair. 
His heart w th rage this new diſhonour ſtung, 


Wavering his thought in dubious bahnce hung! 


Gr, initant ſhould ne quench the guilty flame 15 
With tuc ir own blood, ard in tere pt the ſhame 
Or to their luſt indulge a laſt embrace, 


And let the peers conſfummat.: the di” grace 3 * 


Kound his fwoln heart tlie murmurous fury rolls: 
As oer her young the mother-maſtiſf growls, 20 
And bays tlie ſtranger-groom: ſo wrath compreis'd, 
Recoiling, mutter d thunder in his breaſt. 


Poor ſutteriog heart ! he cried, ſupport the pain 


Of wouuded honour, and thy rage refirain, 


Not fiercer woes thy fortitucle could toll, 25 


When the brave partners cf thy ten years toil 

Dire Polypheme devour'd : I then was freed, 

By patient prudeacc from tae death decreed. 
Thus anchor d ſafe on 'Reaiou's peaceſul coaſt 


Tempeſts of wrath his ſoul no longer toſs'd: 30 


Reſtleſs his body roll'd, to rage re! gu'd: 


As one who long with pale-eye*d famine pin'd, 


The favory cates on glowing embers caſt 


In ſelt debate the ſuitors? doom refolv'd. 
When, ia the form of mortal nymph array'd, 


From Heaven deſcends the * Martial 


Mail: 
And hovering oder his head in view confeſs, 40 


The Cedde!s thus her favourite care addreſs'd ; 


O thou, of mortal; mo} intr'd to woes! 1 


Wp roll thoſe eves unfriznded of repoſe ? 


Beneat! thy paince-roof forget thy care; 


BlYdin thy queen! hleſod iu thy blooi ing heir! 
Won, to the Gods when ſuppliant fathers bow?” 7 


They na ne the ſtan dur of their deareſt vow, | 
Jv& is thy kind rvroach the chiet rein ); 
Decds full of tare «littratt my various mind 


In coptem pia 10. W rapp'd. This ho ſt ile crew 50 


What (i; 181. arm hath Trower⸗ to ſuhdue ? 
Or ie, by jJev.?; and thy auiiliar aid, 


They're e d to bled; Ch! fay, ecle tial Waid : 


W hn ſhall Ulviſes un, or how 2 35 
Natious einb: att}-4 to rev enge the Cain? 


On, impote::ce of fait! Minerva * -H 
Tf man on frail vorrowi ing man relies. 
Doubt you the Cods ! Lo! Pallas! ſelf FP PSY 


Inſpire; thy counſels, and thy toils atteads, 69 
In me affianc'd fertiry thy hreaſt, 


Tho myriads leagued thy rightful claim conteſt: 


Ny fare divinity ſhall bear the field, 
And edge thy ſword to reap the glorious ficld, 
Now pay the de bt to craving nature due, 65 


Vor. VI. 


And airy te rrors ſabie every dream. 
The luſt alone a kind illuſ on wrought, 


If the lor g 
Of bens, race now riſu g from re poſe 
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She ceasꝰd. Ambrefial umbers ſeal is eyes; 
His care diſſolves in vii onary joys: p 


The Goddeſ:, plead, regai::s her ratal ſkies. 


Not ſo the queen: the dowry ba. ds of fleep 0 
By grief relax d, ſhe wak'd again to weep ; 
A gloomy pauſe enſued o: dumb deſpair ; 
Then thus her fate invok*d, with ferveat prayer : 
Diana! ſpeed thy deathiul ebon dart, 
And cure the par gs of this coavult.ve heart, 7. 
Snatch me, ye w hichvinds! far from human race, 
 Tofs*d through the void iliinitable ſpace : 


| Cr, if diſmour ted from the rapid cloud, 


Me with his whelmir.g wave let Cecan ſkroud, 


So, Paudarus, thy hopes, three orphan-tair, 80 


Were doon'd to wander through the devious air 3 
Thyſelf untimely, and thy co: fort dy*'d, 

But tour celeſtials both your cares ſupply'd. 
Venus in tender dclicacy rears 

With honey, mil , aud wine, their iuſant years: 
Imperial Juno to their youth af g., 86 


A form majeltĩe d ard !agacious mind: 
With ſſapely growth Dian grac'd the loom; 


And Pallas taught tie texture of the John. 


But whiltt, to learn their lots ia r upt al love, 90 
Bright Cvtherea ſought the bower o jove 7 


( Lhe God ſupre me, to whole tar. al eye 


The regiliers o Fate expa: ded lic 3) 


Wing'dharpics!. atch'd th'unguarded charge away, 


| And to the Furies bore a grateful prey. 98 


Be ſuch my lot! Cr thou, Diar a, ſpecd 


| Thy ſhait, ard ſend me joytul ta the dead; 


To ſcek my lord among the warrior<train, 


{ Ere ſecor.d vows my bridal iaith profare, 1c 
When woes the wal ing ſenſe alone aiiail - 
| Whiltt night extends her ſoft oblivious veil, 


Of other wretches care the torture ends; 


No truce the wariare of my heart ſuſper d. 


The night rerew the day-dittracting theme, 
195 


And to my bed wy lov'd Ulyſſes bright . 
In wanly bloom, and each mat eſtie grace, 
As when for Troy he leſt my ford embrace; 


Such raptures in my beating boſom riſe, 77; 7 ma 


I dcem it ſure a vif on of the £:ics. 


Thus, whilit Aurora mouits her purple throue, 


In audiÞle laments ſhe breaths her mean; 

The ſounds aſſault Ulyfles wakeful ear: 
Mi-judging of the cauſe, a ſudde:. fear 115 
Of his arrival know n, the chief alarms; 

He thinks the queen is ruſſ ing to his arms 


_ Up-ſpringing from his couch, with active EY 
The fleece ard carpet ia the dome he plac*d; 
(Tuc hide, without, imbib'd the morning air 
And thus the Gods i vod with ardent prayer: 


Jove, andethorealthrones !with heaven to iriend, 
ſeries of my woes {tall end, 


Let one a bliſsfn] omen here diſcloſe 125 
And, to con rm my ith, propitions WW, 


Vouchſafe the ſanct ion of a gn above! 


Whit: lowly thus the chief adoring hows, } 


| The yitying God his guardian aid wows, 
Loud ſrom a ſapphire ſey his thunder founds + 
. With ſpringing hope th: hero's heart rebounds, 


2 


- 


+ 


! 


(Ot granted vows a certain ſignal ſeut) 
Ila this ble ſt moment of ace ptæd prayer, 


Soon, with conſummate joy to crown his prayer, 
An omen'd voice invades his ravi'k/d ear. | 
Beneath a pile, that cloſe the dome adjoiu'd, 
Twelve female ſlaves the gitt of Ceres griad; 135 
Taf'd for the royal beard to. bolt the braa 


From the pure flour (the growth and ſtrength of 


man 
Diſcharging to the day the labour due, 
Now early to repoſe the reit withdrew 3 
One maid, unequal to the taſk aſſiga d, 
Still turn'd the 
mind ; 
And thus in bitterneſs of foul divin'd: | 
Aather of Gods and men; whoſe thunders roll 
Cer the cerulean vault, and ſhake the pole; 
Whoe'er from Heaven has gain'd this rare oftent 


145 


140 
toilſome mill with anxious f_ 


Piteous, regard a wretch conſum'd with care! 
Inftart, © jove ! co: found the ſuitor=train, 
For whom o*<rtoiP4 I grind the golden grain: 


Far from this dome the lewd devourers caſt, : 56 
And be this feſtival decreed their Jail ! 


His ſteps impetuous to the portal preſs ; 


Big with their doom denounc'd in earth and ſky, 
Ulyſſes? heart dilates with ſecret joy. 
Mean time the menial train with untuous wood 
Heap'd high the genial hearth, Vulcanian food: 
When, early dreſs'd, advanc'd the royal heir: 
With manly graſp he war'd a martial ſpear, 


A radiant fabre grac'd his purple zone, 


And on his foot the golden fauval ſhone, 


And Euryclea thus he there adelreſꝰd: 


Say thou, to whom my youth its r.urture owes, | 


| Was care for due refeftion and repoſe 


Befow'd the ftranger gue ? Or waits he griev'd, 
His age not honour'd, nor his wants rev d? 105 


 Promufcunous grace on ail the quecn comery3 | 


In vain the queen the night-refeftion preſs : 
Nor would he court repoſe in downy ſtate, 
VUnbleſs'd, abaudon'ld to the rage of Fate! 
A hide beneath the portico was ſpread, = 


(In woes bewilder'd, oft” the wiſ:'t err). 
The wordy vngrant to the dole ntpirgs, 


And modett worth with noble fon retires, 


She thus: Oh! ceaſe that ever honors name 
To ble miſn now; it ill deſerves your blame: 
A bowl of generous wine ſuffic the gueſt; 


175 


And fleecy ſl ius composed an humble bed: 5 


A downy carpet, cait with duteous care, 
Secur'd him from the keen nocturnal air, 
His cornel javelin poi:'d with regal port, 180 


ird: 


Two dogs of chaſe, a lion- heart-d guard, 


Behind him ſourly flal&.l, Without delay 


Same bid the goblets boait their native gold: 


The dame divides the lahaur of the day; 
Thus urging to the to'l the menial train, 
What marks of luxury the marble flain! 
Its wonted luftre let the floor regainz 
The ſeats with purple clothe in order due; 


- _o' 


| 


And let tl abiterſ.ve ſponge the board renew: 
191 


Let ſome refreſh the vaſeꝰs ſullied molel; 


Sone to che ſpring, with each a jar, repair, 


— And copious wat rs pure for bathing bear: 


— 
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| 


1 


| 


| 


| 


| 


The goodlieſt goats of all the royal herd 


The wretch unfriendly to the race 6f mam: 


| Fe thus began, benevolent of mind; 


To the fage Greeks conv-n'd ia Themi e court, | 


Feoortl-itſuing from the dome the prince re- 


Unpiteous of the race thy will began! 


POPE'S HOMER. 


Diſpatch ! for ſoon the ſuiters will eſcay 
The lunar feaft-rites to the God of day, 
She ſaid : with duteous haſte a bevy fair 
Of twenty virgins to the ſpring repair: 
With varied toil the reſt adorn the dome. 
Magnif cent, an blitue, the ſuitors come. 200 
Some wield the ſounding axe; the dodder'd oaks 
Divide, ch-dicut to the forceful trokes. | | 
Soon from the fount, with each a brimming urn: 


195 


(FEumeus in their train) the maids return, 


Three porters for the feaſt, all brawny-chin*d, 205 
He brought; the choiceſt ot the tuſky kind: 

In lodgements ſirit ſecure his care he view'd, 
Then to the king his friendly ſpeech renew'd: 
Now ſay ſ.nccre, my gueſt! the ſuĩtor- train 

Still treat thy worth with lordly dull di: ; 


Or ſp-axs their deed a bounteous mind ho- 


mane ?_ 


Some pityi:.g God (Ulyſſes fad reply*d) 


211 


| With voll ied vergeance blaſt their toweri-g pride ! 
No conſcious bluſf, no ſenſe of right, re ſtrains 
Tue tides of luit that ſwell their boiling veins : 


From vice to vice their appetites are toit, 216 
All cheaply ſated at another* colt! 
While thus the chief his woes indigrant told, 
Melanthius, maſter of the bearded fold, 
| 220 
Spontaneous to the ſuitors feaſt preſcrrd: 


Two grooms affittant bore the victims hound; 


With quavering cries the vaulted roofs reſound; 
And to the chief :mftere, aloud began 
228 
Here, vagran t, ſtill? offenbve to my lords! 
Blows have more energy than airy words; 


| Theſe arguments boll ufe: nor conſcious ſi ame, 


Nor threats, thy bold intrufion will reclaim. 

Gn this high {caſt the meaneſt vulgar boaſt 230 

A plenteous board! Hence! ſeek another hoſt! 
Re joindur to the cul the king diſdainꝰd; 


| But {00% his head, and ri ſing wrath reſtraĩn'd. 


From Cephalas ia crofs the furgy nal 


Pluletius late arriv*d, a faithful fwain, 255 
| A fteer ungrat:ful to the bulPs embrace, 
Aud goats he brought, the pride of all their 
1 | | . 
Imperted in a ſhallop not his απon: : 
The dome re- cchoed to their mingled moan, 
Straiglit to the guardian of the briſily kind 


2 


What guelt is he, of ſuch majeftic air? 
His lineage and paternal clime declare: 
Dim through ri? eclipſe of Fate, the rays divine 


Ot ſovereign ſtate with faded ſplendour {r.i::e. 245 


If movarchs by the Gods are plung'd in woe, 


To what abyſs are we foredoom'd to go! 
Then affable he thus the chicf addreſs' d, 
| Whilſt with pathetic warmth his hand he pref. 'd;: 


Stranger! may Fate a milder aſpect ſhow, 230 


Ard ſpin thy future with a whiter clue! 


O Jove, for ever deaf to human crics; 
The Tyrant, not the Father of the (kie-! 


The fool of Fate, thy manuſact ure, man, 233 
With penury, contempt, repulſe, and care, 
The galling load of life is dohm'd to hear. 


Tlyfies from his ſtate a wanderer tiill, 


1 Upbraids thy power, thy widom, or thy will: 


In that beſt cauſe ſkould emulate the young 


POPE'S 


© morarch ever dear !—O mon of wee !— 


Freſh flow my tears, and all for ever ow 260 
Like thee, pocr firanger-gueit, de: ied his home! 
Like thee, in rags vbicere, decreed to roam! | 
Or, haply periit'd on ſome diitaat ccaft, 
in Stygian gloom he glides s penfive gloſt! 
Oh! gratetel ior the good his bounty gave, 
PII grieve, till ſorrow fink me to the grave 
_ His kind prote ding hand my youth preferr*d, J 
The regent t iis Cephalenian herd: 0 es 

With vaſt increafe beneath my care it ſpreads, 

A ſtately breed ! and blackens far the meads. 270 

Conltrain*d, the chnicett beeves I thene: import 

To cram theſe cormorants that crowd his court 

Who in partition. ſeek his realm to ſi are; 

Nor human right, nor wrath divine revere. 

Since her. re{olv% oppreſſive theſe rei de, 275 
Contendiag dc ubt, my anxious heart divide: 
Nom to ſo. e reig: clime inclind to fly, 

And with the royal herd protect ion buy: | 
Then happier thoughts return the nodding ſcale, 
Light mounts detpair, alternate hopes pres ail: 

In opening proſpects ot ideal joy, EY 

My king returns; the proud uſurpers die. 

To whom the chict ; In thy capacions mind 
Since daring zcal with cool debate is join*d; 
Attend a deed already ripe in Fate; 

Atteſt, O Jove, the truth I now relate! 

This facred truth atteſt each genial Power, 

Who bleſs the board, and guard this friendlybower 

Before thou quit the dome (nor long delay) 

Thy wiſh produc'd in act, with pleas'd ſurvey, 


265 


* . 
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Thy wondering eyes ſhall view: his rightful 
reign | Ce) 
By arms avow*d Ulyſſes ſhall regain, 


And to the ſhades devote the ſui: or- train. 


© Jove ſupreme ! the raptur'd ſwain replies, | 


With decd conſummate ſcon the promis'd joys! 
Theſe aged nerves, with rew-born vigour ſtrung 


Aſſents Kumæus to the prayer addreſe“ d: 
And equal ardours i.e his loyal breaſt. 
Mean time the ſuitors urge the prince's fate, 
And dg atluul arts employ the dire debate: 300 
Wien, in his airy tour the bird of jove 1 
Tru 'd with his t azwy pource a tremiling dove: 
Siniſter to their hope! This omen eg'd 
Amphinomus, who thus preſaging cry'd : 305 
I ) be Gods from {force and traud the prince de- 
O peers ! the ſanguinary ſcheme ſuſpend : ſfend; 
| Your tuture thought let ſable Fate employ; 
And give the preſent hour to genial 5 . {cragd, 
From council {iraight th? aſtenting peerage 
And in the dome prepar'd the genial icalt, 310 
Diſrob'd their vetts apart in or- ler lay, 5 
Then all with ſpeed ruccind the viciims ſiay: 
With ſheep and ſhagey coats the porters bled, 
And the proud fizer was on the marble ſpread, 
With ire prepar'd. they dal the morſels round, 
Wine roty-bright the brin ming goblets crown'd, 
By ſage Eumeus borne: the purple tide 
Mclanthins from an ample iar ſuppli-d ; 


By herald's rank'd, in maria order move | 
The city-tribes to pleas'd Apolic's grove: 


The prince appoints 3 but to his fire aſſigns 

The taſleful inwards, and r<Gareous wines, 325 
Partate, my gueſt, he ery'd, without control 
The ſocial fcaſt, and drain the cheering bowl: 
Dread not the railer's laugh, ror ruT an's rage; 
No vulgar roof protects thy honourꝰd age: 

This done a rciuge to tay wrongs ſtall be, 330 
From my great fre too ſoon devoly*d to me! 


| Your violence and cor, ye ſuĩtors, ceaſe, 


Let arms avenge the violated peace. 
A d by the priuce, ſohaughty, brave and young, 
Rage gnaw'd the lip, amazement chain'd the 
tongue. £35 
Be potient, peers! at length Antirous cries; 
The threats or vain imperious youth deſpiſe : 
Would Jove permit the meditated blow, 


Tut tirca;n or eloquent ſhould ceaſe to flow. 
Without eply vouctuaP A-itinous ceasd 2 4 


Mcan while the pomp of fenival incrcas'd 


Tue lunar hecatomb they grateful laid 


Beneath the vr dre of M ich awfvl ſhade, 
345 > 
Partook the ſacredicaſi, and ritual honours 22 


But the rich banquet in the dome pre par'd. 


(And humble ſale- board ſet) Ulyſſes ſhar'd. 
Obſervant of the prince's high beheſt, 
His menial train attend the ſtranger-gueſt: 
Whom Pallas with unpardoning fury fir'd, 
By lordly pride and keen reproach inſpir d. 


A Samian peer, more ſtudious than the reſt 


Of vice, who teem'd with many a dead-born jeſt; 
And urg'd, for title to a contort queen. 
 Uncumber'd acres arable and green 
(Cteſppus nanvd) ; this lord Ulyſſes ey d, 
And ins burſt out thi j:npoltbumate with pride: 

The feater.ce I propo. c, ye peers, attend: . 
Since due regard mutt wait the prince's friend, 
Let each a toten or 2{tcem beftow ; th 


| This gift acouits the dar reſpect I owe ; 


With which he nobly may diſcharge his ſeat, 
And pay the racuials for the maitær's treat. 

| He laid: and oi the ſteer heiore him plac'd, 
That hncwy fragment at Ulyſſes caſt, 


The well-horwd foct inditiclubly join'd 3 


The chief indigrart grins a ghaſtly ſmile 3 
| Rever.ge a. d !corn within.his boſbhm boil : 
When thus the prince with pious rage infam?d :; 
Had not th in — u ouad thy malice aĩmd 
Fall'n guiltlets of the mart, my certain ſpear 


Nor 5 ould thy f re, a encen his daughter boaſt ; 
The ſuitor, wow, hiv vari ed In a ghett : 


For genuine worth of age mature to ku, 536 
| My grape iFall redden, and ny harveſt crow. 
Or, it cach other's wrougs ye ill tupport, .. . 


| With rape and rict to profane my court; 
What ſingle arm with numbers can contend? 


High earitters of bread Phijztius plackt; 20 

Aud cager all devour the rich repaſt. | | 
Diſpos'd apart, Ulyiſes ares the treat! 

2 A tu i et-t. ble, and ignobler feat, 


6 


And with my life ſuch vile diſbonours ew, 


On me let all your lifted fwords deſceud, 388 

A long cefſution of diſcourſe enſued, 

| By gentler Agelaus thus renew'd ; 
— iii 4 A 


Which whizzing high the wall unfeemly Lend. 5 | 
370 - 


2 


35S  * 


361 


here to the pallern- bone by nerves 1 | 


Had made thee buy the brutal triumph dear: 255 


No more, ye kwid compeers, with lawleſs power 
| | Invade my dome; my herds and lac devour : 


13 


5 
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Frou t ve protect d gueſt, a. d me. al train: 390 
And, priuee! to ito,» the ſource of future ill, 
Alſent yourſclr, aad gaĩ the roval will, 

Wuilſt hope prevaiPd to ſe your fire rettor'd, 

Oi git tiie queen refusꝰd a econd lord. 

But who ſo vai » of faith, { blind to tate, 393 
To ͤthi i: be itill ſurvives to claim the ate? 
Now preſs the ſov-rcign dame with warm de ſ re 


To wed, as wealt or worth her choice inſpire : | 


The lord ſcle&-& to the nupt ĩal joys, 9 
Far hence w'll lead the loag- eonteſted prize : 400 
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A jut rep+36f, ye peers! your rage reftrain Nor gives the fin his gollhn orb to roll. 


But univerſal night uſurps the pole! 239 
Yet warm'd in vain, with laughter bud «late. 


The neers reproach the Tor: divine of Fat: ; 


Ad thus Eury:rfachus : The dotard's iniid 

To every ſenſe is loſt, to ronfon blind ; 

Switt ire.n the dome cocduet the Gave away; 435 
Let lim in pen air b hol the dux. 5 


Tax not (the Heuven-illumin'd ſeer rejoinꝰdl 


[Ot rage, or ſolly, my prophetic min, 


No cloud oi error dim -h 2th>r:al rave, 
rier equal power euch faithful ſenſe eis. 440 


W hilft in paternal pamp, with plenty blefs d, | Unguided hence my trembling fteps I bend, 


In each Giſcolour'd vale the viands lay; | 


And by the name on earth I moit revere, = 405 


Wenger her choice the royal dame avows, 
Niy bridal giits ſhall load the ſuture ſpouſe: 410 


You reign, of this imperial dome po leſs'd. 
Gage aud ſcreve Tele machus replies; 
By him at whoſe beheit the thunder lies, | 


By great Ulyſſes and his woes, I ſwear, 
(Who never mutt review his dear domain 3 
Inr Wal, per hap⸗ I? Pluto's Croary tra! n 1) 


But ſom this dom: my parent queen to chaſe! 
From me, ye Gods! avert ſuch dire diſgrace. 

But Pallas clouds with iutelledual gloom 
The ſilors? ſouls, infenſate of their doom! 2 
A mirthiul phrenzy cid the fated crowd; 415 
Tie roofs reſound with eauſeleſs laughter loud: 
Bloatic.g in gore, portentons to furvey ! | 


(| 


Far hence, betore yon hov-ring dcatis d-ſceud ; 


Leſt, the ripe harvoſt of rovenge begun, 

I fharc the doom ye ſuitors cannat hun. | 
Ti1i: foid, to ſage Pira us ſped the ſeer, 413 

His honovr* hoit, a welcome inmate there, 

er the protratted feait the ſuitors fit, 


IAnd aim to wound the prince with poiatleſs wit: 


Cries one, with ſcoruful leer and mimic voice, 
Try charity we praiſe, hut᷑ not thy choice; 450 
Why tuch proſuf.on of iudulgence own | 
To this poor, timorons, toil-deteſting drone ? 
That other feeds on vla:atary ſcliemer, 

Aud pays his hoſt with l:id-ous 1 on- Hay dreams, 
But, prince! for once, at lcaſt, believe a friend, 


Where, it they yield the ir fr: iglit acrofs the main 
| Dear ſell the ſlaves! deriard no vroater gain. 


Then down each ee. the tears ſpontaneous flow, 


Thus jovial they: but novght the prince re- 


And ſudden ſighs precede approachi ig woe. 420 Full ou his fire he roll'd his ardent eyes; [plies; 


In Vion rant: the * Hypere ian ſcer 


| Uproſe, a d thus divin'd the vengeance near: 


| Uh race to death de vote! with Stygian ſhade 
Each de1tin'd peer impending Fates i va. le: 
With tears yorr wan diftortedchee' s art dr n'd; 


With ſanguine drops the walls are rubied round : 
Thick twarms the ſpacious hall with howling 


Io p-opl- (-rcus and the burning cas! [ghotis 


* Thee. er ur. | © 


3 0 0 


TEE ARGUMENT. 
The Bending of Uiyſſes% Be. 
, Pinelore 4 on _ Da he felicitation of th 8 Ken reg eſe. to marry the perſon 5 Fall firſt dend 


Impatient ſtrüght to feſp his virgi -ſword, 
From the wiſe chief he waits the dcatiful word. 


| Nizh in ber bright alcove, the penive queen 


To tee the circi:t fate, of all ugſen, 


dated at length they riſe, a. d bil pr pare 47 


An eve-repaft, with eimal cot and cure: 
But vengerul Pallas, with preventing tpecd, 
A ſeaſt prenortiond to their crimes decreed; 


« mn. 


-. 


tie hong of ie, ad fhact through the ring'et . Aﬀter their uttemite h we prove! ireffefinal, 


rf, taking Eun aus and Philet'us apart, diſceger - bi. if te t em; then returning, dejires, 


ler. we to try his regth at the own, which, theveh refuſed wth n ignition hy the fuiter., Terelipe 


an! Tele :chus cuuſe it to be te foered . his han 5, He lende it ſrimefutely, ond ſacetæ through all 
tle rings. Yu "ter in the fume in unt thun ers from heaven 


— 


fign to R en chu, fie. lands ready armed at his file. 


* A NP pallas now, to raiſe the rival fires, 


Win her own art Penelope inſpires : 
W ho nc can hend Ulyſſes? bow, and wing 
The welkain'd arrow through the diſtant ring, 


ball end the ſtriſe, and win th' imperial dame; 5 


But diſcord aud blk death await the game 


3 


Ulyſſes uccepts the enen, and gives 4 


1 


The prudert queen the lofty ſtair aſeends, 

It diſtance due a virg in-tratu attends; 

A ULrazen key ſhe bhehl, th handle turn'd, 
Wh ſterl ard poliſßed cle ha: ador, *d ; Ie 
Swift to the ir moll room c bent her way, 

Where ſale repos'd the royal treaſures lay 3 


el enen e cc. 


To ſome Sicilian mart thee courtiers ſend, 45353 
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de move; mae“. ic tixough the wealthy room, 


POPE'S HOMER: 


I dere ſrone hĩgh-heapꝭd the labour'd braſe and ore, 
Kad there the bow which great Ulyſſes bore 3 
and there the quiver, Where now guiltleſs ſiept 
Thoſe winged deaths that many a metron wept. 
This gi't, long fince when Sparta's ſhores he 
On y©.an8 Ulyfles Tphitus beſtow'd: [trod, 
Iincath Orfilochus?s roof they met; | | 
ine loſs was private, oe a public debt; 2» | 
21. one's fate from Ithava d-tains | 
Fhrce hundred ſt eep, and all the .epherd-ſwains; 
And to the youthful prince to urge the laws, 
The l. ing aud elders truſt their common cauſe. 


But TptMitus, employ'd on other cares, 25 


eure bd the wide country for his wandering | 


— 2. 

Ind mules, the ſtron geſt of the habouring kind; 
Llapleſs to ſearch ! ore hoplefs will to find! 
For iourveying on to Fereules, at kngth 
That lawleſs wreteh, that man of brutal ſtrength, 
Deaf to Heaven's voice, the ſocial rite trauiſgreſ d; 
And for the beauteous mares doſtroy'd his gueſt: 
He gave the bow ! and on Ulyfies* part | 

| Receive a pointed ſword and miſcile dart: 
Of luci;leſs frizndſhip on a foreign ſhore 35 
Their fri, laſt pledges; for they met no more! 
The bow, bequeath'd by this unhappy hand, 
Ulyflcs hore not from his native land; 
Nor in the front of battle taught to bend, 
But kept, in dear memorial of his friend. 
Now gently winding up the fair aſcent, 
By many an eaſy ſtep, the matron went; 


'\ 


Then wer the pavements glides with grace divine, | 


(Wich poli | *d oak the level pavements ſi ine) 
The folding gates a dazzling light diſplay d, 
Wich pomp ef various architrave oferlaid, 
The bolt, obetiient to the ſilken ſtring, 
Foria tee the itaple as he pril the ring; 
Tue wards reſpondent to the key turn round: 
The bars fall hack; the hying valves reſound; 50 
Loud as a bull mabes hell and valley riug, _ 
La rod the loc: when it rela. the ſpring. 


Where tr-afur'd garments eaſt a rich perfume; 
There from the columa where aloft it hung, 


And penſve fate, and tears began to flow. 

Io full ſatiety of grief ſhe mourns, | 
Tien lent to the icyous hall returns, 60 
To the proud ſuitors hears in pen ſve ſtate 
Th unbended bow, and arrows wir g'd with fate. 
Behind, her train the poli- d coffer brings, 
Wich held th' alternate braſs and flvcr rings, 
Fxll in the portal the chaſte queen appears, 
And with her veil conccals the coming tears: 
On either Fde awaits a virgin fair; 


65 


| I well remember (tor I gaz*d him wer 


| | Ard his proud hopes already win the prize. 


| Shall end thoſe hopes, and Fate is on the wing! 


45 | 


No more excuſes then, no more delay, 
| Hatte to the tria!—Lo! Tlead the way. 


| Tien if ro happier knight the conqueſt boaſſ 
| I all not ſorrow for a mother loſt; 


55 | 

KReacbꝰ'd, in its ſplenchd cafe, the how unſtrung; 

Aeroſs her knees ſhe loidl the well-known bow, | _ | 
And caſſf his purple garment on the ground. 

| A trench he open*d; in a line he plac#( 


* 


— 


Long, long the ſeene of all my paſt delight, 
And ſtill to laſt, the viſ.on of niy night? 
Graceful :. e faid, and bade Eumæus thow 
The rival peers the ringlcts and the bow. 
From his full eyes the tears unbidden ſpring, 
Touch'd at the dear memorial of his king, 
Philztivs too relents, but ſecrct ſhed 95 
The tender drops. Antinous ſaw, and faid: 
Hence to your ficlds, you ruſties! hence away, 
Nor Rain with grief the pleaſur s of the day; 
Nor to the royal heart recall in vain 42 
The ſad remembrauce ot a perĩſſid man. 
Enough her precious tears already flow.—. 
Cr flare the ſea with due reſpect, or go 
To weep abroad, and leave us to the bow: 
No vulgar taſæ! Ill fuits this courtly crew 
That ſtubborn horn which brave Ulyſſes drew. 


Lhd 


While yet a child) what majefiy be bore ! 
And ſtill (all infant as I was) retain 
He faid, hut in his ſoul fond Joys ariſe, 1co 
To ſpeed the fying ſnaft through every ring, 
Wretch! is not thine ! the arrows of the king 


Then thus Telemachus : Some Ged, I fn, 
With pleaſing phreyzy has poſſeſs'd my mind; 
When a lov*'d mother threatens to depart, 
Why with this iI-tim*d gladne” leaps my heart 2 
Come then, ye ſuitors ! and diſpute a prize 
Richer than all th Acaian ſtate ſupplies, 
Tran all proud Argos, or Mycæna knows, 
Than all our ifles or continents encloſe: 

A woman matchleſs, and almoſt divine, 
Fit for the praiſe of every tongue but mine. 


| 


I too may try, and if this arm can win | 
Tue feather'd arrow through the defiin'd ring. 
But, bleſt in her, poſſeſs theſe arms alone, = 
Heir of my ſather*s firength, as well as throne. 

He ſpo e: then, riſing, his broad ſword un- 
| bound, | | 5 1 


The level axes, and the points made fait 
(His perſect ił ill the wondering gazer's ey%d, 
The game as yet uuſeen, as yet untry'd) _ 
Then, with a manly pace, he took his ttand; 


Turee times, with beating heart, he made effay ; 
Three times, unequal th the taſk, gave way: 


A modeft boldneſs on his cheek appear'd: 


Mile thus the matron, with majettic air: 

Soy you, whom theſe forbidden walls encloſe, 
For whom my viciims bleed,” my vintage flows; 
F theſe neglected, faded charms can move? 71 
Or is it but a vain pretence, you love? — 
I I the prize, if me you ſee: to wiſe, 


\ Peheld, but with a f gn forbade the boy, 


Near the conditions. and commence the ftrife : 

Who fr? Ulyſſes? wondrous bow ſtall bend, 75 

And through twelve ringlets the fleet arrow ſend, 
im will I follow, and forſake my home, 


For kim forfake this lov'd, this wealiby dome, 
| * 


And thrice he hop'd, and thrice again he fear'd, 
The fourth had drawn it. The great fre witlr oy 


His ardour firaight th? chedient prince ſuppreſs'd 
Ard, artful, thus the ſuitor<train addreſs? ; _ 
Ch, lay the cauſe on youth yet immature ! 


For Heaven forhid ſuch weakneſs ſhould endure!) 
144 


How ſſ all this arm, unequal to the bow, 
Retort an inſult, or repel a foe ? 


But you! whom Fleaven with better nerves has 
[ Accept the trial, and the prizs conteſt, 


[ble& 


” 5 


110 


125 | 


And graſp'd the bew, and twang'd it in his band: 


289 


* 


The port, the ſtrength, tha grandeur of the man. 


q 


mg 
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286 


He cat the how before him, and apart 145 
Agaiaft the polifh*d quiver propt the dart. 
Ræiuming then his ſeat, Epitheus“ ſon, 

The bold Antinous to the reſt begun: 
« From where the gobl-t fird begins to flow, 
« From right to left, in order take the bow, 150 
« And prove your ſeveral ſireugth. The princes 
8585 bear:l, | 
Ard frit Leiodes, blameleſs prieſt, appear d: 
T2 eldeſt born of Cenops? noble race, 
Wuo next the goblet held his holy place: 
He, only he, of all the ſuitor throng, 155 
Their deeds detefted, ad abjur'd the wrong. 
With tender hands the ſtubborn horn be ſtrains, 
The ſtubborn horn reſiſted all his pains! | 
Already in defpair he gives it oer: 5 
Take it who will, he crizs, I ſtrive no more. 160 
What numerous deaths attend his ſatal bow ! 
What ſouls and ſpirits ſhall it ſend below ! 
Better, indced to die, ard fairly give 
Nature her debt, than di ſappointed live, 
With each new ſun to ſome new hope a prey, 
Vet till to- moro falſer than to-day, 166 
How long in vain Penelope we ſought; 
This bow ſr all eaſe us of that idle thought, 
And ſend us with ſome bumbler wife to live, 150 
Whom gold ſhall gain, or deſtiny ſhall give. 

Thus ſpeaking, on the floor the bow he plac*d, 

(Wich rica inlay the various floor was grackl) 
At diſtance far the feather d ſtha't he throws, 


And to the ſeat returns from whence he roſe. 175 | 


I 0o him Antinous thus with rury ſaid: :. 
What words ill-omen'd from thy lips have fled ! 
Thy coward- function ever is in fear; 
Thoſe arms are dreadful which thou canſt not bear. 
Why ſhould this bow be fatal to the brave? 180 
Becauſe the pric!t is born a peaceful flave. 
Mark then what others can—He ended there, 
And bade Melanthius a vaſt pile prepare; 
He gives it inſtant flame: then faſt beſale 
| Spreads o'er an ample board a bullock's hide. 184 
With melted lard they ſoak the weapon o'er, 
_ Chaſe every knot, and ſupple every pore. 
' Vain all their art, and all their ſtrength as vain ; 
The Low inflexible reſiſts their pain 
The force of great Eurymachus alone 190 
And hold Antinous, vet untry'd, unknown; 
Thoſe only now remain'd ; but thoſe confeſs/d 
Of ali the train the mightieſt and the bet, 
Then from the kat, and from the noiiy crew, 
The maſters of the herd and flock withdrew. 195 
The king obſerves them: he the hall forſake; s 
Aud, paſt the limits of the court, o“ertakes. 
Tuen thus with accent mild Ulyſſes ſpoke : 
Ve faithful guardians of the herd and flock! 
Shall I the ſecr:t of wy breaſt conceal, too 
Or (as my ſoul now dictates) ſhall I tell? : 
Say, ſhould ſome favouring God reſtore again 
The loſt Ulyſes to his native reign? 
How heat your hearts? what aid would you af. 
To the proud ſuitors, or your ancient lord? 105 
Philetius thus: Oh were thy word not vaiu ! 
Would mighty Jove reſtore that man again ! 
Theſe aged ſmews with new vigour ſtrung 
In bis bleſt cauſe ſhould emulate the young. 


ford, 
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| He ſaw their ſecret fouls, and thus began : 

| Thoſe vows the Gods accord: behold the man 
Your own Ulyſſes! twice ten years detain'd 
By woes and wandering: from this baptcfs land: 
At length he comes; but comes defpis'd, un- 
known, 

And finding faithful you, and you alone. 

All elſe have cait him from their very thought, 
Evn in their witkes, and their prayers forgot! 


Hear then, my friends: If Jov>this arm cc. 


ceed, | | | 121 
And give yon impious revellers to bleed, 

My care ſhall be, to bleſs yqur future lives 

With large poſſeſſions, and with faith: ul wives; 
Faſi by wy palace ſhall your domes aicend, - , 
And each ou young Telemachus attend, Ng. 


To give you fir mer faith, now truſt your eye; 


| Lo! the broad ſcar indented on my thigh, 


When with Autolycus's ſous, of yore, 

On Parnafs? top I chas*d the tuſky boar. 130 
His ragged veit then drawn al de diiclos d 
The ſign conſpicuous, and the ſcar expos d; 


| Eager they viewad ; with joy they food amaz'd; 


With tear:ul eyes cr all the ir matter gaz'd : 
Around his neck their longing arms they caſt, 


In folemn {lence fell the kindly ſhower, (er; 
The — too wer ps, the king too graſps their 
wow. 1 


| Thus bad their joy wept down the ſetting ſun, 


But firſt the wife man ceas*d, and thus begun: 


 Enough-—on other cares your thought employ, 


Full many foes, and fierce, obierve us near: 
Some may betrzy, aud yonder walls may hear. 
Re-enter then, uot all at once, but tiay 


| Some moments you, and let me lead the way... 


To me, neglected as I am, I krow 


The haughty ſuitors will deny the bow: 159 | 


But thou, Eumaus, as *tis borne awy, ' = 
Thy maſter's weapon to his hand convey. 

At every portal let ſome matron wait, = 

And each Jock fait the well-compatted gate: 

Cloſe let them keep, whate/er invades their ear: 


| ; Though arms, or ſhouts, or dying groans, they 1 


—— thine, 


160 
Before the lame Eury machus now ſtands, | 


Still the tough bow unmov'd, The lofty man 


friends ! 165 


But baffied thus: confeſsꝰd fo far below 
Ulyſſes? ſtrength, as not to bend his bow! 


With equal yows Eumzus too implor'd 
Each Power above, with wiſhes for his lord. 


110 | How ſhall all ages our attempt deride ! 


Our weakneſs ſcorn! Antinous thus reply'd : 


— 


Aud each be calPd his brother, and my friend.) 


His head, his ſhoulders, and his knees embrac'd ; 
Tears follow 'd tears; no word was in their pow. 


And moveleſs 2s a marble fountain flands. 140 


For danger waits on all untimely joy. — 


To thy ftri& charge, Philztius, we confign 
The court's main gate: to guard that paſs be 


| This faid, he ſirſt return'd: the faithful ſwains 85 - 
At difance follow, as their king ordains. 


And turns the bow, aud chaſes it with his hands: 


Sign'd from his mighty ſoul, and thus begann 
I raourn the common cauſe: for, oh, m 


On me, on all, What grief, what ſhame attends! ! 
Not the loſt nuptials can affect me more, — 
(For Greece has beauteous dames on every ſhore) 


„ e Grant ae 


* 


It yet this arm its aneient force retain; 203 


| Ard wants and infults, make me leſs than man? 


Piriehousꝰ roots with frantic riot rung 


 Bevndleſs the Centaur razg*!; till one 2 220 | Revaly'd his words, aud plac'd them in "wh | 
The heroes roie, and dragg'd him from the hall; | heart. 


| 5 His noſe they ſl orten'd, an ad his ears they hit, Ion her Ulyſſes then ſhe 62 d her ſou), 


| Where Echetus to denti the guilty bringe, 


Paſ to inſult who bears a ſuppk arts nime, 
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Not fo, Eurymachus ; that ac man draws What, if th? Immortals on the man beſtow 


so end our night: before the day thall ſpring, | (Ne ſpectſul thus Eurymachus rind) 
The choĩceſt offerings It Melanthius bring: Mov'd by no weak fur miſe, but lenſe cf ſhame, 
Let then to Phœbus“ name the fatted thighs | We dread the all arraiguing voice of Fame; 
Feed the rich ſmokes, high curling to the Kies. | We dread the cenſure of the meane:t fave, 


bring dend! 
The cleanfing waters from the limpid ſpring ; |} In came a beggar of the trolling crew, 


| The goblet high with roſy wine they crown'd, te And did what all thoſe Princes could not do. 
In order circling to the peers around. 190 | Thus will the common voice our deed defame, 


That rite complete, uproſe the thoughtful man, And thus poſterity upbraid our name. 


And if Eurymachus the motion pleaſe, The ſtature of our gneſt, his port, his face, 


Give Heaven this day, and reft the bow in peace. | Speak him deſcerded from no vulgar race. 


5 


That wondrous bow, atterd another cauſe. 7 Sufficient trength to draw the mighty bow, 
Sacred to Phœbus is the ſole mu day, 195 | Shall I, a queen, by rival chiefs ador'd, 240 
Which thoughtleſs we in games would walte ; | Accept a wander ing ſtranger for my lord ; 
away: A hope ſo idle never toucird his brain: 
Till the next dawn this ill tim'd trite forego, Then eaſe your boſoms of a fear ſo vain. 
| And here leave fix'd the ringlets in a row. Far be he banidh'd from this ſlately ſcene 
Now bid the ſewer approach, and let us join | W ho wrongs his prinecfs with a thought to mean. 
In due libations, and in rites divine, 180 | Oh fair! "and wilſeſt of fo taira kinds N; | 


| 250 

_ __ $9 tall the patron of thele arts beſtow 185 | The weakeſt woman: all can wrong tue brave, 
T (For his the 3 the kill to bend the bow. | © Benold what wretches to the bed pretend _ 
7 They heard | wel- pleas d: the ready heralds | Of that brave chief, whoſe bow they CULAL not 


And thus his meditated fcheme began : To whom the queen; If tame engage your | 
If what I aſk your noble minds approve, j views, ne, 
Ye peers and rivals in the royal love! | | Forbear thoſe ads which infamy purſues; _ | 
Chief if it hurt not great Antinous ear, 195 | Wrong and oppreffion no renown Can raiſe: 260 
(Whoſe ſage decit on I with wonder hear) Know, friend! that virtue is the path to praiſc. 


To-rcorrew let your arms diſpute the prize, To him the bow, as he defires, o 
And fake it he, the favour'd of the kies. 200 Ard to his hand if Phwbus give the day, 26s 
But, Gnce till then this trial you delay, | Hence to reward his merit he ſhall bar 


Truſt it one moment to my hands to-day: I Atwo-edg'd faulchion and a ſhining i 


Fain would I prove, before your judging eyes, {| Embroider'd ſandals, a rich cloak and vel, 
What once I was, whom wretched you deſpiſe; | And ſaſe conveyance to his port of reſt, 


Or if my woes (a long- continued train) Permit me, (cries Telemachus) to claim 


A ſon's jutt right. No Grecian prince but i 


Rage flait'd in lightning from the ſuitor? eyes, } Has power this bow to grant, or to deny. 


— 


The grent Furytion when this frenzy tung, I Bis ſage reply, and with her train reti d: 
There, in her chamber as fre fate apart, 


And ſent him ſober'd home with better wit. | Down her fair chcek the tears aburdant n 
Hence with long war the double race was curs' d, | Till gentle Fallas, pittous of her eries, 


Fatal to all, but to ti aggreſſor Er, .-.. 225} In lumber cod ler fver-treawi ing eyes. 


Such fate IJ propheſy our gueſt atten da, Now thrcug! tie preſs the bow Fum eus bare, 
If here this interdicted bow he hends: Ard all was riat, eit de, avd wild up rear. 
Nor ſhall theſe walls ſuch inſolencz contain; 7 klold! lac lis rufe! ubnher wilt thou ro? 
The irt fair wind tranſperts him ver the mn a! 10 Ve 03, inter let, doſt thou bear the Low ? 
30 Evil for this to fun- ſegueſter'd den, 
(The work or mortals, eviu tie worlt of ki, x25.) -1 Far rom the {weet ioofety of men, 
Better than that, if thou approve cur cheer ; To thy own dogs a prey thou Thalt be mae > 
Ceaſe the mad ſtrife, aud ure our bounty ere. If Heaven and Pebus laid the ſuitors aicl. 
To this tlie queen her jatt diſixe expreſod: Thus they. 
is impious, Prince, to harm the ſtranger ques 2 ut bold Telemaclurs thos ur, 79:1 him on ; 
| P:occed, ratte Have, ant fi jeh er em 


pity word 
ſome reſpect Telemachus way chaim. r Lat! hopes te for to pirate fo mare lud 


—— 


O royal mother! ever-honour'd name! a 270 


vet mix'd with terror at the bold emprize. Ol all that Ithaca's rough hills contain, 

Antinous then: Oh, miſerable gueit ! 219 | And all wide Elis“ eourſer-hreedi g plain; 275 

Is common ſenſe quite baniſh'd from thy breatt } | To me alone my father's arm; deſcend, 

Suffic'd it not within the palace plac%l And mine alone they are, to give or len. 

To ft diftinguiſh*d, with our prefence grac'd, | Retire, O queen, thy houſehold taſk ret me, 

Admitted here with princes to confer, Tend with thy maids the labours of the loom; 

A man unknown, a needy wanderer? 215 The bew, the darts, and arms of chiralcy, 48% | 
Io copious wire this iaſolence we owe, | Theſe cares to man belong, aid moſt to me, 
Aud much thy betters wine can overthrow: {| Mature beyond his years, the gueen aa rd 


| 225 | 


235 - 


Aghaſt he hi the w2apon down, . 
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Yong as f am, thy prince's vengeful hand To ſome new {train when lie aGapts the lyrs; 

Stretcivd forth ia wrath, ſhall drive thee from the Or the dumb tute rents with vocal wire, 
lad. . | Relaxes, ſtrains, and draws them to and fro; 

Oh! could the vigour of this arm as well So the great maſter drew the mighty how: 


TY oppr:vez ſuitors from my walls expel ! And drew with eaſe. One hand aloft Gifplay'd 


Then what a ſhoal of lawleſs men ſhould go 405 The tending herns, and one the firing eflay'e, 


To f.Il with tumult the dark court: below! From his cliaying hand the firing I. t fly 
The ſuitors with a ſcoruſul ſwile ſorvey Twang'd ſhort and ſnar p, like the ſhrill ſwallow!s 
The youth, indulging in the genial day, | ery 4 


Eumeue, thus e..courag'd, haſtes to bring A general horror ran through all the race, 
The #ric-full bow, and gives it to the king. 410 Sunk was cach heart, and pale was every face, 


Old Eurvelea calli g them aſide, Signs from above enſued : th? unfolding &y 
Hear what Tel machus enjoins (he cry*d) ; In light'ning burſt: Jove thunder'd from on 
At every portal let ſome. matron wait, | high. 8 


| ; M 
And cach lock fa the well-eompacted gate; Fir d at the call of Heaven's Almighty Lordi, 4:5 


And if unuſual ſounds invade their ear, 415 He ſnatc!Y the ſhaft that glitter on the boa: 


If arins, or fouts, or dying groans they hear, (Fatt by the ref lay fie-pu:g in the ſheath, 


Let none to call or i':ue forth preſume, But ſoon to fly the meſſengers of death), 
But cloie attend the Jabours of the loom. Now fitting as he was the cord he drew, 


Her prompt obedience on his order waits; FThrovgh every ringlet levelling his view; 443 
Clo-'d in an infſta-.t were the palace gates. 420 Then notch'd the haſt, relaz*d, and gave it ) 


In the fame moment forth Phil, tiu< thes, | wing : | 


Secnres the court, and with a cable ties The whizzing arrow vaniſhd from the firing, * 
The vtmo't gate (the cable flrongly wrought Sung on direct, and threaded every rigg. 0 
Of Byblos” reed, a hip from Fgypt brought); The ſolid gate its fury fcarcely hounds; 

Then unperceiv'd and ident at the board 425 | Pierc'd through aud through the folid gate re- 


His ſeat he takes, his eyes vpon his lord. 


 Tarr'd on all {des, and view'd it or and or: fhame; : | 
Left time or worms had done the weapon wrong, Nor err'd this hand unfaithful to its aim; © 
Its owner abſent, and untry d ſo long. 430 Nor prov'd the toil too hard, nor have I loft 
While ſowe deridi::g—tiow he turns the bow ! That ancient vigour, once my pride and boat. 
Seine other like it ure Vie man muſt know, | III deferv'd theſe haughty pecrs? diidain 3 - 47 
Or elſe would copy x or in bows he deals; Nou let them comfort their dejected train, 


| = 8. 46 
And now his well-k on bow the maſter bore, | Then to the Prince: Nor have I wrought thee 


Perhaps he ales them, cr perhaps he fteals— la ſweet repait the prefeat hour employ, 


High notes re ſyoaſ ve to the trembling firing, | 


— — _ 


Heaven t> this wretci (a. other ery'd) be ad!) Nor wait till evening for the genial joy; 
Ard hilf. al te h ch be na, ds inelin'd, Then to the luteꝰs ſoft voice prolong the night; 
With uc zood fortune as he now fall ind. ſ Mute, the banquet's moit refin'ꝰd delight. 475 


Pe def ke heard therm; but difdain'd reply; | He faid, then gave a nod; and at the word 
The how peruſng with exa-teft eye. 440 | Telemachus girds on his ſt ing fword. 


\ 


Then, as ſore heavealy miaftrel, tought to fieg | _ by his father's fide he takes his fand: 
he beamy javelia lightens in his baud, 
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THE ARGUMENT. | 
: The Shang of the Suitors, 


Ulyſſes Segins the Hug lter of | the ſuitors by the death of Art ire. Be declres 1 ſelf, ant lers H hi. 


arrow: ere. Telemackus , , and brirgs arms fer ks fatter, Win ſelf, Fun eu, ond Hlilatiu, 
Mel.inil ius does the ſame for the woarers, Minerva encour:ges Ulyſſes is the ſha:e cf Merter. 2 
ſuitor: are ol! fi „n cnly Meden nl Fhomius are pored. Melantnius und the unfaithful ſervants art 


executel, The re, acinexuledge their ma er cite all denen. rations of jey, 


4 J fierce the hero o%r the threſo od ftrode; One verturous game this band has won to- day 
Stripp d of his rags, he blz'd out lite a God; | Another, priaces! yet remains to play; ; 


Pall in their face the liſted bow he bore, | Another mar our arrow mult attain, 
And euiverd deaths, a formidable fore :  Phazbus, aſſiſt! nor be the labour vain, Ie 


swift as the word the partir g arrow ge, 


Before his ſect the rattling ſhower he threw, 5 


— Aud thus, terrife, to the ſuitor crews :- And bears thy fate, Antiaous, on its wings: 


The hour of vengeance, wretches, pow 


0 Thy ſuppliait people, and receive their prayer! 


POPE'S 


Wreteh that he was, of unprophetic ſoul ! 

High in his hands be rear'd the golden bowl! 
Ev*a then to drain it langt den out his breath: 
Chang'd ta the dap the bitter draugnt oc d-ath 
For Fate who Fear'd amwiit a ea itul had? 16 


' 


And Fate to numbers, by a iwgle band ? 
Full through his throat Uly Tes? weapon pad, 
And pierc% the neck. He falls, and breathes his | 
laſt. | | 
The tumbling goblet the wide Joor o%erflows, 20 
A ſtream of gore burſt ſpouting from his noſe; | 
Grim in convullive agonics he tprawls : | 
Before him ſpurn'd the loaded table falls, 24 
And ſpread the pavement with a mingled flood | 
Of noating meats, and wine, and human blood, 
Awuaz'd, contounded, as they iaw him tall, 
Uproſe the throngs tumultuous round the hall; 
Her all the dome they caſt a haggard eye, 
Eachlook'd for ar nis: in vain; vo arms werenigh: 
Aim'ſt thou at princes ? (all amaz'd they faid) 31 
Thy laſt of games unbappy hatt thou play d; 
Thy erring ſhaft has made our brave ſt bleed, 


| The city roue d ſhall to our reſcue haſte. 


And death, unluc'y gueit, attends thy deed, 
Vultures ſhall tear thee— thus incens'd they ſpoke, ' 
Whilzeach to chance aſcribꝰd the woudꝰrous ſtroke, 
Blind as they were; for death ev'n now iavades 
His deftin'd prey, and wraps them all in ſhades. 
Then, grimly frowning with a dreadtul loox, 
That wither'd all their hearts, Ulyſſes ſpoke : 40 
Dogs, ye have had your day; ye tear'd no more 
Ulyſſes vengeful from the 'Frojaa ſhore 0 
While, to your luſt and ipoil a guardleſs prey, 
Our hauſe, our wealth, our helpleſs hand maids lay: 
Nat ſo conteat, with bolder frenzy ür d, 45 
Ev*a to our bed preſumptuous you aſpir d: 
Laws, or di vine or human fail'd to move, 
Or ſrame of men, or drew or Gods above : 
 Heedlefs alike of infamy or praiſe, | 
Or Fame's eternal voice in future days: 50 
13 come, 
Impending fate i: yours, and inſtant 0% . 
Thus drealful he. Confus'd the ſuitors foo, 
Fron their pale cheeks recedes the flying blood: 
Trembling they ſought their guilty heads to hicle, 
Alone the bokl Eury machus reply'd: 50 
If, ast y words impart, (he thus began) 

Ulvy des live:, and thou the mighty man, 
Sreu ar: the wrong and much huſt thou ſuſtaĩu'd 
ln thy ſpoils palage, aud exhautted Jand; 60 

The cauſe and author of thoſe guilty deeds, 

I at thy feet unjuſt Antizous bleeds 
Not love, but wild ambition was his guide; 
To ſlay thy ſon, thy kingdoms to divide, 
| Theſe were his aims; but juſter jove deny*d, 

| Since cold in death ti offe»:der lies: oh ſpare 66 


; 


Braſs, gold, and treaſures, ſhall the ſpoil detray, } 

Two hu:dred oxen every prince ſhall pay: 

The watte of years refuaded in a day. 70 1 

Till then thy wrath is ſuſt.Ulyſſes burn c 

With high diſdain, and fteraly thus return'd : 
All, all the treaſures that eurich'd our throne 

Before your rapines, join'd with all your own, 

75 


A. d his eruſtvd forehcad maris the ſtone with 
| He leit his vel i the dend, for fear 
_ | The lo g incumbra ce. the w ighty ear 


With ſpeedy ardour to his fre he hies, 
And, Arm, great iather! arm (in hate he 
Lo! hence I run for other arm to wield, 


In arms attend u, and their part ſuitain, 
Haſte a: d return (Ulyſſes made reply) 


Driv'n fram the gate, th' importaiit paſs be loft 


7 | 


| Four brazen he!mets, eight reſulgent ſplars, 


HOMER. 


Your blood is my demand, your lives the prise, 


| Till pale as yo.wd-r wretch each ſuitor lies, 


He ce with thoſe coward terms; or tight or fv; 
Tais choice is left you, to reſiſt or die; 80 
And die !“ trust ye all —He ſternly ſpoke : 
With guy cars the pale aſſembly ſhook, 

Alone Eurymachus exliorts the train: 

Von archer, comrades, will not ſhoot in vain; 

But irom the threſhold {hall his dar's be ſped, $5 

(Whoe*er he be) till every prince he dead? 

Be miadful of yourſelves, draw forth your ſwords, 

A .d to his ſhaits oiztend th-fe ample boards 5 

(So need compeE). Then all united firive 

The bold invader from his poſt to driv.; go 
And this mad archer ſoon have ſrot his laſt. | 

Swift as he ſpoke, he drew his traitor word, 

And like a lion rut againſt his lord: | 
The wary chief the ruſh'rg joe repreſ: d, 95 


Who met the point, and fored it ia his breaſt: 


Hi, falli-g hand deierts the li ted ſword, 

Aud prone he ialls extended o er the board ! 
Before him wide, in mix'd ettut on, rell 

Th' unta:ted via- ds, a d the jovial bowl. 100 
Full through his liver paſ-'d the mortal wound, 
With dying rage his orehead beat: the ground, 


He ſpurioꝰd the ſeat with fury ac he fell, 


And the fierce ſoul to dari neſe div ad hell. 
Next bold Ami hinomus hie arm extends 15 
To force the paſs; the godlike man defend. 
Thy ſpear, Telemachus! prevents th attack, 


The brazen Weapon driving through his back, : 
Tnence thro? his breatt itz; bloody pa age tore; Jo 


Flat falls be tiun:eri g o. the marble floor, 


„ = : 5 


To the fierer ne vantage night aftord, 
To ru! between ad uſe the orten'd ſword. 


114 


cries); 


For miſſile juv.li-.5, a d for helm a d Gield; . 
Fa it by our fde let either laithful ſwain 220 


While yet ti. auziliar ſha'ts thi; bai:d fu 


d ſupplys 
Leſt thus alone, encounter id by an ho ; 


bl | 
With pied Telemaciws obeys, and gie; 125 
Where piPd on heap- the roval armory liese; 


And four broad bucher, ta his tire he bear: 
At one in brazen pancp!y they ſhoue, 130 
At once each ſcrvant brac*d kis armour on; 


Around their king a faithful guard they ſtand, 


While yet each ſhaft few deathful from his hand: 
Chief aſter chief expir'd at every wou, 


And ſwell'd tie bleediug mountain on tie ground. 


136 


Soon as his ſtore of flying fates was ſpent, 
Againtt the wall be tet the bow unbent; _ 
And now his foulders hear th; maty icld, 
And now his hands two beamy javelins wiel: 
He frowns beneath his noddi g plume that pley'd 


Ik offterd, vainly ſhould for mercy call; 
"Tis you that offer, aud I ſcorn them all: 


* 


Von., VI. 


Oer the high ereſt, and caſt a dreadful ade. 
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; There ſtood a window near, whence looking down 
From Oer the porch appear d the ſubjett town. 

A double ftrength of valves ſechr'd the place, 

A high and narrow, but the only pas : 145 
The cautious king, with all-preventing care, 

To guard that outlet, plac'd Eumæus there: 
When Agelaũs thus: Has none the ſenſe 
To mount yon window, and alarm from thence 
The neĩghbour- tow u? The town ſhall force the door, 
And this bold archer ſoon {hall ſhoot no more. 
Melanthius then: That outlet to the gate 
So near adjoins tat one may guard the ſtrait. 
But other methods of defence remain, | 
Myſelf with arms can furniſh all the train; 155 
Stores from the royal magazine I bring. 

And their on darts ſhaU pierce the prince and king. 
fle faid; and, mounting up the loity Nairs, 
Twclve {biclds, twelve lances, and twelve helmets 

bears: 
All arm, and ſudden round the hall appears 160 
A blaze of bucklers, and 2 wood of ſpears. 
The hero ſtands oppreit with mighty woe, 

On every fde he fees the labour grow : 
Oh curſt event! and, oh! unlook'd tor aid! 
Melanthius, or the woman have hetray'd— 165 

Oh, my dear ſon !—the father with a ſigh! 

Then ceas'd; the filial virtue made reply: 

|  Falſhood is folly, and tis juſt to own 
The fault committed; this was mine alone 
My haſte neglected yonder door to bar, 170 
And hence the villain bas ſupply'd their war. 
Run, goed Eumæus, then, and (what before 
I thoughtleſs err'd in) well ſecure that door: 


Or (as my thought miſgives) by Delius“ ſon. 175 

Wil yet they ſpole, in queſt of arms again, 

To the high chamber ſtole the faith is ſwain, 
Not unobferyv'd, Eumæus watchful cy'd, 

And thus ad dre ſsꝰd Ulyſſes near his de: 

The miſcreaat we ſfuſpetted takes that way ; 

Em, if this arm be powerful, ſhall I lay? 181 

Or drive him hither to receive the meed 

From thy own hand, of this detefted deed? 

Not ſo (reply'd Ulyſes) Lave him there, 


For us ſufficient is another care: = 


Within the ſtructure of this palace wall 
To keep enclo sd his maſters till they fall. 
Go you, and ſeize the felon, backward bid 
His arms and legs, and fix a plank behind; 


| Firſt, faſt behind, his Hands and feet they bound, 
Then fraighien'd cords involv'd his body round: 
80 drawn aloft, athwart the column tyd, 
The howling ſclon ſwang from fde to dle. 210 
Eumæus ſcoſſing then with kecn diſtlain ; 
There paſs thy picaſing night, O gi tle ſwain! 
On that ſoft pillow, from that envy*d height, 
Firſt may*ft thou ſee the fpringing dawn of light; 
E timely riſe, when morning ſtreaks the eaſt, 
To drive the vittims to the ſuitor's feaſt. 216 
Thais ſaid, they left him, tortur d as he lay, 


I Secur'd the door, aud haſly ſtrode away: 


Each, breathing death, reſum'd his dangerous poſt 
Near great Ulyſſes ; four againſt an hoſt. 240 
When, lo! deſcending to our hero's aid 
Jove's daughter Pallas, War's triumphant Maid, 
In Mentors friendly form ſhe join'd his fide ; 
Ulyſſes ſaw, ard thus with tranſport cry'd : 
Come, ever welcome, and thy ſuccour lend: 
Oh, every ſacred name in one! my friend! 226 
Early we lov'd, and long our loves have grown : 
Whate*%r through life's whole ſeries 1 have done, 
Of good, or grateful, now to mind recall, 


| And, aidin g this one hour, repey it all. 230 


Thus he; but pleaſing hopes his boſom warm 


Of Pallas latent in the friendly form, 


The adverſe hoſt the phautom warricr ey*d, 

Aud firſt, loud threat' ning, Agelaũs cry'd: :. 

| Mentor, beware ! nor let that tongue perſuade 

Toy frantic arm to lend Ulyſſes aid; 236 
Our force ſucceſsful ſhall our threat make good, 


„ 3 ; 
Then lop thy whole poſterity away; 240 
Far hence thy haniſ 'd conſort ſhall we fend; } 
With his thy forfeit lands and treaſures blend; 0 


I Thus, and thus only, ſhalt thou join thy friend, 


+, Bis barbarous in ſult ev'n the Goddeſs fires, 


Art thou Ulyſſes? Where then ff all we find 
The patient body and the conſtant mind? 

| That courage, once the Trojans daily dread, 
 Kpown nine long years, and felt by heroes dead? 
And where that conduct, which reveng'l the luſt 
Of Priam's race, and lud proud Troy in duſt ? 
If this, when Helen was i enuſe, were donc? 


Riſe then in combat, at my fide attend ; 


On this his body by ſtrong cords extend 190 | Obſerve what vigour gratitude can lend, 59 


And on a column near the roof ſuſpend! 
So itudy*d tortures bis vile days fhall end. 

I be ready ſwains obey'd with joyful halte, 
Behind the felon unperceiv'd they paſs'd, 


y | And foes how weak, oppo&d agaiuit a friend! 


She ſpoke 3 but, willing longer to ſurvey 
| The tre and ſon's great ads, withheld the day; 
By further toils decreed the brave to try, 5 1 


As round the room in queſt of arms he goes 195 | And level poi: d the wings of vid ory: 


(che buſ-ſhut door conceaPd his lurking foes) ; 
One haud ſuſtain'd a helm, and one the ſhicld 
Which old Lacrtes wont in youth to wield, 


Perch'd like a ſwallow on a rafter's height, 
Ad vnperceiy'd enjoys the riang ght. 


Cover'd with duſt, with dryneſs chapt and worn, | Damaſto's ſon, bold Agelaiis, leads 


The brais corroded and the leather turn: 200 


Thus laden, o'er the threſhold as he ſtepp'd, 

| Fierce on the vilhain from each fide they Teap*d, 
Bak by the hair the trembliug daſtard] drew, 

Aid down reluctant on the pavement threw, 

ive and plea-% the zealous ſwains fulfil 20 5 

t every point their maſterꝰt rigid will ; 


Ihen iu a change of form cludes their ſ ght, þ 


The guilty war; Eurynomus fuccceds; 

With theſe, Piſander, great Poly* or*s ſon. 
Sage Polybus, and ftera Amphime3on, 

With Demoptolenmns . thefe fix ſurvive ; 

The beſt of all, the ſhafts had left alive. | 
Amidit the caarage deſperate as they ſtand, 270 
Thus Agelaüs rous'd the logging band. 


— 


And with the frre's and ſon's commix thy blood. 1 


| | What bop'ſt thou here ? Thee firit the fwerd ſtall 
Learn, if by female fraud this deed were done, | e e 


ho thus the war, or to revenge inſpires: 233 


What for thy country row, thy queen, thy ſon? 
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The hour is come, when yon fierce man no more 
With bleeding princes ſhall beftrow the tioor. 
Lo! Nicntor leaves him with an empty boa:t ; 
The four remain, but four againſt an hoſt, 275 
Let each at once diſcharge the deadly dart, 
On« ture of fix ſhall reach Ulyfles? hi art: 
The reit muſi periſh, their great leader flaing 
Thus {tall one iliroke he glory loſt r. gain. 
Then all at oace their mingled laces tarew, 280 
And thirity all of ove ina? blood they flew 3 
In vaia! Minerva turn'd them with her breath, 
Ad ſcatter'd ſhort, or wide, the points of death; 
With deaden*d ſound, one on the threſhold falls, 
One ttrikes the gate, one rings againſt the wall; 
The ftorm paſs*d innocent. The godlike man 
Nou loftier trod, and dreadful thus began: 
»Tis now (brave friends) our turn, at once tothrow 
Go ſpeed them Heaven) our jav-lius at the foe, 
That impious race to all their pals'd miſdeeds 
Would add our blood. In ju ice ſtill proceeds. 
He ſpoke : at once their fiery lances tlew ; 
Great De moptole mus Ulyſſes flew ; 
Euryades receiv'd the prince?s dart; : 
The goatnerd's quiver'd in Piſander's heart; 
Fierce Elatus by thine, Eumeus, fall; 
Their fall in thunder echoes round tite walls. 296 
The reſt retreat: the victors now advance, 
Each from the dead reſumes his bloody lance. 
Again the foe diicharge the ſteely ſhower ; 
Again made fruſtrate hy the Virgin-Dower. 
Some, turn'd by Pallus, on the threihold fall; got 


| 


4 


Some wound the gate, ſome ring againſt the wall; 


Some weak, or ponderous with the Irazen head, 
Drop har mleſs on the pavement ſoundi g dead. 
The bold Amphimedon his javeli caſt; 
Thy hand, Telemachus, it lightly raz d: 306 
Ani from Cteſppusꝰ arm the ſpear elaneꝰd 
On good Eumæusꝰ ſhield and ſhoulder gla cd: 
Not lefſen'd of their force (fo flight the wound) 
Each ſung along, and dropp d upon the : 
F.+2 doomed the next, Eurydamus, to bear 311 

Ihe death, ennobled by Ulyſſes“ ipear. 
By the bold ſon Amphimedo i was lain : 

Ard Polybus renown'd the faithſul fwain. 
Piered through the brea't the rude Cte *ppus bled 
And thus Phil etius gloried ofer the dead, 316 
There end thy pompous vaunts and high diſ- 
Ohl ſharp in ſcandal, voluble, and vain ! [dain; 
How weak is mortal pride ! To Heaven alone 
TW event o a tion and our fates are known n; 
Scoffer, behold wut gratitnde we bear: 321 
The vict in's heel is anſwer'd with this ſpear. 

Ulyſſes bra di hd high his vengeful fteel, 
Aud Damattord-s that in: tant ell; Bs 2 PS 
* Faſt-by Leecritus expiriig lay, 
The prince“ jnelin tore its bloady way 326 
Through all his o wels: dow he tumbles prone, 
His batter'd f ont and brains beſmear the ſtone. 
Now Pallis thines confe cd! aloft ſhe ſpreads : 
The arm o veng-ace ver their guilty heads 
The dreadful gis blaze in their eye; 341 
Amarz'd they ſee, they tremble, and they ſly: 
Confius'd, diſtracted, through the rooms they 
fling, | 
Like —— madden'd by the breezc's ſting, 
When ſultry days, and long, fucceed the gentle) 
ſpring, | . 


1 


— 


291 
Not half fo keen fierce vultures of the chaſe 

Stoop from the mountains on the feather'd race, 
When, the wide fleld cxter.ded ſnares beſet, 348 
With conſcious dread they i un the quivering net 
No help, no flight: but, wounded every way, 
Headlong they drop: the fowlers ſeize the prev. 
On all £des thus they double wound on wound, 
In proſirate heaps the wr<tches beat the ground, 
Unmauly rieks precede cach dy ing groan, 354 
Aud a red deluge fioats the reeking fione. 
Leiodes | r{t before the vicior falls; 

The wretched augur thus for mercy calls : 
Oh gracious hear! nor let thy ſupppliant bleed 
Still undiſponour'd. or by word or deed, 339 
Thy houſe, for me, remaĩus; by me repreſsꝰd 
Full oft was checkꝰd th injuilice of the reſt: 
Averſe they heard me when I cou, iell'd well. 
Their hearts were harden' d. and they juſlly tel. 
| Ch! ſpare an augur's conſecrated head 36 


9 


| 


| Nor add the bla neleſs to the guilty dead! 


Prieft as thou art! for that detetted band 


| Thy lying prophecies deceiv'd the land: 


Again1t Uly{tes have thy vows been made, ER, 
For them, thy daily oriſons were paid; 369 
Yet more, ev'n to our bed thy pride aſpires; 
One common crime one commoa fate requires. 
Thus ſpeal ing, from the ground the ſword he 
| took | 
Which Agelais* dying hand ſorſook ; 


| 


Along the pavemeut roll'd the muttering head. 
Phemius alone the hand of vengeance ſpar'd, 
Phe mius the ſweet, the Heaven- inſtructed hard. 
Be ſide the gate the reverend nĩuſtrel ſtar ds; 

The lyre, row filet, tremi ling in bis hands; 


Dub ois to Mpplicate tix chief, or fy 380 
Jo jove's i violable alar nigh, „ 
Where oft Latirte* holy vows had paid. 
And oft Uly es ſmo!.iag vi ims laid. 223 


His ho. . urꝰd harp with care he firſt ſet down, 
Between the laver and the {Iver thr: ne; 

Then proſtrate ſtretehꝰd beſore the dreadful man, 
Perſua ve, thus with accent ſoft beg in ;zʒ;ʒ 
Q xing l to mercy be thy ſoul i;:clia'd, 288 
And ſpare the poet's ever- gentle kind 

A decd like this thy future fame would wrong; 
For dear to Gods and men is tacred ſong. 8 
Seli-taught I ng; by Heaven, and Heaven alone, 
Fhe genuine ſeeds of poeſy are fown; 393 
And (hat the Gods bettow) the loſty bay, 
The Gods alone, and godlike worth, we pay, 
Save then the poet, and thyſelf rewards 

js thine to merit, miu is to record. 


| 


That here I ſung, was force, and not dof re; 392 


This hand reluQtanrt touebꝰd the warblin 
Ani let thy ſon atteſt, nor ſordid pay, 
Nor ſervile lattery, fiain'd the moral lav. 
The movirg words F emachus atten ds, 
His Cre approaches, aud the bard cteicnds, 


Ewire; 


The man divine ;; lorbeer that ſacred head! 

Medon, the herald, too our arms may ſperc, 

Melon, who made my infancy his care; 

If yet he breuthes, permit thy ſon to give 
Thus much ta gratitude, and bid him live. 

Beneath a table, trembling with diſmay, 

| Couch'dcloſe to carth unhappy Medon ly, 
00 2 | 


429 


Full through his neck the weighty faulchion ſped: 


ag 
Chl mix not, Father, with thofe ins dead 5 8 
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} Wrapp'd in a new-flain oꝛ's ample hide: 
Swiit at the W rd ne caſt his ſcree:, ai.de, 414 
Spring to the pri. ce, mbrac'd his kree with tears, 
And thus witn grate:ul voice addreſo'd hi; ears: 
C priace! O rie dl jo! here thy Medon tiauds; 

Ah! ttop the hero“ u retitied hands, | 
Incersꝰd too juitly by that impipus brocd , 419 
Whoſ: guilty glories now are let in blood, 

To whom lyſſe with a plea ng eye: 
Be bold, on ſriendſh ip ad y foi rely; 
Live an example for the world to read, | 
How much more ſafe the good than evil deed : 
Thou, with the Hcaven-taught Bard, in peace 
| r: vrt | 
From 10d and carnage to yon open court: 
Me otaner work require: ich tirzorous awe 
From the dire ſcene ti exempted two withdraw, 
| Scarce ſure of liſe, lookrow:d, and treinbling nove 


To the bright altars of Protector jove, 430 


Mean while Ulyiſcs ſeareh'd the dome, to find 
I yet there live of all thꝰ offending Find, 
Not one! complete the bloody tale he found, 
All fteep'd ia blocd, all gaping on the ground, 
So when, by hollow t.core:, the ſher traiu 435 
Sweep with their arching nets the hoary main, 
And feirce the meſky toils the copious draught 
| Santi, e 9 
All naked of their ele nent, ard bare, 
The fiſtes paut and gaſp iu thinner air; | 
Wide oder the ia ds are ſpread the fiificning prey 
Till the warm ſu: exhales their foul away. 330 
And ao the i g commands his ſoa to call 
Old Euryrbea to the d-athiul hall: „„ 
The fon bſerva t ot a mo nent ſtays: 
The aged goveracſꝭ with ſpred obeys: 445 
Tho ſou ding portals infra. t they diſplay; 
The matron move, the prince cir:t5 the way, 
On heaps f death the fer Ulyſles nocd, | 
AV black with du, aid cover'd thick with blood. 
So the grim lion fron tic ſlaugliter comes, 450 


| Dreadful he glares, aud terribly he foams, 


Dis brca't with marks o carnag: painted Yer, 
His jaws all ciroppirg wien the hull's blaci: gore. 
S8iaon as her eyes the welenme ohj et mot, 
Tue guilty all', the mig ty deed compte; 
A ere um of oy her feeble voice e ay: 8 
The hero ch eld hr, a d compose fad 
Woman, experierc'd as tho art, enutrol 
Inde: tiov, a d fea thy ſecr>t foul. 
I in"ult the dead, is crue! a d unſu “; 


Tor heedett wie the ceuf re of mankind . 
Th: g d aud bad wer. egal in their mind. 

Ju i the price of wortule Nc they paid, 
A deach now wail; an unlamer ted ade. 465 
But thnu, en OErrrct al fap © 
What maids di onour us, and what obey? 
The he: In theſe thy kingly walls -emain 
(iy fon) full fifty of the ha dmaid train, 
Tauht hy my care to cull th: e=ce, or weave, 
A d fervitude with plea ug taſk d:ceives 470 
O the a, twice fix purſi e their wict'ed way, 
Nor me, nor ch:1?2 Pen lope ohey 3 ; 
Wor fit: it that Telemachus com.na d 


(Young as he 55) his mother's temale band. 475 


x 40 
Fite aid their crime have ſu ⁊ them to the duſt. 


„ — 
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POPE'S HOMER. 
| Hence to the 


upper cluarahers Ut me Iv, 
Where ſlumbers {oft row cloſe the roval eye ; 
There wake her with the news—the matren 
cry*d, ; 
Not fo, (Uly Tes more ſedate reply'd) 
Ering firſt the crew who wrought theſe guilty 
deeds ; | | 430 


| In hiſte the matron parts; the king proceeds: 


To you, my fon, a d yon, my taithful [wains 3 


Now. to difpoſe the dead, the care remains 


Tl offending females to that talk we doom, 


| To wach, to ſcent, and purily tae room. 486 
| Theſe (every table el. aud, and every throne, 
And all the me lam chely labour done) 


Drive to yon cout, without the palace wall, 


There the r-vengi g [word fall ſmite them all; 
So with the iuitors It them mix in duſt, 49 
 Stretch*d in a long oblivi of their luit. 


He ſaid ; the la.neutable train appear, 
Each vents a groan, and dreps a tender tear; 


Fach heav'd her mournful burtien, and beneath 
| The porch, depo#'d the ghaſtly beaps of death, 


The chief ſevere, compelling each to move, 


| Urg'd the dice taſk impcrious ſrom above. 
With thirlly fpor.ge they rub the tables o'er, 


(The ſwaias uuite their toi!) the walls, the 
foor, | | | [ gore. . 


Wahr 'd w'th ti, effuſ ve wave, are purg'd of) 
Once more the palace fet in lair array, | 


To the baie court the females tate their way; 


There compaſ i eloſe between the dome ai.d wall, 
| C Fheir life's laſt ſcenc) they trembling wait their 


„ all. | | | 505 

by C Then thus the prince: To theſe ſhall we aflord 

| A ate fo pure a+ by the martial fword! 

To theſe, the nightly profiitytes.to j ame, 
And bale revilers of our houſe and ame ? 


Thus ſ:ca%iog, on the eireli g wall he firung 


A ſſ ip's tough cable, from a columa hung ; 


N: ay the high top he firain'd it ſtroꝛ gly round, 


V h co no contencling ſoot could reach the ground. 
Tir head above connected in a row, | 

They beat the air with vivering fect below: 35185 
I bus, oc: ſome tree bung ſtruggling in the ſnare, 
The deve: or thrufacs gap their Wing in air. 
| £002 ed the for] impure, ad let behind 
be empty corſe to waver with the wind, 


Then forth they led Melanthius, and began 


| Tacir bloody wor :: they lopp'd away the man, 
Nlorſel for dogs! then trimm'd with brazen ſheers 
The 'wretch, 2 d ftorten'd of his noſe aud ears; 
| His hands and feet lait felt the cruc] ftodl; 
| He roar'd, and torme ts gave his foul to hel 
They wa, aud to UlySts ta' e their way; 226 


So e. ds the bloody but neſs of the day. 
To Euryclea then acidreſc'd the ig: 


Bri g hither fire, and hither ſulphur bring, 


To purge the palace: then, the oucen attend, 


d let her with her matror train deſetud; 


Tie matron-train, with all tho virgin-band, 


| ATemble here to learn their lord's command, 


Then Euryclea: joyrul I obey, 


But caſt thoſe mean dif oneft rags away: 525 
Permit me trot the royal robes to bring: | 


Ill  uits this garb the {Loulders of a king. 


* 


: No more they view the golden light of day! Sy 
Ariſe, and bleis thee with the glad ſurvey ! 
| Touch'd at her words, the mournful * re- 
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4 Bring ſulphur firait, and fre,” (the monarch'| 
cries) | 

She hears and at the word obedient flies, | 

With ure and ſulphur, cure of noxious fumes, 

He purg d the walls, and blod-polluted rooms. 

Ag. tne matron ſprings wich eager pace, 


Aud iprcads her lords return from place to — 


nr tears. 
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Tg how, ruſh forth, and inftant round him 
a 
A gazing throng, a torch in every hand. 


| They faw, they knew him, and with fond embrace 


Each humbly | kiſs'd his knee, or hand, or face; 
He knows them all; ia all ſuch truth appears, 


tunica awakens Pnelope with th news of Ulyſſes*s returny and the death of the ſet ters. 
-.rcely credits her but ſud; ofes ſome Gol has ; eniſhed them, and deſcends fron her aturtu ent in daubt. 8 


At the firſt inter view of Ulyſſes and Perelot e, 2 Is quite unſatisfied, Miner ua reflores h'm te the 
bet ” of his cut; but the qucen continues increduleue, till by ſome circumſiarces ſhe i. cenvin ed, und 


| frills into all the tr anſ, orts of f aſſien and tenderneſs. 


Trey recount to each other al: that hs pa, during 


their long ſeparation. - | Bs next * Os 2 and hits Pe „ Les from * «ity 16 


vi it his fatner, 


dur x to the queen as in repoſe ſhe lay, 
| = nurſe with eager rapture ſpeeds her 


| The — of her faithful heart ſupply 

A ſudden youth, and give her wiags to fly. 
And ſlreps my child? the reverend matron cries :\ 
Ulyſſes lives! ariſe my child, ariſe ! 
At le. gth appears the long- expected hour! 
Ulyſſes comes ! the ſuitors are no more! 


10 


| jou]. 
Ah! whither wanders thy diftemper'd mind? 
The righteous Powers, who tread the ſtarry ſkies, 
The weak enlighten, and confound the wiſe, 
And human tac ght with unrelifted fway, 15 
Depreſs or raiſe, enlarge or ta%e away: I 
Truth, by their high decree, thy voice forſalies, 


Never did I a ep fo ſweet enjoy, | | 
Since my dear lord leit Ithaca tor Troy, 


Why muſt I wake to grieve; and curſe thy ſtore, 


0 Troy —may never tongue pronounce thee 
mme! 


Ee gore: a: IR might have felt cur rage, 


25 
But age is ſacred, and we ſpare thy \ | 
To whom with warmth: My ſoul a lie diſdains; 


Nlynee lives, thy owa U lyſſes reigas : | 

That #rar.ger, patient o' the ſuitors? wrongs, 

And the rude licence of ungovern'd tongues, 30 

He, he is thine, Thy fon his latent gueſt 

Long knew, but lock'd the ſecrct in his breaft ; 

With well-concretci art to cad his u oe, | 

Ard vurſt at once in vengeance on the foes, 
While yet ſhe ſpoke, the queen in tranſport 

ſprung 

| Swift from the couch, andronm:d the matron hung: 

Faſt from her eye deſcends the rollii. ke tear, 

Sax, once more lar, is my Ulyſſes here? 


The dome he pur 


— — — 


| 
| By one be fla'n, though by an hero's hand? 


hou could that numerous ood outrageous band 
40 

I ſaw it not, ſhe cries, but heard alone, 

When death was bu'y, a loud dying groan; 

The damſel-train turnꝰd pale at every u ound, | 
Immur' d we fate, and catch'd each paſſing ſound ; 

| When death had ſeiz'd her prey thy ſon attends, 


And at his nod the damſel-train deſcends; _ 46 
There terrible in arms Ulyſſes ttood, 1 
And the dead ſuitors almoſt ſwam in blood; 
Thy heart had leap'd, the hero to ſurvey, N 
Stern as the ſurly lion o'er his prey, RE 50 5 


Glorious in gore now with ſulphureons fires 


ges, now the flame aſpires : 
Heap'd lie the dead without the palace wall 


| Haſte, daughter, haſte, thy own Ulyſſes calls? 


Thy every wiſh the b-unteous Gods be as | 
Enjoy the preſent good, and former woe: 5 


Ulyſſes lives, his vanduiſi d foes to ſce; 

HT ol y, with the tongue of Wiſdom, ſpeaks : | 
nbi d, the fond illuſon to impoſe! 

Was it to flatter or deride my woes? 


He lives to thy Tclamachus and thee ! 

Ah! no; with ſgus Penelope re join, | 
Exceſs of joy di:turbs thy wandering mind; 6s 
How bleſs'd this happy hour, ſhould he appears. 
Dear to us ail, to me ſupremely dear! 

Ah! no; — God the fvitors* deaths decreed, 


Some God deſcends, and by his hand they bleed; 


| Doubt we his preſence, when he now 

_ | Then hear conviction : Ere the fatal *-4 
That fore d Ulyſſes ober the watery way, 
A boar ferce-ruthiag in the ſylvan war 


| Blind! to contemn the ſtranger? righteous cauſe, : 


And violate all hoſpitable laws! 66 
The good they hated, and the Powers defy*d ; 

| But Heaven is juſt, and by a God they dy*d, 

For never mult Ulyſſes view this ſhore 
Never! the lov'd Ulyſſes is no more: 


What words (the matron cries) have reach'd = 1 


ears? 
7 


7 
Plougb'd half this thigh ; I faw, I ſaw the ſcar, S 


And wild with tranſport had reveaPd the wound; 
| But ere I — he roſe, and check d the ſound, 


Fenelots ps 


Thy coward ſon d. gen: rate lag behind, 
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Then, daughter, hafte away ! and if a le 

Flow from this tongue, then let thy ſervant die! 

Io whom with dubious joy the queen replies : 

Wiſe is thy ſoul, but errors ſeize the wiſe ; 

The werks of Geds what mortal can ſurvey ? 

Who _ their motives? Who ſhall trace their 
way 

Butfearn we inftant how the ſuitors trod 85 

The paths of death, by man, or by a God. 

| Thus ſpeaks the queen, a6 no reply attends, 

But with alter rate joy a: d f.ar deſcends} 

At every ſtep debates her lord to prove ! 

Or ru!! ing to his arms, confeſs her love ! go | 

Then glicing through the marble valves, in flaty 
p03'd betore the ſhining tre late. 

— monarch, by a erlum: h gh enthron d, 
= eye withdrew, aud fd it on the ground; gs 
Curious to hear his queen the 1.lence break: 
Ama 'd ſhe ſate, 1 impotent to ſpeak; 

Oer all the man her eyes fe rolls in vain, 
Now — 3 now tears, now knows, then doubts 


. At length u Telemachue—Ch! who can find 

A woman like Penelope unkind? 

Why thus in flence ! why with winning Res 
Thus flow, to fly with to his arms? 
Stubborn the breaſt that with no tranſport glows, 

When twice ten years are paſs'd of mighty woes; 

To ſoftneſs loſt, bo ſpouſal love unknown, | 

The Gods have form'd that rigid heart of ſtore! 

O my Telemachus!. the queen rejoin'd, : 

Diſtracl ing fears confound my labouring mind; 

Powerlefs to ſpeak, I ſcarce uplift my eyes, 110 
Nor dare to queſtion ; doubts on doubts ariſe. 
Oh! deign be, if Ulyſſes, to remove | 

"Theſe boding thought», ard what he is, to prove! 

Pleas'd with her virtuous fears, the king replies, 
Indulge, my ſon, the cautions of the wiſe; 115 

Time ſhall the truth to ſure remembrance bring: 

This garb of poverty belies the ing: | 

No more.—This day our deepeſt care requires, 

_ Cautious to aft what thought mature inſpires. 

Ir one man's blood, though mean, di ſtain our hands, 

Ihe homicide retreats to foreigu lands; 121 
By us, in heaps th? illuſtrious peerage fall., 

Thy Importa. t deed our whole atte:.tion calls. 

Be that thy care, Telemachus replies, N„ö 

The world conſpires to ſp-ak Ulyſſes wiſe; 125 
For wi:dom all is thine! lo, I obey, 

And Gaur tlefs foliow where you lead the way; 

Nor ſhalt thou in the Cay of dar ger fu. d 


© ben inſtant to the bath (the monarch eries) 
Bid the gay youth and ſprightly virgins riie, 131 
Theuer all deſcend in pomp and proud array, 
And bid the dome reſound the mirthiſul lay ; 
_ While the ſwilt Iyr ift airs of rapture ſings, 
And forms the dance reſponſ. ve to the ſtrings, 135 
That hence ti eluded paſſengers may ſay, 
In! the queen weds! we hear the ſpouſal lay! 
The ſvitors? death unk noun, till we remove 
Far from the court, aud act inſpire · l by Jove. 
Thus ſpoke the king: th' obſervant train obey, 
At once they bathe, and dreſs in proud array: 14.1 
The !vriſt ſtrikes the ſtring: gay youths advance, 


And f2ir-20n/d damſels form the ſprightly dance, ! 


| The voice attunꝰ d to inflrumental ſounde, 
Aſcends the roof; the vaulted roof rebounds; 145 
Not wr obſervd: the Greeks eluded ſay | 

Lo! the queen weds ! we hear the ſpouſal lay! 
Inconſtant! to admit the bridal hour. 

Thus they——hut nobly chaſte ſhe wecls no more, 

M. an while the weary'd king the bath aiceids; 
With faithful cares Euryaome attends, 

Qer every limb a ſhower of fragrance ſheds : 
Then, dreſs'd in pomp, nificent he treads, 
The Warrior- Goddeſs pan = frame to ſhiae 


| With majeſty enlarg'd, and grace diviue. 155 


Bac': from his brows in wavy ringlets fly 
lis thick la- ge locus of hyacinthine dye. 
| As by ſome artiſt, to whom Vulcan gives 
His heavenly fk ill, a breathing image lives; 
By Pallas taught, he frames the wondrons mould, 


| Ard the rale Glver glows with fuſile gold: 161 


80 Pallas his heroic ferm improves 


With bloom divine, and lixe a God he moves; 


More high he treads, and ifſuing forth in ſtate, 


4 Radiant before his gazing conſort ſate. wa 


And, O my queen he cries, what power above 
Has ſteelꝰd that heart averſe to ſpouſal love 
Canſt thou, Penelope, when heaven reftores 
Thy loſt Ulyſſes to his native ſtoves, 5 
Cank thou, oh cruel! unconcern'd 3 170 
Thy loſt Ulyſes, on this 1: 

Haſte, Euriclea, and Eras, war . 

For me, and me alone, th? imperial bed: 

My weary nature craves the balm of reſt: 


| 


A foe to pride; no adamant is there: 
And now, ev'n now it melts ! Solon s fo 
Cnce more Ulyſſes, my bclov'd in thee! 


His mage dwells : then haſte the bed of joy 
klaſte, from the bridal bower the bed tranſlate, 
Fram'd by his hand, and be it dreſsd in ſtate! 


Thus ſpeaks the queen, ſtill dubious, with di- 
_ guiſe; 


Alas, for this! what mortal ftrength ca. move 185 


I The enormous burthen, who but Heaven above? 


It mocks the weak attempts of human hands; 


mands, 
| Then bear fure evidence, while we diſplay 190 
Words ſeaPd with facred truth, and truth obey : 
Thi: hand the wonder-fram'd ; an olive ſpread 


| Full in the court its ever verdant head. 

| Vait as ſome mighty columns bulk, on high n 

| The huge trunk roſe, and heav'd into the ky; 195 

| Around the tree I rais'd a nuptial bower, _ 
And roof'd defenſwe of the ftorm and ſhower; 


The ipacious — with art inwrought, conjoins: 


| And the fair dome with poliſt'd marble ſhines. 


I lar p'd the branchy head; aloft in twain 2c 


| Sever*d the bole, and mootlod the ſhining grain ; 


Then poſts, capacious of the frame, I raiſe, 
| And bore it, regular, from ſpace to ſpace : 
Athwart the frame, at equal diſtance, lie 204 


Then, poliſhing the whole, the finiſt'd mould 


With ſitver ſhone, with elephant, and gold, 


But Heaven with: adamant has arm*d her breaſt, ' 
| Ahl no; ſke cries, a tender heart I bear, 176 


Fixd in my foul as when he faiPd to Troy, 190 


Tonch'd at her words, the king with warmth replies: 


But the whole carth muſt move, if Heaven com- 


Thongs of tough hides, that boaſt a purple dye: * 


wy WA©a, = 


— — — 


She LLekens, trembles, falls, and faints away: 
The tears pour d down amain: and, Oh! the cries, 


Forgive the weakneſs of 2 woman's heart! 
Tube righteous Powers, that mortal lots difpoſe, 220 


And from the flower of life, the bliſs deny 
Oh! let me, let me not thine anger move, 


That I forbore, thus, thus to ſpeak my love, 225 
Thus in fond kiſſes, while the tranſport warms, 


Twas caution, O my lord! not want of love: 


Thus had ſhe fear'd, the had not gone aſtray. 235 
That ſhe ſhould wander, and that Greece ſhould 


Blind to the ills that from injuſtice flow, 

She colour'd all our wretched lives with woe. 

But why theſe ſorrows when my lord arrives? 
I yield! Iyicld! my own Ulyſſes lives! 241 | 


As to the ſhipwreck'd mariner, the ſhores 250 
' Delightful riſe, when angry Neptune roars ; 
| Then, when the ſurge in thunder mount; the ſky ; 
And gulf'd in crowds at one: the failors die; 


A labour long, and hard, remains behind; 


For, to Tire fas through tl eternal gates 
r hell I trode, | to learn my furt t des. 
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But if o*erturn'd by rude unzovern'd hands, \ 
Or ſtill inviolnte the olive ſtan ſtands, 


73s thine, O queen, to fay : and now impart, 210 | 


1 fenrs re main, or doubts diſtract thy heart ? 
While yet he ſpeaks, her powers of life decay, 


At length recovering, to his arms ſhe flew, 
And ſtrain'd him cloſe, as to his breaſt ſhe grew: 


Let not againſt thy ſpouſe thine anger riſe! 
Oh! ver in every turn of buman art, 


235 
But end we here—the night demands repoſe, 
Be dec! d the couch ! and peaceawhile, my woes! 
To whom the queen: Thy word we ſhall obey, 
And deck the couch; far hence be woes away ; 
Since the juſt Gods, who tread the ſtarry plains, 
Reſtore thee ſafe, | ce my Ulyſſes reigns, 
But hat thoſe perils Heaven decrees, icapart + 
Knowledge may grieve, but feardiitracts the heart, 
To this the king: Ah! why muſt I diſcloſe 280 
A dreadful ftory of approaching woes ? 
Why in chis hour of trau ſport wound thy ears, 
When thou muſt learn what I muſt ſpeak with 


Decrze us to ſuſtain a length of wocs, 


To blaom together, fade away, and die. 


Rour out my ſoul, and die within thy arms! 
I dreaded fraud ! Men, faithlcſ: men, betray 
Our eaſy faith, and make the ſex their prey: 
Againſt the ſondnefs of my heart I trove, 230 | 
Like me had Helen fear'd, with wanton charms 
Ere the fair miſchief ſet two worlds in arms; 
Ere Greece roſe dreadful in tl! avenging day; 


But Heaven, averſe to Greece, in wrath decreed 


bleed : 


The ſecrets of the bridal bed are known | 
To thee, to me, to Actoris alone, 
(My father's preſent in the ſpouſal hour, 


The ole attendant on our genial bower). 245 


Since v hat no eye has, ſeen ap tongue reveaPd, 
Hard and diftruſtful as I am, I yield. | 
Touch'd to the foul, the king with rapture 
| hears. tears. 
Hangs round her neck, and ſp*aks his joy in 


If one more happy, while the tempeſt raves, 


Out-lives the tumult of conflifting waves, 255 


All pale, with ooze deform'd he views the ſtrand, | 
And plunging forth withtranſport graſps the land: 
The raviſh'd queen with equal rapture glows, 
Claſps her lov'd lord, and to his hoſom grows, 
Narr had they ended till tde morning ray 
But Pallas hac ward held the riing day, 
The wheels of night returding, to d-taiu 
The gray Aurora it the wavy main! 


8 1 


Whofe i ming ſteed; emerz1'.g through the night, 


Beam or the extern hills with Areamiug light. 4 


At length Ulyſſes with a 1 gh replies: 
Vit Fate, yet cruel Fate, repoſe denios; 


By Heaven abewe, by Hell beneath enjoin'd: 


| Of victims vow'd, a ram, £< bull, a boar : 


tears ? 


en, by the Theban ghoſt, thy ſpouſe decrces 


bt: from thy arms, to ſail a length of ſeas ; 


From realm to realm a nation to explore 286 
Who ned er knew ſalt, or heard the billows rear, 
Nor ſaw gay veſſel ſtem the ſurgy plain, 

A painted wonder, flying on the main; 

An oar my hand muſt bear; a ſhepherd eyes 290 


| The unknown inftrum=rt with ſtrange ſ ——_— 


And call a corn-van : this upon the plain 
I fix, and hail the monarch of the main; 
Then bathe his altars with the mingled gore 
o@ 
Thence ſwift re-failing to my native ſhores, a 
Due victims ſlay to all the ethereal Powers. 
Then Heaven decrees in peace to end my days. 
And ſteal myſelf from life by flow decays ; 
Unknown to pain, in age reſign my breath, 30g 
When late ſtern Neptune poiats the ſhaft of death; 
To the dark grave retiring as to reſt ; 


1 My people bleffing, by my people bleſ2d, rplay 


Such future ſcenes thy all righteous Powers dif. 
By their dread “ ſeer, and ſuch my future day, 
To whom thus firm of ſoul: If ripe for death, 


And ſull of days, thou gently yield thy breath: 


While Heaven a kind releaſe from ills foreſhows 3 
1rnunph, thou happy victor of thy woes! 
But Euryclea with diſpatchful care, 318 


— 


And ſage Eurynome, the couch prepare: 

in ant they bid the blazing toreh diſplay 

Around the dome an artifcial day ; 

Then to repoſe her ſteps the matron tends, 

And to the queen Eurynon.c defcends 32 


A torch ft - bears, to light with guiding fires 
The roval pair: ſhe guides them, and retircs, 
Then inſtant his fair ſpouſe UlyMes 1-d 


| | To the chaſte love-ritss of the nuptial bed. 


And now the blooming youths anc ſprightly fair 
Ceaſe the gay dance, and to their reft repair; 32 
But in difcourſe the ing ard conſort lav, 

While the ſoft hours ftole nnperceiv'd away: 


Intent he bears Penelope diſclaſe 23 


A mournſul tory of domeſtie woes, 


| His ſervants inſults, his Ivadad hed, | 


How his whole Hocks and herds exlewfted hid, 
His er- wines di oncur'd ſhed in vain, 
And the wild riots of the ſuitor train, 

The king alternate a «dire tale relates, 

Of wars, of triumphs, and diſa'trous fates ; , 
All he uniolds ; his litening ſpouſe turns pale 
With plea ling Rs 1. the | dreadfrl tal! _ 
Sleeple is devours cack ward; and hears how Tai 


AD - 
333 


270 


Cicons on Cicons ſwell tht nſanguin'd plan: 
| * T1: . 


WL Ll onv:ys the dead, a lanentable train! 
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How to the land of Lote unbleſs'd he fails : 

Ard images the rills, and flowery vales! | 
How, daſk' like dogs, his friends the Cyclops tore, 
(Not un re veng' d) and quafl d the ſpouting gore; 
How, the loud ſtorms in priſon bound, he fails 
From irie nully· Eolus with proſperous gales ; 

Yet Fate wit'wſtand: ] a ſudden tempeſt roars, 
And whirls hin groaning from his native th ores : 
How, on the barbarous Leſtrigonĩan coaſt, 350 
By favage hands his fleet and friends he loſt; 
How ſcarc2 himſelf ſurviv'd: he paints the bower, 
The ſpells of Tirce, and her magic power, 


HOMER. 
| 


| Who gave him laſt his country to belhiold, 
| With change of rainent, braſs, and hæaps of gold. 
He ended, fn ig into fleep, and ſhares 
A ſweet forgetrulneſs of all his cares. 
Soon as folt ſlumber cas'd the toils of day, 
Minerva ruſhes through the aerial way, 


a 
97 


And bids Aurora, with her golden wheels, 380 


Flame from the ocean ver the callern hills: 
Uproſe Ulyſſes from the genial bed, | 


| And thus with thought mature the monarch Aid : 
1 


My Queen ! my Couſort : through a lengtn of 
ars 


His dread iul journey to the realms beneatj, 
To ſeek Tire as in the vales of death; 
How, in the dol:ſul manſions he ſurvey'd 
| His royal mother, pale Aanticlea*s ſhade ; 
And friends in battle lain, heroic ghots! 
Then bow, uvarn'd he paſt the Syren-coaſts, 
The juſtling rocks where fierce Charybdis raves, 
Ard howling Scyll1 whirl her thunderous waves, 
The cave oc deata! How his companions fiay 
The oxen ſacred to the God of Day, 3 
Till jov? in wrath the rattling tempeſt guides, 
And whelms ti offenders ia the roaring tides, 
How, ſtruggliag through the ſurge, he reaclꝰd 
the ſhores | 366 
Of fair Cgygia, and Calypſo's bowersz; 
| Where the gay blooming nymph conſtrain'd his 


| ſtay, : — 8 
Vit ſv. et reluftant amorous delay ; 


d promis'd, vainly promis'd, to beftow. 370 
Im mor al liſe, exempt from age and woe: 
Hou ſwid from ſtorms, Phzacia's coaſts he 


at, 0 | 
We drank the cup of forrow mix*d with tears, 3%; 
Thou, for thy lord: while me tl? immortal Powers 
Detain'd reluQtant from my native ſhores. | 
Now, bleſt agata by Heaven, the queen diſfhr, 
And rule our palace with a:: equal fway : :- 
Be it my care, by loans, or martial toils, <go 
| To throng my empty folds with gifts or ſpoils, 
But now I haſte to bleſs Laertes“ eyes | 
With i-ght of his Ulyiles ere he dies; 
The good old man, to waiting woes a prey, 
Weeps a ad life ia ſolitude away. Ciold 
But hear, though wiſe ! This morning fall un- 
The deathful ſcene 3 on heroes, herocs rold. 
Thou with thy maids within the palace ſtay, 
From all the ſcene of tumult far away! 

He ſpoke, and ſheath'd in arms inceſſant fie. 
To wake his ſon, and bid his friends ariſe, 
To arms ! aloud he cries; his friends obey, 
With glittering arms their manly limbs array, 
And paſls the city gate: Ulyſſes leads the way. 
Now flames the ro! 


Rs 


By great Aleinous honour'd as a G 


"Þ © 0'& -x0v; 


THE ARGUMENT, 
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9 7 ule of the ſuitors are einde ed hy Mercury to the inferna! des. _ Ulyſſes foe the — y gics 2 the 
retirine tof if ter Laerte ; he find: him bufied in kis garden all alere: the manner of ki: diſcevery 


to hint. beuutiful'y deſcribe”. They return trgetier to his lege, ard the hivg ir uckrewledce? by 
D:lizs ani the ſervants, Te Tthucer' an, led by Eutithes, the fit er of Artiucus riſe agent Tiger, 


evo piges the b tile, in cnc Fuiithes is killel by Laerter: an 
8 peace hel cn Uiyſſes and Vis ſuſjects, wich concluces tue O. 


45 . LE*TUS now to Pluto's dreary reign 


The golden wand, that ca.ifes ſieep to fly, 
Or ++ fait Number ſeals the wa'teful eye, 
That drives the ghoſts to realms of night or day; 5 
Points out the long uncomfortable way. 
Je nbVng the ſpedares glide, and plaiutive vent 
Thin, hollow ſcreams, along the deep deſcent. 
As in the cavern of ſome riited den, | 
Were Hock nocturnal bats, and birds obſcene; 10 
CC! et they hang, till at ſome ſudden ſhock, 


They move, aud murmurs run throughall the rock; 
So ch ẽwering fled the ſable heaps of ghoſts, 1 


Ard ſuch a ſcream fd all the diſmal coaſts, 
And aw they reach'd the earth's remoteſt ends, 


And now the gates where evening Sol deſcends, 


the Geddeſs Pallus jus a ly ing 


\ 


| And Leucas“ rock, and Ocean's vtmot ftreams, 


| | Aud now pervacte the duſky land of Dreams, 


Aud ref u laſt, where ſouls unbodicd dwell 
In ever-floweriug meads of a phOdel. 20 
| The empty forms of men inhabit the ce, 
Impaſſive ſemblance, images of air! | 
Nought elſe are all that ſhin'd on carth before; 

Ajax and great Achilles are no more! 
Vet, ftill a maſter ghott, the rei he aw? l, 

The reſt ador'd him, towering as he trod; 
Still at his {ide in Neſtor's fon ſurvey'd, 
And lov'd Patroclus ſtill atteiids his ſhade, 

New as they were to that infernal ſhore, 

The ſuitors fopp'd, and gaz'd the hero oer, 30 
When, moving ſlow, the regal forin they vin 'd 
Oi great Atrides; him in pomp purſucd 


7 dawn, but Pal: a« ſrouds 405 8 4 ö 
| Tae latent war riors in a vel] of clouds. ARE 


20 


25 


4 


 Hititoric marbles to record thy praĩſe: 


(Thus Agamemnon's ingly © ade rejoin'd) 
Thrice happy thou! to preſs the martial plain 


_ Great and tzrritic ev'u in death you lay, 56 
And deluges of blood How'd round you every 


Then unguents ſweet and tepid ſtreams we) 


Tears loved from every eye, and or the dead 


But Ne for ſpoke, they li ten'd and obey d. 70 


And long vieiſſitudes of human things.) 
Forbear your flight: fair Thetis from the main, 
„To mourn Achilles, leads her azure train.“ 
| Around tice ttand> the daughters of the deep, 75 


Each warlike Greek the moving mulic hears, 
And iron-bcarted herbe; melt in tears 80 


All that was mortal or immortal mourn' dl. 
To ſla mies we gave thee the ſueceeding day, 


Tnunumber'd warriors round the burning pile 
Urge the Rect eourfer's oer the racer's toil ; 


Aud the mixg'd clamonr thunders in the Kies. go. 
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And ſolemn ſadneſs through the gloom of hell, 
The train of thoſe who by & gyſtus fell. 

© mighty chief! (Pelides thus began) 25 
Honour'd by jove above the lot of man! 
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(The vaſe to Thetis Bacchus gave of old, 9g 
And Vulcan's art enriebꝰd the ſculptur'd gold.) 
There we thy relics, great Achilles ! blend 
| With dear Patroclus, thy departed friend: 


King of a hundred kings! to whom reign'd 
The ſtrougeſt, braveſt, greateſt of mankind. 
Convit thewu the frit to view this dreary ſtate ? 
And was the nobleſt the tirit mark of Fate? 40 


Condemn'd to pay the great arrcar ſo ſoon, —_ High on the ſhore the 
The lot, which all lament, aud none can ſhun 3 


Then grateful Greece with tireaining eyes might 
taste. 45 


Thy praiſe eterral on the faituful ſtone 
lad with tranſmiſſive glories grac'd thy ſon. 


But hcavier fates were defturd to attends !?! 
What mai is happy, till he knows his end? 50 


O ſon of Peleus! greater than mankind! 


*Alid:t heaps of heroes in thy quarr-l ſlain: 
In clouds of ſinoke, rais'd by thy noble fray, 


——_— 5 
Nor cea>'d the ftrife, till Jove himſclf oppos'd, 
And all in tempetts the dire evening elo d. 


And decent on the funcral bed beſtow d. 
ſhed 3 | 


Each clipt the curling aonours of his head. 
Struck at the news thy azure Mother came: 65 
The ſea- green ſiſters waited on the dame: 

A voice of loud lament through all the main 
Was heard: and terror ſen'd the Gr eian train: 
Pack to their ſhips 15. trighted hot had fled; 


7 


(From ald experience Ne'tor's cou:fcl ſprings, 


Robe tliee in heavenly v-is, and round thee weep, 
Round thee, tie Muſes, with alternate ſtrain, 
In ever-conlecratiiug verie, complain. 


Till ſrrentern rights and ſeverrteen days retura'd, 


Av fattcd fheep and fable oxen flay ; 
With gil; and honey blaze tt augmented fires. $5 
And, li :e God, adorw'd, thy eartlily part expires, 


"lick clouds of duſt wer all the circle rife, 


Sagan as abſorpt in all-einbracing fame 

Sunk what was mortal of thy mighty name, 
W2 then cle thy ſnowy bone», and place |} 
Win wires and uncvents in a golden vaſe ll 


; Heroic prizes and e 


But ftren 


In the ſame urn a ſcparate ſpace contains 


Thy next beltcv'd Antilochus? remains. 100 
No all the tons of warlike Greece ſurround 


Thy deſtinꝰd tomb, and caſt a mighty mound : 
wr « kill we raiſe, 


That wide th” extended Helle:pont ſurveys : - 
Oy! better hadtt thou ſunk in Trojan ground. Where all, from age to age who paſs the c- aft, 105 
| With all thy full-blown honours cover'd round! May point Achilles“ tomb, aud hail the mighty 


ghoſt. 

Thets herſelf to all our peers proclaims 
xequial games; 

The Gods aſſented; and around thee lay 

Rich ſpoils and gifts that blaz'd againſt the day. 
Olt have I ſeen with ſolemn funeral games 111 
Heroes and kings committed to the flames; 
ot youth, or valour of the brave 
With nobler conteſt ner reaown'd a grave. 
Such were the games by azure Thetis given, 115 
And ſuch thy honours, O belov'd of Heaven! 

ar to mankind thy fame ſurvives, nor fades, 

Its bloom eternal in the Stygian ſhades. 8 
But what to me avail my honours gone, 3M 
Succeſsful toils, and battles bravely won, 120 
Doonrd by ſtern Jove at home to end my life, 


| By eurſt Zgyſtus and a faitlileſs wife! 
Then to the fect we bore the honour'd load, 60 | 


Thus they ; while Hermes o'er the dreary plain 
Led the fad numbers by Ulyſſes lan, ; 
On each majeſtic form they caſt a view, 125 
And timorous paſs'd and awfully withdrew. | 
But Agamemnon, through the gloomy thade. 
His ancient hot Amphimedon ſurvey'd; 

Son of Melanthius ! (he began) oh ay! Y' 
What cauſe compelPd ſo many and fo gay, ob 


| To tread the dowrward, melancholy way? 


Say, could one city yield a troop fo fair? 
Were all theſe partners of one native air? 
Or did the rage of ficriny Neptune ſweep OP 
Your lives at oi ce, and whelm beneath the deep? 


Did nightly thieves, or pirates cruel bands, 136 
| Drench with your blood your pillag'd country's 


ſands? $ | 

Or well-defending ſome beleagur'd wall, 
Say, for the public did ye greatly fall? 
Inform thy gueſt ; for ſuch I was of yore 140 
When our triumphant navies tonch'd your ſtore; = 
Forc'd a long month the wintery ſeas to bear, 
To move the great Ulyſſes to the war. 

O king of men! I faithful {Hall relate 
(Reply'd Amphimedon) our hapleſs fate. 143 
Ulyſſes abſent, our ambithus aim 3 
With rival loves purſued his royal dame: 
Her coy reſerve, and prudence mix d with pride, 
Our ccmmon ſuit nor granted, nor — 4 | 
But cloſe with inward hate our deaths defign'dz 
Very in all arts of wily womankind. 151 
Her hand, Liborious, in deluſion ſpread | 
A ſpacious loom, and mixcd the various thread; 
Ye peurs (ſhe cry'd) who preſs to gain my heart 
Where dead Ulyſſes claims no more a part, 155 
Yet a ſhort ſpore your rival ſuit ſuſpend, = = 


8 


Till this ſuner' i! web my labcurs end: 
P 


The fourth, her maid reveaP th” amazing tale, 
And ſhow'd, as, unpercerv'd we took our ſtand, 
The backward labours of her faithleſs hand. 171 


The will of Jove, he gave the veag-ance way: 
Careful he treaſur'd in a private room: 


The archer's ſtrife: 
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Ceaſe, till to good Laertes I bequeath 

A taſk of grief, his ornaments of death: | 
Leſt, when the Fates his royal aſhes claim, 160 
The Grecian matroas taiut my ſpotleſs fame ; 
Should, he, long honour'd with ſ upreme command, 
Want the laſt duties of a dau hter's hand. 


The fiction pleas'd: our generous train com- 


plies, | 
Nor fraud miſiruſts in virtue*s fair diſguiſe. 165 
The wor ſhe ply*d : but, ſtudious of delay, 


Each following uight revers'd the toils of day. 


Unheard, unſren, three years her arts prevail: 


Forc'd ſhe completes it; and before us lay 

The wingled web, thus gold and ſ.lxer ray 

Diſplay*d the radiance of the night and day. 
Juſt as ſhe fiuiſn'd her illutrious toil, 


F| 


175 | 
Ul- fortune led Ulyſſes to our iſie. | 
Far in a lonely nook, befde the ſea, 
At an old ſwiueberd's rural lodge he lay: 
Thither his ſon from ſady Pyle repairs, 
And ſpeedy lards, and ſecretly confers. 180 


They plan our future ruin, and reſort 
Confederate to the city and the court. 
Firſt came the ſon; the father next ſucceeds, 
Chad like a beggar, whom Eumæus leads; 
TOTES on a ſtaff, deſorm'd with age add care, 
ng with rags that flutter'd in the air. 186 
Who could Ulyſtes in that form behold ? 
Scorn'd by the young, forgotten by the old, 


_ M-uBl by all! to every wrorg ref gd, 


Patient he ſuker'd with a coaftact mind, 
But when, ariſing i in his wrath t ohey 


The ſcatter'd arms that hung arou: ad the dome 


n 195 
the ſource of future woes, 
An omen of our death! In vain we Grew 


The twanging firing, and try'd the ſtubborn yew 


Then to her ſuitors bade the qucen propoſe 


To none it yields but great Ulyſſes? hand-; 


In v:i: we threat; Telemachus comma. mk; : 200 
The bow he fr. cl d, u in an inſtart bent; 
Through every ring ihe victor arrow went. 


Fierce on the threſheld then in arms he flood: 


— 


Pour d forth the darts that thirſted for our blood, * 


And frow n'd before us, Greantiul as a God! 235 ) 


Firit blzeds Antinous; thick the ſhafts reſound; 
And heaps on heaps the wretehes tirow the 


ground; 
This way, and that, we turn, we fy, we fall 


| Some God aſſiſted, and unmmaan'd us all: 


Ig noble cries precede the dy ing gran; ; 270 


| Aud batter'd brains and blood beſmcar tho ſtoncs. 


Thus, great Atrides, thus Ulyſſes drove 
The Fades thou ſeeit, from yon fair real:ns above, 


Our mangied bodies now deformed with gore, 


Cold and neglected, ſpread the nurble floor, 215 
No friend to bathe our wounds ! or tears to ſhed 


Oer the pale corſe ! the honours of the dead, 


Oh bleſ-*d Ulyſſes (thus the king expreſs'd 
His ſudden rapture) f in thy conſort bleis'd! 
Not more thy wiſclom, than her virtue ſhiw' ; 
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Icarius daughter, glory of the paſt, 222 

And model to the future age {Fall laſt : 

The Gods, to honour her fair fame, ſhall raiſe 

(Their great reward) a poet in her praiſe. 225 

Not ſuch, O Tyndarus, thy darghter's deed : 

By whoſe dire hand her king and huſtand bled: 

Her thall the Muſe to infamy prolong, 

Example dread, aud theme of tragic ſong ! 

The general ſex ſhall ſuffer in her ſhame, 230 
And ev'n the beſt that bears a woran's name. 


+ Thus in the regions of eterral ſhade | 
Conferr'd the mournful phantoms of the dead; 


es from the town, Ulyſſes and his band 


190 | | 


Paſyd to Lacrtes' cultivated land. 235 
The ground himſelf had purchas'd with his pain, 
And labour made the rugged foil a plain. | 
There ſtood his manſ.cn of the rural fert, 

With uſeful buildings round the lowly court; 
Where the few ſervants that divide his care, 24c 
Took tacir Jaborious ref, ard homely fare; 


| 


And one Sicilian matron, oid and inge, 


| With conſtant duty tends his drooping age. | 


Here now n_—_ to his ruſtic band 
And martial ſon, | Ulyfies gave command: 
Enter the houſe, and of the hriſtly ſwine 
Select the largeſt to the powers divinc. 
Alone, ard unattended, let me try 
If yet I ſhare the old man's memory : 

If theſe dim eyes can yet Ulyties know 
(Their light and deareſt object long ago), 
Now chang'd with time with abſence, and j 

with woe? 
Then to his train he gives his ſpear and ſr ĩeld ʒ 
The houſe they enter, and he ſeeks the field, 


of - 


252) 


| Through rows of ſhade, with various n 


And labour ſcenes of richeſt verdure 1 
Nor aged Dolius, nor his ſors were there, . 


Nor ſervants, abſent on arother care; 


To ſcareli the woods for ſets of howery thorn, 
Their crchard lounds to ſtrengthen and ador;.. 
But all alone the hoary king be found, 26: 

| Lis habit coarſe, but warmly wrapt around ; 
His head, that bow*d with mary a penfive carr, 
Ferc'd w'th a double cap of gontfl. in harr: 
His bu ins old, in former ſervice tory, 25% 
But well repair*d; and gleves againft the ther. 
In this array the bingly ge gardener ined, 

And clear a plant, encumber'd with its woo. 
Beneath 4 neightouring tree the chief divine 
| Gard ofer his re, retracing every line, 270 
Tue ruins of himſelf! now worn away —o 
Muh age, yet flill majeſtic in decay! 
Sudden his eyes rela- their watery ftore ; 
The much-enduring man could bear no more. 
Doubtful he ſtood, if in ſtant to embrace 275 

His aged limbs, to kiſs his reverend face, 
With eager tranſport to diſcloſe the whole. 
And pour at once the torrent of his ſoul.— 
Not ſo: his judgment takes the w inding way 
Of queſtion diftant, and of folt ciliy : 


— oC 


290 


More gentle metheds on weak age employs; . 
And move; the ſorrows to enhance the joys, 
Then, to his fire with beating heart he moves 3 


Not more thy patience, than her conſtaut mind. 


And with a tender plcaiautry reproves ; 
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Nor aught remits the work, while thus he faid ; 

Great is thy {xill, O father, great thy toil, 

Thy careful hand is ſtampꝰd on all the ſoil, 

Thy ſquadron'd vineyards well thy art declare, ) 

The olive green, blue fig, and pendent pear; 290 

And not one empty ſpot eſcapes thy care, | 

On every plant and tree thy cares are ſhown, 

Nothing neglected, but thr {elf alone. 

Forgive me, father, if this fault I blame; 

Age ſo advanc'd may ſome indulgence claim. 295 

Not for thy floth, I deem thy lord unkind: 

Nor ſpeaks thy form a mean or ſervile mind: 

read a monarch in that princely air, 

The ſame thy afpeR, if the ſame thy care 

_ Enſt ſleep, ſair garments, and the joys of wine, 300 

Theſe are the rights of age, and ſhould be thine. 

Who then thy maſter, ſay ? and whoſe the land 

So dreſs'd and manag'd by thy fh ilful hand? 

Rut chief, oh tell me ! (what I queſtion moit) 

Is this the far-tam?*d Ithacenſian coait ? 

For ſo reported the firit man I view d, 

(Some ſurly iſlander, of manners rude) 

Nor further conference vouchſaf*d to flag 3 ; 

Heedleſs he whiitled, and pur ſu'd his way, 

But thou! whom years have taught to underſtand, 

Humanely hear, and anſwer my demand: [310 

A friend I ſeek, a Wiſe one and a brave, 

Say, lives he et, or moulders in the grave? 

Time was (my fortunes then were at the beſt) 

When at my houſe 1 lodgꝰd this foreign gueſt; 315 

He ſaid, from Ithaca's fair ile he came, 

And old Laertes was his father's name. 

To hum, whatever to a gueſt 13 -d 


39s | 


I paid, and hoſpitable gifts beftow'd : „ 


To him ſeven talents ot pure ore I told, 520 


_ Twelve cloaks, twelve velts, twelve tunics lin | 


with gold; 
A bowl, that rich with polich'd flver ? james, 


And, ſkilPd in female works, four lovely demes, | 


At this the father, with a father's fears, 

(His venerable eyes bedimm'd with tears,) 
This is the land; but ah! thy gift: are loſt, 
For gedleſs men, and rude, poſſeſs the coaſt : 
Sunk is the glory of this on.ce-fam'd thore! 
Thy ancient friend, O f{irarger, is no more! 

Full recompence thy bounty elſe bad borne; 330 
For every good man yields a Juſt return: 
do civil rights de mand; and who beginn? 
Tha track of friendſhip, not purſuing, ſine, 
ut tell me, ſtranger, be the truth ccofeſ-'d = 
What years have. circled Ence thou ſaw*ſt that | 
EL. 

That hapleſs guett, alas! for ever gone! 
Wretch that he was! aud that l am! my fon! 
If ever man to miſery was born, 

Twas bis to utter, and tis mine to mourn ! 
Far from his friends, aud from his native reizo, 340 
He lies a prey to monſters of the maiu, 

Or ſavage beaſts his mangled relics tear, 

Or ſcreaming vultures ſcatter through the air: 
Nor could his mother funeral unguchts ſhed; 
Nor waiPd Eis fatter over ity untimely cad: 345 


— 


325 


1 
digging round the plant ſtill hangs his 
285 


1 


| ſ 


| Thy ſon, with twenty winters now grown old; 


—_—_— — 
— 


235 | 
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Nor his fad confort, on the mournful bier, 
SeaPl his cold eyes or dropp'd a tender tear! 
But tell me, who thou art? and what thy ie? 
Thy town, thy parents, and thy native Place ? 
Or, it a merchant in purſuit of gain, 350 
What port receiv*d thy veſſel from the main ? 

Or comꝰſt thou ſingle, or attend thy train? * 

Then thus the ſon : From Alybas I came, 

My palace there: Eperitus my name. 


| Not vulgar born ; from Aphida-, the king 365 
Of Poly pe mon's royal line, I ſpring. | 


Some adverſe Dzmon from Sicaaia bore | 
Our wardcring courſe, and drove us on your ſhore: 
Far from the town, an unfrequented hay ; 
Relie vd our wearyꝰ d veſſel from the ſea. 360 
Fire years have e reled lince theſe eyes purſued 
Ulyſſes parting through the ſable flood; 
| Prof perous he ſaid, with dexter auguries, - 
And all the wing' d good omens of the ſkies. 364 
Well hop'd we, then, to meet on this fai: ſhore, 
Whom Heaven, alas! decreed to meet no more. 
Quick through the father's heart theſe accents | 
—_ =! | 
Grief ſeiz*d at once, and wrapt up all the man; 
Deep oP his ſoul he figlvd, — forrowing 
a of aſhes on his hoary head. 


Tremblingwith agonies of ſtrong delight 15285 


. 


ſight: | 
He _ he ſeizd him with a ſtrict embrace, 
With thouſand kiſſes wander'd oer his face: 
I. I am he; O ſatber riſe, be hold 2s | 
Thy ſon, fo long defir'd, fo long detapr'd, 
Re ſtar'd, and breathing in his native land: 
Theſe Hoods of ſorrow, O my fire, reftrain! 379 
The veageance is complete; the fuitor=traia | 
dtreteh'd in our palace, by theſe hands lie ſlain. ) 
Amazd, Laertes, Give ſome certain Ggn, | 
« (If f. ach thou art) to manifeſt thee mine!“ 


Lo here the wound (he cries) receiv'd of yore, 
The tear indented by the tuſky boar, 
When by thyſelf and by Anticlea ſent 


3386 | 


To ed Autolychus's realm* I went. 


vet by another ſign thy offspring know; 
| The ſeveral tries you gave me long ago, 
Waile, vet a chili, 
| And trod thy fontiieps with unequal pace; 
To every plant in order a: we came, 

| Well-plazd you told its nature, and its name, 
| What&?.r my childich apey aſted, he ſtow'd; 


theſe ficlds I lovd to trace, 8 
| 397 ; 
Twelve pear-trees bowing with their e my | 

I 2d, t 


And ten, that red with bluſſ f ing apples bod oy 
Full fity purple 955 and many a row 


| Of various vines that then began to blow, 


A future vintage ! when the Hours produce - 


The! r hte at buds, as: d Sol exalts the 1 juice 46 


Smit with the gn, which all his doubts ex- 
1 plain, 

His heart within kim melts; bis knees ſuſtain 
Their feeble weight no more; his arms alone 
Suppo:t him, round the lov'd Ulęſſes throwa 3 

Pp 2 | 
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\ He faints, he Ginks, with mighty joys oppreſs” 
Ulyfles claſps him to his eager breaſt. 266 
Soon as returning lite re its ſeat, | 
And his breath lengthens, and his pulſes beat; 
Yes, I believe (he cries) almighty Jove ! 
Heaven rules u+ yet, and Gods there are above. 
»Tis ſo—the ſuitors for th ir wrongs have paid 
But what ſnall guard us, if the town invade? 412 
If, while the news through every city flies, 
All Ithaca and Cephalenia riſe ? 
To this Ulyſſes : As the Gods hull pleaſe 415 
Be all the — and ſet thy ſoul at eaſe. 
Haſte to the cottage by this orchard ſide, 
Aud tale the banquet which our cares provide: 
There wait thy faithful band of rural friends, 
And there the young Telemachuns attends, 420 
Thus having ſaid, they trac'd the garden o'cr, 
And ftoopiug enter'd at 2 lowly door. 
The ſwains and young Telemachus they found, 
The victim portionꝰd, and the goblet crown'd. 
The hoary king, his old Scicilian maid 
Ferfum d and waſh'd, and gorgeouſly array b. 
Pallas attending gives his frame to ſhine 
Wich auful port, and majeſty divine; 
His gazing ſon admires the g dlike grace, 
And air celeſtial dawning ver his face, - 839 
What God, he cry'd, my father's form improves? 
How high he treads, and how enlarg'd he moves! 
Oh! would to all the deathleſs Powers on high, | 
Pallas and Jove, and him who gilde the fy ! 
(Reply'd the king elated with his praiſe) 4335 
My ſtrength were fiill, as once in better days: 
| When the bold Cephalens the leaguer form'd, 
And proud Nericus trembled as I ftorm'd. = 
Such were I now, not abſent from your deed 
| When the laſt ſun beheld the ſuitors bleed, 
This arm had aided yours; this hand betirown j 
Our floors with death, war” puſt'd the laughter 
on z 
Nor had the re been ſeparate from the ſon. ) 
They commun'd thus; while homeward beat 
the ir way | 


| The ſwains, fatign'd with Jahours of the day; 445 [+ 


lius the firſt, the veneratle man; | 
And next his ſons, a long ſucceeding train, 
For due retection to the bower they came, 

_ Cad by the careful old Sicilian dame, 

Who nurs d the children, and now tends the fre; 
They ſee their lord, they gaze, and they admire, | 
On chairs and beds in order ſeated round, 


| They ſhare the gladiome board; the mers re- | 


ſound. 

While thus Ulyſſes to his ancient friznd ; 

« Ferbear your wonder, and the feaſt attend; 455 

« The rites have waited long. » The chie. com- 

e 

T beir loves in vain; : old Dolius ſpreads his hands, 
Springs to his maſter with a warm embrace, 

Ard faftens kiſſes on his hands and face; 4:9 

Then thus broke out: Ch long, oh daily moury'g! 

Beyond our hopes, and to our wiſh, return'd ! 

Conducted ſure by Heaven ! for Heaven alone 5 
Could work this wonder: welcome to thy own! 
And joys and happineſs attend toy throne ! ly 


| Or hears ſhe, and with bleſſings loads the day? 
Diſmiſs that care, fur to the royal bride, 


| Inhume the ratives in their native plain, 
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Who knows thy bleſs'd, thy wiſth'd return» | Oh, 


ay - 405 Cvey? 
| To the chaſte Queen, ſhall we the news con- 


} 
5 


Already is it koown (the king reply'd, 
And itraight reſum'd his ſeat) while round him 
bows 
| Each faithrul youth, and breathes out ardent 
vows :; 
Then all beneath their father take their place, 
Rank'd by their ages, and the banquet grace. 
Now fly ipg faoe the f᷑viſt report bad ſpread 
Through all tz city, of the ſuitors dead. 475 
In throrgs they riſe, and to the palace crowd; 
Their i ghs were many, and the tumult loud. 
| Weepi:g they bear the mangl d heaps of 2 
Amid the circle firſt Eupithes roſe, 
Big was his eye with tears, his heart with woes: 
The bold Artinous was his age's pride, 485 
The firſt who by Ulyſſes“ arrow dy%d. 

Down his w2n cheek the trickling torrent ran, 
As, mixing words with ſghs, he thus began: 
Great deeds, O friends! this wonderous man 

has wrought, | 


And mighty ble ſſings to his country bronght. 490 
With ſhips he parted and a numerous train, © 


The reſt in ſhips are waited o%er the main, 480 
Then ſad in council all te ſeniors late, 
Frequent and full, aſſembled to debate. 


; 1 and their ſt.ips, he bury'd in the main. 


| Now he returns, and rſt eflays his hand 

In the beſt blood of all his native land. 

Haſte then, and ere to neighbouring Pyle he 7; 
fie:, | 495 * 

Or ſacred Elis, to procrre ſuppties 3 C 

Ariſe (or ye for ever ſall) ariſe! 

Shame to this age. and all that ſhall framed? 

If unreveng*d your fons and brothers bleed. | 

Prove that we live, by vengearcec on his head, 599 N 

Or ſink at once forgotten with the dead. 

Here ceas'd he, but indignaut tears let fall 

Spoke when he ccas'd: dumb ſorrow touch d 

them ail. | 

When from the palace to the wordering tbrong | 

Sage Medon came, ard Phemius came along c05 

(Rettieſs and early lecp”; ſoft bands they broke); 

Ard Medon firit th? aſlembl-d chiefs beſpoke : 

Hear me, ye peers and elfcrs of the land, 

, Who dem this act the work of mortal hand; 

As ober the heap* of death Ulyſſes frode, 510 

| Theſe eyes, theſe eyes beheld a preſent God, 

| Who now before him, new bef de kim food, 


Fouglit a* he fought, and mark'd his way with 
"blood : 


In vain old Mentors form the God bely d; 


| Twas Hicaven that ſtruct, at. d Hccven was on bi. 


dc. 

A ſudden horror all tho aſſembly ho, 
When, fiowly ri: rg, Palitherſes ſpoke : 
(Reverend and wiſe, whoſe comprehenſive view 
At once the preſent and the future knew) 

Me too, ye fathers, hear! frem you proceed 529 


$1; 


| The ills ye moura; four own n the guilty — 


469 
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ve gave your ſons, your lawleſs ſons, be rein | 1 The ſuffering hero felt his patient breaſt 
(oft warw'd by Mentor and myielf in vair). Swell with new joy, and thus his ſon addreſs'd: 


An abfent heros bed they fought to foil, Ee hold, Telemachus ! (nor fear the ght) 
An abſent hero's wealth they made their ſpoil: 525 The brave embattled; the grim front of fight! 
Immoderate riot, and intemperate lui! The valiant with the valiaut muſt contend : 

Thy offence was great, the puniſhment was juſt. Shame ret the line whence glorious you deſcend, 
Weigh then my counſels in an equal ſcale, Wide oer the world their martial fame was 
Nor ruſh to ruin juſtice will prevail. f $ | 


His moderate words ſonie better minds per- Regard thyſelf, the living, and the dead. | 
| fnade : | 530 | Thy eyes, great father! on this battle caſt, 5go 
They part, and join him; but the number ſtay'd. | Shall learn from me Penelope was chaſte, | 
Tney ſtorm, they ſhout, with haity phrenzy ſir d, So ſpo' e Telemachus! the gallant boy 


And ſecond all Eupithes? rage inſpir'd, Good old i aertes heard with panting joy; ſcries, 
They caſc their limbs in braſs; to arms they run; And, Bleſs0& ! thrice bleſs%d this happy day! he 
The broad effulgence blazes in the tun. 535 | Ihe day that hows me, ere I cloſe my eyes, 595 

Brfore the city, and in ample plain, | A ſon and gra:.dion of th? Arce! a: name 
They meet : Eupithes heads the frantic train. Strive for fair virtue, a:.d coi.teii for fame! 
Fierce for his ſon, he breathes his threats in air; | Then thus Minerva in Laertes' ear: 


Fate hears them not, and Death attends him | Son of Arceſ;us, reveren d warrior, hear! 


there. | 90 —- | Jove and Jove*s Daughter frſt implere in prayer, 
This paſs'd on earth, while in the realms | Then, whirlir g high, diſcharge thy lai.ce in air, 
ahove 5840 | She ſaid, infuſn g courage with the word: 602 
| Minerva thus to cloud-compelling Jove: | Jove and jove* Daughter then the chief implor'd, 
May I preſume to arch thy ſecret foul ? I ͤ And, whirlivg High, di miſs'd the lance in air, 5 
O Power ſuprome! O Ruler or the whole ! | Full at Eupithes drove the deathful ſpear; 1 
Say, haſt thou doom'd to this divitlæd ſtate * The braſs-chee! d helmet ©pens to the wound; 
Cr peaceful amĩty, or ftern debate ? 545 > | He falls, earth thuaders, ard his arms reſound. 
Declare thy purpoſe; for thy will is Fate. j Before the father a. d the conqueri..g fon 608 


Is not thy thought my owu ? (the Gud replies | Heaps ruſh on heaps ; they ght, they drop, they 
Who rolls the thunder o*cr the vaulted fries) | Now by the ſword, and .:ow the javeli u, fall run. 
Hath not long face thy knowing ſoul decreed, ', | The rebel race, a d death had ſwallow'dall; 
The chief 's return ſhould make the guilty | | But from on high the blue-ey d virgin cry'd; 

'.. _ bleed? | | 550 (Her aw'ul voice detainꝰd the head] g tide, 613 
Tris done, and at thy will the Fates ſucceed, J | Forbear, ye natiors! your n:ad hands forbear 
Vet hear the iſſue ; ſince Ulyſſes“ hand IJ From mutual laughter: Peace deſcends to 

Has flain the ſuitors, Heaven ſhall bieſs the lanA1, | « ſpare,” | ; HET IG 
None now the kindred of th? unjuſt ſt all own; | Fear ſhook the nations: at the voice divine, 
Forgot the Cavghter'd brother, and the ſon : 555 | They drop their javeline, a»d their rage ref gn. 
Lach future day increaſe of wealth ſſ all bring, | All ſcatter'd round their glittering weapons lie; 
And oer the paſt, Oblivion ftretch her wing, | Some fall to earth, and ſome confu-*dly fly. 620 
Long ſtall Ulyſſes in his empire ret, | 


, uin dreadful ſhouts Ulyſſes pour'd along, 
His people bletfing, by his people bleſs'd. Swift as an eagle, as an cagle ftraug. 5 | 
et all be peace—He ſaid, and gave the nod 560 | But Jove's red arm the burr ing thunder aims; 
| That binds the Fates; the ſanction of the God: | Before Minerva ſt ot the livid 'ames : EEG 
And, prompt to execute th' eternal will, | Blazing they fell, and at her feet expir d: 625 
Deſcended Pallas from th? Olympian hill. _ | Then ſtopp'd the Goddeſs, trembled, and retir'd. 
No fat Ulyſſes at the rural feat, | Defcerded from tae Gods! Ulyſſes, ceaſe ; | 
The rage of hunger and of thirſt repreſs'd: 565 | Offend not Jove : obey ard give the peace. 
Io watch the foe a truſty ſpy he ſeat; So Pallas ſpoke : the mandate from above 
2 fon of Dolius on the meſſage went, [The ing obey'd, The Virgin-ſeed of Jove, 630 
S cod in the way, aud at a glance beheld In Mentor's form, confrm'd the full accord, 
The ſoe approach, embattled on the field. « And willing nations knew their lawful lord.“ 
V/ith backward ſtep he haſtens to the bower, 550 | „% | 
And tells the news. They arm with all theiy | 
 Feur friends alone Ulyſſes? cauſe embrace, | . 1 3 
. a 3 _ the ſons of Dolius*' racez |. RECOMMENDATORY POEMS. 
1 olius too his ruſted arms put on + 8 | 
And, fill more old, in arms 3 87 TO MR. POPE, 


I Trembling with warinth, the hoary heroes ſtand, | 


Ac, braz en Pauoply inv2'ts the band. ON HIS PASTORALS, 


ne cpening gates at once their war diſplay: | JN thoſe more dull, a: more cenſorious days, 
Fierc: they ruſh forth: Uly Ts leads the way. | When {ew dare give, and fewer merit Praiſe, 


That moment joins them w.th celeitial aid, 58e A Muſe ncere, that never Flattery know, 
in Mentor's form, the Jove-deſcended Maid: | Pays what to tricadſtip and deſert is due. 


— 


Tir Tong ber Mak. ty theſe charins conceaPd, 
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YounT, yet judicious + in your verſe are found, 

Art ftlreungthening Nature, Senſe improv'd by 
eorind. 

Unlike thoſe Wite, whoſe numbers glide along 

go fmooth, no thought or interrupts the ſung: 

Laborjoully c..crvate they appear, 

And write not to the head, but tu the ear: 10 

Orr minds un movꝰd and urconcer:'d they lull, 

Aid are at beſt moſt mi ſically dull: 

So purling ſtreams with even murmurs creep, 


The ſmootheſt nun bes off are empty ſound. 
Your ſtrains are regularly bold, and pleaſe 
＋ 
Such as by Nature to the Ancients ſhown, | 
Although difgraceful ?tis their cloaths to wear. 25 
Like ſome fair Shepherdeſs, the Sylvan Muſe 


Aud buſt: the heavy hcarers into ſleep. 
As ſmootheſt ſpeech is moſt deceitful found, 15 
But Wit and Judgn:ent join at or.ce in you, 

Sprightly as Youth, as Age conſum mate too: 
With unforc'd care, and unaffected eaſe, 

Wich proper thoughta, and lively images; 
Fancy improves, and judgment makes your own: 

For gr at metres faſhions to be follow'd are, 
Some, in a poliſh'd ſtyle write Paſtoral; 

Arcadia ſpeaks the lar grage of the Mall. 
Should wear thoſe flowers her native fields pro- 

duce ; 7 


And the true meaſure of the ſrepherd's wit 30 


Should, like his garb, be ter the Country fit: 
Tet mult his pure and unaffed ed thought _ 
More nicely than the common ſwain's be 1 
So, with becoming art, the Players dreſs 

in ſaks the ſhepherd, and the ſhepherdeſs 3 

Yet ſtill unchang'd the form and mode 338 
Shap'd like the homely ruſtet of the ſwain. 
Your rural Muſe appears to juſtiſy | 

The long-loſt graces cf {.mplicity : 

So rural b. avtic.: c22tivate our ſenſe 40 
With virgin charms „ god native exzellence: 


Tin by men's Envy to the world reveal'd ; 
For Witz induſtrious to their trouble ſezrn, 
And neeus will eav what they muſt eſteem. 45 
| Live, aud enjoy their wie! ner mourn that 
| fate, | 
Ne p: cl w: ub; if Virgil herd, on Virgit wait; 
* hoſe Miuſe did orce, Le thin ze, in p. ains de- 
Hu! it 7 
Tuꝛtne ſhall, like his, ſoon take 2 higher fight: 
30 lars, which firſt from lowly ficlds ariſe, 50 
Flouut Ez degrees, aud reach at lait the ſł ies. 


CN HIS WINDSOR- FOREST. 


Heu ſacred Bard! 2 Muſe unknown before | T 


Salutes thee from the ble2'; Atlantic More. 
To our dar!: world thy ffining page is ſhown, 
And Wiudfor*s gay retreat becomes our own, 
Ihe Eaſtern pomp had juſt Leſpoke our care, 5 
And India pour d her g: my treaſures here: 


| 
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The Pride of Perſia glitterꝰd on our ſtrand, 
And China's Earth was caſt on common ſand : 


$ | A raricus ſpo poil adornꝰd our naked land, . 


painted bay. 


Thy treaſures next arrĩvad: and now we boaft 
| A nobler cargo on our barren caaſt : | 


From thy luxuriant Foreſt we receive 


| More lating glories than the Eaſt can give, 15 


Where*er we dip in thy delightful page, 
What pompous ſcenes our buſy thoughts er gage! 
The pompous ſcenes in all their pride appear, 
Freſl in the page, as in the grove they were: 
Nor half fo true the fair Lodona ſhows 20 
| The ſylvan ſtate that on her border grows, 
While ſte the wond'ring ſhepherd entertains 
With a new Windſor in her watery plains ; 
The juſter lays the lucid wave ſurpaſe, 


Nor iweeter notes the echoing Foreſt chear, 

Wher. Philomela fits and warbles there, 

Than when you fing the greens and opening 
glades, 

And give us Harmony as well as Shades : 


A Titian's hand might draw the grove; but you 30 


Can paint the grove, and add the Muſic too. 
With vaſt variety thy pages ſhine ; 

A new creation ſtarts in every line, 

| How ſuddei trees riſe to the reader's f ht, 


Aud make a doubtful ſcene of ſhade andlight, ” y | 


And give at once the day, at once the night! 


And here again what ſweet conſuſion reigns, 


In dreary deſerts mix'd with painted plains !_ 
And ſee ! the deſerts cait a pleafirg gloom, 


Whilſt fruitful crops riſe by their barren \ dz, 
And bearded groves diſplay their annual pride. 
Happy the man, who ſt lings his tune ful lyre 


IWbere words, and brooks, and breathing fields 


inſpire ! 


Amidſt the rural jens you ſing ſo well, 
T in a cold, and in a barren clime, 
Cold as my thought, and barren as my FILLER 


| Here on the Weſtern beach attempt to > chime. 
O joyleſs flood! O rough tempetiuous main! 59 
| Border'd with weeds, and ſolitudes obſcene! 


Snatch me, ye Gods! from theſe Allantie 
- ſtores, 


| | And ſhelter me in Windſor's ft bowers;z 


Or to my much-lov'd Ifis? walk convey, 


| And on her flowery banks for ever ar.  - 55 


t Thencs let me view the venerable ſcene, 


| The awful dome, the grove's eternal green, 

IM here facred Hough long found his fam d retreat, 
And brought the Muſes to the ſylvaa ſcat; 
Feform'd the wits, unlocked the Claſſic fore, 60 


And made that Muſic which was noiſe beſore. 
here with illuſtrious Bards IT ſpent my days, 
Fot free from cenſure, nor unknown to praiſe ; 


| Enjoy'd the bleſſings that his reign beſtow?d, 


Ner envy'd Windſor in the ſoft abode. 5 
The golden minutes ſmoothly danc'd away, 


And tuneful Bards eguibd the tedious Cay 3 | 


Toſs'd up and down the gloſſy fragments lay, 16 
| | UE dreſs'd the rocky ſhelves, aud pav'd the 


The living ſcene is in the Muſe's glaſs. x; 


And ſhrubby heaths rejoice in purple bloom; 40 S 


Thrice havpy you ! ! and worthy be? to dwell 4 


og PRE 


1 =. | 
Ab! how I mclt with pity, whea I ſpy 
On the cold earth the fluttering pbeaſant lie! 


Fir'd with the ſport, and eager for the chace, 


Who can refuſe Lodona's melting tale? | ty 
The ſoſt complaint ſt all over Time prevail; go 


Peace, ſung by thee, ſtall pleaſe ev'n Britons | is not from friends that write, or ſoes that: I 


| And wake one glorious and immortal Thames. 


ANNE COUNTESS OF WINCHELSEA. | 
2 bluſe, of every heavenly gift allow'd 


7 Widely extenſive is the Poet's aim, 


POPE'S POEMS. 


They ſung, nor ſung in vain, with numbers fir'd 
That Maro taught, or Addiſon inſpir'd. 
Een J effay'd to touch the trembling itring: 20 


| Who could hear them, and not attempt to fing ? 


Rouz'd from theſe dreams by thy commanding 
itrain | 
J riſe and — through the field or plain; 
Led by thy Muſe, from fport to ſport I run, 


| Hark the ſtre teh'd line, or hear the thundering 


u 


3 


His gaudy robes in dazzling lines appear, 
And every feather fines and varies there. 
Nor can I paſs the generous courſer by; 


But while the prancirg ſteed allures my eye, 
Lie ſtarts, he 's gone! and now I fee him fl 
Oer hills and dales; and now I lofe the courſe, 


Nor can the rapid ſicht purſue the fly ing horſe. 
Oh, could thy Virgil from his orb look down, 85 
He d view a courſer that might match his own! 


Lodona's murmurs ſtop me in the race. 


The Tale be told when ſhades forſake ker ſt ore, 


The Nymph be ſung when ſhe can flow no more. 


Ner ſhall the ſong, old Thames! ſorbear to 


ſine, | 


At once the fubje St aud the ſong divine. 


more = 20D 

Than all their ſhouts for victory beſore. 

Oh! conld Britannia imitate thy fiream, _ 
The world ſhould tremble at her awful name; 


95 


From various ſprings divided waters glide, 


In different colours roll a different tide, 100 


Murmur along their crooked, banks a while, 
At once they murmur and enrich the iſle 3 . 
A wh le distind through many cinanels run, 

But meet at luſt, and fweetly flow in one; 


There joy to loſe their long-diſtingui}/d names, 


Py the Right Honourable 


L To be the chief, is public, though not 


proud. | 


And ia each verſe he draws a hill on Fame. 
For none have wit (whatever they pretend) 5 
Singly to raiſe a Patron or a Friend; | 
But whatſoc*%r the theme or obict be, 

Some commendations to themſclves foreſee. 
Then let us find, in your foregoing page, 

The celebrating Poems of the age 10 
Nor by injurious ſcruples think it ft, 


To hide their judginents who applaud your wit: | Graces eacu motion cf th immortal Ig ve 


{| Allure, with tender verſe, the Female race; 


| Then, frould the verſe of every artful hand 3 


cenſure or Praiſe muſt from our ſclves proceed.) 


; 
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But let tbeir pens, to yours, tlie herald- prove, 
Who ſtrive for you, as Greece tor Homer ttrove ; 
W hil!t he who bet your Poetry arferts, 


1 
Aſſerts his own, by ſympathy of parts, | F 
Me Panegyric verſe does not inſpire, | 
Who never well can praiſe what I admire, 
Nor in thoſe lofty trials dare appear, 
But gently drop this cout ſel ia your ear: 20 


Go on, to gain applauſes by deſert; 
Inform the head, whilſt you difiolve the hcart : 
Inflame the ſoldier with har nonious rage, 
Flate the young, and gravely warm the lage: 
- 
And give their darling paſſion, courtly grace: . 
| Deſcribe the Foreft till i. rural ftraine, | 
With vernal ſweets freſh-breathiog from tie 
.. - Plains: ng os 
Your Tales be eaſy, natural, avd pay, 
| Nor all the Poet in that part diſplay; "2 
Nor let the Critic there his ſi ill untold, 


| For Boccace thus and Chaucer tales have told: 
| Sooth, as you only can, each different taic, 


And ior the future eharm us in the paſt. 


Before your numbers eminently ſtand; g 
In you no vanity could thence be ſnown, 
Unlefs, fince ort in beauty of your own, 


| Some envious ſcribhler might in ſpite declare, 


That for compariſon you plac'd them there. 45 
But Envy could not againſt you ſucceed; Yy_ 


reacl 


. A w 


ro MR. vor. 


BY MISS JUD. COWPER, AFTERWARD | 


g . MRS. NADA. 


\ Pore! ly what commanding wondrous ar: 
Dott thou each paſſion to cach Ereat: iw 
part? N „ 


Our beating Fearts with ſprightly meaarcs 


Or melt vs with a tale of banleſs Love! 


TH clated mints trapetions ffarts control, 7 


or geatiy ſooth to penge the troubled toi! | 
| Graces till now thit fingly wet our view, 
And fingly charm'd, unitc at hee iu you $- 


A ſtyle polite, from afiett:tion free, 1 


Virgil's eorrectneſꝭ, Homer“ maoehy! 


Soft Waller's cafe, with Milton's vigour wrou, lit, 
And Spenſer's hold luxuriancy of thouglu. 


In each brigat page, Strength, Beanty, Genit 


| Fine, | 8 | 
While nervous Judgment guides cach fla ing 
| Line. | | I 7 
No borrow? d Tiokl litters Gy theſe Lay, ; 
| And to the Mind a fal.e Delight conveys ; | 
Throughont the whole with blended power 16 
found, | 

he Weizt of Senſe, and Flegance of Scund: 

| A laviſh Far.cy, Wit, and Force, and Fire, 


22 


304 


The matchleſs ftrains our raviſh'd ſenſes charm : 
How great the thought! the images how warm ! 
How beautifully juſt the turas appear ! | 
The language how majeſtically clear ! 25 


_ Witt enrgy divine each period ſwells, 


And all th Bard th” infpiri g God reveals. 
Lott in delights, wy dazzled eyes I turn, 


Where Thames leans hoary ver his ample urn; 
Where his rich waves fair Windſor's towers 


ſurround, 30 
And bounteous ruſh amid poetic ground. 
O Windſor! facred to thy bliſsful ſeats, 
Thy ſylvan ſhades, the Muſes? lov'd retreats ; 


Thy riGng hills, low vales, and waving woods, 


Thy ſuni.y glades, ard cclebrated floods! 35 
But chief Lodona's {.lver tides, that flow 


Cold and unſullied as the mountain ſaow ; 


s - 


In mighty Pope's 


_ Rule each emotion of the various heart; 45 
The ſpriag and teſt of verſe unrivaPd reign, 
And the full honours of thy youth maintain; 

Sooth, with thy wonted eaſe and power divine, 
Our ſouls, and our degenerate taſtes re fine; 


And ſoften Wiſdom's harſh reproofs to Wit. 


And Homer wakes beneath thy powerful hand: 

_ His vigour, genuine heat, and manly force, 
In thee riſe worthy of their ſacred fourcez; 55 
His ſpirit heighten'd, yet his ſenſe intire, 


ay as the ſtreaks that ſtain the gaudy bow, 
- Smooth as Mrander's cryital mirrours flow. = 


glide : 


By him ſelected tor the Muſes? theme, 


Still ſhine a blooming maid, and roll a limpid | 


ſtream. 958 
Go on, and, with thy rare re ſiſtleſs art 


In judgment o'er our favourite follies fit, 


Now war and arms thy mighty aid de mand, 


As Gold runs purer from the trying fre. 
Q, for a Muſe like thine, while I rehearſe 
TY immortal beauties of thy various verſel 


No light as air th? ealivening numbers move, 6 


Soft as the downy plumes of fabled Love, | 


nut, when Achilles, panting for the war, 


Augments the terror of the raging ght, 
From his fier e cyes refulgent lightuings ſtream 
As Sol emerging darts a golden gleam); 


_ Whoſe virgin name no time nor change can hide, | 
Though ev'n her ſpotleſs waves ſhould ceaſe to | 


immortalizing trains, 40 
Still ſhall ſhe grace and range the verdant plains ; 


| And Waller“ 


x Joins the fleet courſers to the whirling car; 65 
When the wirm hero, with celeſtial miglit, 
| _ | Grieve cer, 


In rough hoarſe verſe we ſee tembattledfoes; 20 


In each loud ſtraĩ a the fiery onfent glows ; | 
With frength redoubled here Achilles ſhines, 
| Har ! how ki; ruſtie numbers charm around, 


And all the battle timnders in thy lines. 
So the bright Magic of the Painter's hand 


Can cities, fiream:, tall towers, and far-ſtretch'd 


plains, command; | 75 
Here ſpread ing woods embrown the beaut-ous 


ſcene, | 
There the wide la.dſcape ſmiles with livelier 
gre a 


The ticating glaſs refs the diſtant ſley, 


All o'er the who'e the glancing fun-bea:ms ay , 4 
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Buds open, and diſcto'e the inmoſt ſhade; go 


The ripen'd harveſt crowrs the level lade. 


But when the artifi does a work dui gn, 

V Where bolder rage inforras each breathing hne; 
When the ſtretelꝰd cloth a rougher froke re- 
__ ceiwes, | 

And Cæſar awful in the canvas lives; 

When Art like laviſh Nature's ſelf ſupplies, 
Grace to the limbs, and ſpirit to the Eyes; 
When ev'n the paſſions of the mind are ſeen, 
And the Soul ſpeaks in the exalted Mien; 

| When all is juſt; and regular, and great, 95 


We own the mighty Master's Kill, as boundle:s 


as complete. 


LORD MIDDLESEX 
„„ 

5 MR. POPE, 

On Reading Mr. App1s08%s Account of the 

| | Engliſh Poets. ET 

IF all who e'er invok'd the tuneful Nine, 
In Addiſon's majeſtic numbers ſt.ice, | 
Why then ſhould Pope, ye bards, ye critics, tell, 


| | Remain unſung, who fings himſelf fo well? 


Hear then, great bard, who can alike infpire 5 
With Waller's foftneſs, or with Milton's fire; 
Whil I, the meaneſt of the Muſes? throng, 
To thy juſt praiſes tune th? adventurous ſong. 
© How am 1 filP4 with rapture and deligkt, 


when gods and mortals, mix'd, ſuſtain the fight! 1 | 


Like Milton then, though in more poli{k'd tirains, 


Thy chariots rattle oer the ſmoa“ ing phins, 


What though archangel *gainft archei.gel arms, 
And higheſt Heaven re ſuunds with dire alarms ! 


verſe, 
See how her eyes with quicker lightnings arm, 
_ charm! 


| When fools provoke, and dunces urge thy 


rage, 


| Flecknoe improv'd bites keener in each page, 
| great bard, your ſruitleſs toil gie Oer, 
| For ill king Theobald ſcribbles as before ; 1 5 
Poor Shatefpeare ſuffers by his pen each day, 2 
While Grub<«ttrcet alleys own bis law vl way. 


Now turn, my Muſe, thy quick, poetic eycs, 
And view gay ſeeres and opening proſpects riſe. 


| While groves to groves, and hills to hill reſound! 


And birds attentive cloſe their uſe 13 wings, 
| The ſwains and ſatyr: trip it o%er the plain, 

And think old Sper ſer is reviv'd again. ; 
But when once more the godlike man begun 35 
In words ſmocth firwing from his tune ful tongues 


Raviftod they gaze, and ſtruck wit!) wonder Hy. 


Sure Spenſer's If ner fupg fo ſw.cte ly. 


Doth not the reader with like dread furvey 1 
| The wounded goels repuls d with ſoul diſmay ? 1 
But when ſome fair-one guides your ſoſter 


Her charms, her godlike features, to rehearſe ; | 


thoughts in ſmoother numbers 


a. od... 


The liſtc aing beats ſtand fearleſs as he fings, 31 


Lerne e _.- . 
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7 


weak to ſupport 


But hold, my "Muſe! whoſe aukward verſe 1 


betrays 
Thy want of ſkill, nor ſhows the Poet's praiſe ; 


Ceaſe then, and leave ſome fitter bard to tell 48 


How Pope *** 
ſtrain excel. 


Mr. POPE, 


on THE PUBLISHING H1S WORKS, 


H; comes, he comes! bid every Bard re- 


pare 

The ſong of tri , and attend his Car. 

Great Sheffield's Muſe the long proceſſion heads, 
And throws a luſtre Yer the pomp ſhe leads; 
Firſt gives the palm the fir'd him to obtain, 5| 
Crowns his gay brow, and ſhows him how to 


. Aleides, by old Chiron taught, 


Was — for all the miracles he wrought: 
Thus Chiron did r 


| Pleas'd to behold the earneſt of aGod. 10 
| — what bent, what gathering crowds Add 
rejoice 
Uran their yraife by any venal voice, 


duch as th* Ambitious LE think their due, 
When Proftitutes, or needy Flatterers fue, 

And ſee the Chiet ! before — — dams 3 15 
Trophies from undeſerving temples torn: 

Here Rage enchain'd reluQant raves; and there 


Pale Envy dumb, and fiek'ning with deſpair, 


Prone to the cotd the hou hav Incking ape, | 
the blaze of majeſty.  20| 
But what are they d 


| Three lovely Virgins, and of equal age ; 


Intent they read, and all enamour'd ſeem, | 
As he that met his likeneſs in the ſtream : 


The Graces theſe; md he hae thay canned 
| Who moſt ſhall praiſe, who beſt ſhall recom- 


mend. 26 
The Chariot now the painful ſteep afeends, 
The Pzans ceaſe; thy glorious labour ends. 
Here fix*d, the bright eternal Temple ſtands, 
Its proſpect an unbounded view commands: 30 
Say, 282 youth, what Column wilt thou 
chuſe, 
What laurePd Arch for thy triumphant Muſe ? 
Though each great Ancient court thee to his | 
— tfhrinez 
Though every Laurel through the dome be thine, 
—. the proud Epic down to thoſe that ſhade 
The gentler brow of the ſoft Leſpian maid) 56 
Go ti the Good and Juft, an awful train, 
* ſouPs — and cath of the Fane: 
Ver. VI. 


| © moor the Sod 


| For this the Grecian ſoar'd in Epic 


| Each happy ſtroke, and in the ſoul preſides z 5 


| 22 >. While through the eurth thy dear remembrar ce 

That the kind flies, 

Why gaze you 2 Why all f all this . * Sweet to the world, and grateful to the ſes.” 
4 oof oa 

Tis Pope that Sings, and Carolina reigns. — — 


ro MR. POPE, 

BY MR. HARTE. 

25 of nature as we pleaſe ; 
ſpirit, but to write with caſe; 


With livin . 
Pr arts 


ſtrains, 
And ſofter Maro left the Mantuan plains : 
Melodious Spenſer felt the lover's fire, 
And awful Milton ſtrung his heavenly lyre, 

Tis yours, like —_ with curious toil to 

trace 

The powers of language, , and grace 
How Nature's ſelf with living luſtre ſhines, 
How judgment ſtrengthens, and how art refines; 
How to grow bold with conſcious ſenſe of fame; 
And force a pleaſure which we dare not blame; 
To charm us more through negligence than pains, 
Fry! ap bad dagger wand The: 5 
Led by ſome law, whoſe powerful impulſe 


Some fairer image of perfection giv'n 


| | T' inſpire mankind, itſelf deriv*d from heaven. 


0 — — Aq 4 ever crewn'd with 


and bleſt in all thy lays! 
py be Ep wo ght refine, 
— — — 


Yet Envy ſtill with fiercer rage purſues, 


Obſcures the virtue, and defames the Muſe, | 
A ſoul like thine, in pains, in grief refign'd, 
Views with vain ſcorn the malice of mankind: 
Not critics, but their planets, prove unjuſt; 
And are they blam'd who fin becauſe they muſt? 
Yet ſure not ſo muſt all peruſe tby hys: | 
 I*cannot rival—and yet dare to praiſe. | 
A thouſand charms at once my thoughts engage; 
| Sappho's ſoft ſweetneſs, Pindar's warmer rage, 
Statius? free vigour, VirgiPs ſtudious care, 
And Homer's force, and Ovid's eaſier air, 
So ſeems ſome picture where exact defgn, 
And curious pains, and ftrength, and ſweetneſs 
in ; 
Where the fee though i plang gr beſts 
And cach warm ſtroke with living colour 


| Soft without weakneſs, without labour fair, 
| Wrought up at once with 


happineſs and care! | - 
How bleſt the nun that from the world re- 
moves, 


| To joys that Mordaunt *, or his Pope, » approves; 


Whoſe taſte exact each author can explore, 
And live the preſent and pait ages oer; | 
| Who, free from pride, from penitefice, or ſtrife, 
Moves calmly forward to the verge of life : | 
Such be my days, and ſuch my fortunes be, 
To live by reaſon, and to write by thee ! 


* Earl of nr cenguerar of It. le = 
4 e . 


306 POPE” 
Nor deem this verſe, though humble, a diſ- 


grace : 
All are not born the glory of their race : 
Yet all are born t the great man's rame, 
And trace his footſteps in the paths to fame. 
The Muſe, who now this early homage pays, 
_ Firſt learnꝰd from thee to animate her lays : 
A Muſe as yet unhoguur'd, but unftain'd, 
Who praied no vices, no preferment gain'd; 
Unbiaſs'd or to cenſure or commend, 
Who knows no envy, and who grieves no friend: 
Perhaps too fond tp make thoſe virtues known, 


«© nl 
TRIUMVIRATE OF POETS. 
vx MRS. TOLLETs. | 
Brrzm with Greece and Rome contended 
Jon 


8 
For lofty genius and poetic fong, 
Till this Auguſtan age with Three was bleſt, 
To fix the prize and finiſh the conteft. | 
In Addifon, immortal Virgil reigns; 1 
So pure his numbers, ſo refin'd his ſtrain: 
Of nature full with more impetuous heat 
In Prior Horace ſhines ſublimely great, 
Thy country, Homer ! we diſpute no more! 
For Pope has fix'd it to his native ſhore. 


/ 


SPRING. 
530, 6: NG 
FIRST PASTORAL, 
©. - 
DAMON. 
TO ain WILLIA M TRUMBULL. | 


+ 8 in theſe fields I try the ſylvan frains, 
Nor bluſh to ſport on Windfor's bliſsful 


| plains : 
Fair Thames, flow gently from thy ſacred 
While on thy banks Sicilian Muſes fing; 
Let verral airs through trembling oſiers play, 5 
And Albion's cliffs refound the rural lay. 
Vou that, too wiſe for pride, too good for 


22 

Enjoy the glory to he great no more, 

And, carrying with you all the world can boaſt, 
._ To all the world illuftriouſly are Joſt ! 10 


» af hem ſee in Congreve*s Prems, wel, v. 


And all tl atrial audience e 


| And ſwelling clufters bend the curling vines: 
| Four figures riſing from the work appear, 


| With Waller's ſtrains, 
. lays! 


I That threats a fight, a: d ſpurns the riung ſand. 


ſpring, | 


| 


S POEMS. 


Till in your native ſhades you tune the lyre: 
So when the Nightingale to reft removes, 
The Thruſh may chant to the forfaken groves, 
But charm'd to filence, liſtens while ſhe fings, 
ce clap their wings. 
Soon as the flocks ſhook off the nightly dews, 
Two _— whom Love kept wakeful, and the 
Muſe, | | 
our d oer the whitening vale their fleecy care, 
reſh as the morn, and as the ſeaſon fair: 20 
The dawn now bluſting on the mountain's de, 


Thus Paphnis ſpoke, and Stre phon thus reply'd. 


dann. p 
Fear how the hirds, on every bloomy ſpray, 
With jegous mufic wake the dawning day! 
| Why tit we mute, when early linnets fing, 25 
When warbling Fhilomel falutes the ſpring? 
| Why ft we fad, when Phoſphor ſhines ſo clear, 
And laviſh Nature paints the purple year? 
! . | 
| Sing then, and Damon ſhall attend the ſtrain, 
While yon? flow oxen turn the furrow'd plain. 30 
Here the bright crocus and blue violet glow; 
Here weftern winds on breathing roſes blow. 

PI] ſtake yon lamb that near the fountain plays, 
And from the brink his dancing ſhade ſurveys. 


And J this bowl, where wanton ivy twines, 35 


The various ſeaſons of the rolling year? 


| | And what is that which binds the radiant fy, 
I Where twelve fair figns in beauteous order lie? 40 


56 DAMON. 5 
Then ſing hy turns, by turns the Muſes ſing; 
Now hawthorns bloſſom, now the daſes ſpring, 
Now leaves the trees, and fiowers adorn the 
md, | 5 
Begin, the vales ſhall every note re bound. 
„% OOO . 
Pherbus, in my Delia's praiſe, 45 


| 


Inſpire me, 


A milk-white bull ſhall at your altars ftand, 
35 DAPH NIS. 8 
O Love! for Sylvia let me gain the prize, 
And make my tongue victoriaus as her eyes; 30 
No lambs or ſheep for victims Ill impart, 5 
Thy victim, Love, ſhall be the ſnepherd's heart. 


3 STREPHON. 
Me gentle Delia beckons from the plain, 
Then, hid in ſhades, cludes her cager ſwain 3 
But feigns a laugh to ſee me ſearch around. 
And by that hugh the willing fair is found. 

| | 


| DAPHNTS. 
The ſprightly Sylvia trips along the green, 
She runs, but hopes ſhe does not run unſeen : 
While a kind glance at her purſver Bic, 
How much at variance are her fcct aud eyes! fo 


55 


or Granville's moving : 


5 And give the conqueſt to thy Sylvia's is cov 
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| STREPHON. 
Oer golden ſands let rich Pactolus flow, 
And trees weep Amber on the banks of Po; 


yield, | 


| DAPHNIS. 8 
Celeſtial Venus haunts Idalia's groves; 
Diana C--nthus, Ceres Hybla loves: | 
ir Wincor ſhades delight the matchleſs maid, 
Cyathus and Hybla yield to Windſor-ſhade, 


STREPHON. | 
All nature mourns, the ſkies relent in ſhowers, 
Huſh'd are the birds, and clos'd the droopirg 
flowers; | 1 
If Delia ſmile, the flowers begin to ſpring, 71 
| The ſkies to brighten, and the birds to fiag. 


ns ___ DAPHNIS. | 
All nature laughs, the groves are freſh and fair, 
The ſun's mild luſtre warms the vital air; 
4 — ſmile, new glories gild the ſhore, 
vanquiſt'd nature ſeems to charm no more. 


|  *  STREPHON, . 5 
In ſpring the fields, in autumn hills I love, 
At morn the plains, at noon the ſhady grove, 
But Delia always; abſent from her ſight, 
Nor plains at morn, nor groves at noon delight. 
5 _  DAPHNIS. OY 
 Sylvia's like autumn ripe, yet mild as May 81 
More bright than noon, yet freſh as early day; 
Eva ſpring diſpleaſes when ſhe ſhines not here; 
But, bleis'd with her, tis ſpriug throughout the 
ow | 


; STREPHON., VJ. | 
Say, Daphuis, ſay, in what glad foil appears, 
A wondrous Tree that facred Monarchs bears: 
Tell me but this, and Pl] diſclaim the prize, 


| __ DaPHNIS. 
Nay, tell me firit, in what more happy 
The Thiſtle fprings, to which the Lilly yields : 
And then a nobler prize I will refign ; 91 
For Sylvia. charming Sylvia, ſhall be tbine. 


Ceaſe to contend; for, Daphnis, I decree, 
The bowl to Strephon, and the laub to thee. 
Bleſt Swains, whoſe Nymphs in every grace ex- 
15 cel; | 9 
Bleſt Nymphs, whoſe Swains thoſe graces ſing 
- fowell! - 8 
No riſe, and haſte to yonder wo: dbine bowers, 
A ſoſt retreat fro e ſudden vernal ſowers 
The turf with rural dainties ſhall be crown?.l, 
While opening blooms diffuſe their ſweets 
around. | 100 
For ſee! th- gathering flocks to ſhelter tend. 
And from the Pleiads fruitful ſhowers deſcend. 


ö 


as 


The woods ſhall anſwer, and their echo ring. 


Felds 


SUMMER. 
ru 
SECOND PASTORAL. 
ALEXIS: © 
TO DR. GARTH. 


\ Shepherd's Boy (he fecks no better name) 
Led forth his flocks along the filver Thame, * 


| Where dancing ſun- beams on the waters play*d, : 


Aud verdant Alders form'd a quivering ſhade, 
Sott as he mourn'd, the ſtreams forgot to flow, 5 
The flocks around a dumb compaſhon ſhow, 
The Naiads wept in every watery bower, 


And Jove conſented in a ſilent ſhower. 
| Accept, O Garth the Muſe's early lays, - 


That adds this wreath of ivy to thy bays; 10 
Hear what from Love unpractis'd hearts endure, 
From Love, the ſole diſeaſe thou canſt not cure, 
Ye ſhady beeches, and ye cooling ſtreams, 


Defence from Phabus?, not from Cupid beams, 


To you I moura; nor to the deaf I ſing, 15 


The hills and rocks attend my doleful lay, 


Why art thou prouder and more hard than they? 


The bleating ſheep with my complaints agree, 


[my parelꝰd with heat, and Iinflamd by thee, 20 


ultry Sirius burns the thirſty plains, 

While ia thy heart eternal winter 4 ny "ORE 
Where ſtray ye, Muſes, in what lawn or grove, 

While your Alexis pines in hopeleſs love? ; 

In thoſe fair fields where ſacred Hs glides, 


25 
Or elſe where Cam his winding vales divides? 6 


As in the eryſ al ſprig I view my face, 


Freq rifing bluſſies paint the watery glaſs ; 

But fir.ce thoſe graces leaſe thy eyes no more, 
I ſun the fountains which I ſought betore. 30 

Once I was f:iIld in every herb that grew, 5 


And every plant that drinks the morning de ; 


Ah, wretched ſhepherd, what avails thy art, 
To cure thy lambs, but not to heal thy heart! 
Let other ſwaias attend the rural care, 2; 
Feed fairer flocks, or richer ieeces ſteer; 
But nigh yon” mountain let me tune my lays, 
E brace my Love, and biad my brows with bays. 


That flute is mine which C olin's tuneful breath 
 Inſpir'd when living, and bequeatt'd in death 


He faid; Alexis, t ke this pipe, the ſame 


That taught the groves my Roſalinda's name: 


5 j But nor the reeds ſtall hang on yonder tree, 


For ever filent, ſ nee deſpis'd by thee, 


o! were | made by ſome transforming power 4; 
The captive bird that ſygs within thy bower! 


Then might my voice thy liftening ears employ, 
And I thoſe kiſſes he receives enjoy. Y 
And yet my numbers pleaſe the rural throng, 
Rough Satyrs dance, and Pan applauds the ſong: 
The Nymphs, forſaking every cave and {pring, 


Their carly fruit and mil';-white turtles bring ! 


2 >" nv 
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On you their gifts are all beſtow'd again, 
Aadin one garland all their beauties join: 
3 
In whom all beauties are compris d in one. 

See what delights in ſylvan ſcenes appear ! 
Deſcending Gods have found Elytum here. 60 
In woods bright Venus with Adonis firay'd, 
And chaſte Diana haunts the foreſt ſhade. 
Come, lovely nymph, and bleſs the filent hours, 


When ſwains from ſheering ſeek their nightly | 


' bowers; ; | 
When weary reapers quit the ſultry feld, 6g 
And cron's with corn. der thanks 10 Ceres 
yiew, 


But in my breaſt the ſerpent Love abides, 
Here bees from bloſſoms fip the roſy dew, 
But your Alexis knows no ſweets but you. 70 
Oh deign to viſt dur ferfaken ſeats, | 
The moſfy fountains, and the green retreats ! 
. ˖ wo, co glade; 
Trees, where yau fit, ſhall croud into a ade : 
Where*er you tread, the bluſhing flowers ſhall 
- 75 
And all things flouriſh where you turn your eyes. 
Oh! how I long with you to pafs my days, 
Invoke the Mufes, and reſound your praiſe! 
Your praiſe the birds ſhall chart in every grove, 
And winds ſhall waft it to the powers above. 80 
But would you fing, and rival Orpheus? ftrain, 
The wondering foreſts ſoon ſhould dance again, 
The moving monntains hear the powerful call, 
And headloag fireams hang liſtening in their fall 
But ſe*, the ſhepherds ſhun the noon-day heat, 
The lowing herds to murmuring brooks retreat, 
To cloſer ſhades the panting flocks re move 3 
Ve gods! and is there no relief for Love ? 
But ſoon the ſun with milder rays deſcends 


On me Love's fiercer flames for ever prey, 
By night he ſcorches, as he burns by day. 


Aurum, : 
„ 
RD PASTORAL, 

OE 

HYLAS any ZGON. 
To MR. WYCHERLY. 
BN th ſhade a ſpreading beech dil. 


plays, | Here, where the mountains, leſſening as they riſe, : 

Hylas and A gon ſung their rural lays : | Loſe the low vales, and ſteal into the fxies; 60 

This mourn'd a faithleſ-, that an abſent love; {| While labouring oxen, ſpent with toil and heat, 
Aud Delia's name and Eoris' filPd the grove. In their leoſc traces from the field retreat; 


1 
| Hylas and Egan, rural 


| 3 i 
_ | Rehearſe, ye Muſes, what yourſelves inſpir d. 
train; 


mphs your facred fuccovr bring: 
hys I ſing. 2 

Thou, whom the Nine with Plautus“ wit in- 

ſpire, _ - 


| The art of Terence, and Menander's fre; 
Whoſe ſenſe initructs u, and whoſe humour 


charms, "200 
. warras 3 | 
Oh, f&:UPd in Nature! fee the hearts of 1 
Their artleſs paſſions, and their tender 
No ſetting Phoebus ſhune ſerenely bright, 
ans oP ; were fireak'd with purple 


Taught rocks to weep, and made the mountains 
| groan. 3 : 
Go, gentle gales, and bear my fghs away ! 
To Delia's car the tender notes convey. - 

As ſome ſad Turtle his loſt love deplores, 
| ſhores; 20 
Thus, far from Delia, to the winds I mourn. 

| Alike unheard, unpity'd, and forlorn. | 

Co, gentle gales, and bear my Gghs along |! 
For her, the feathey'd quires neglef their ſong: 
For her the limes their pleafin 

For her the lilies hang their heads and die. 


Ve birds that, left by ſummer, ceaſe to {.ng, 


Say, is not abſence death to thoſe who love ? 
| Go, gentle „and bear my f 
Curs d be the fields that cauſe my Delia's ſtay 
Fade every bloſſom, wither every tre, 
Die every fiower, and perith all but tc. 

What have I faid? Where%er 
Let ſpring attend, and ſudden flowers ariſe ! 
Let opening roſes knotted. caks adorn, 


| And liquid amber drop from every thorn, 
To cool the ocean, where his journey ends: go | 


Go, gentle gales, and bear my ſghs along! 


mae, „ | 41 
I And ſtreams to murmur, ere I ceaſc to love. 


Not bubbling fountains to the thirity Cain, 


| Not balmy ſleep to labourers faiat d U. f 20 
| Not ſhowers to larks, or ſun-7)0̃̃˖ „ 
I Are half ſo charming as thy abt 46 


» Iz 


Go, gentle gales, and bear- 


| Come, Delia, come; ah, why .:;- 1 ig? 
_ | Throughreeks and caves the raine oi : [:nindsy 
| Della, each cave and echoing roc v.. . 3% 
I Ve powers, what pleaſing f 
| Do lovers dream, or is my Delia K «: : | 
| She comes, my Delia comes Now eat my hi, 
I And ceaſe, ye gales, to bear my i ghs a“! 
Next gon ſung, while Windſor groves 


55 


Reſound, ye hills, reſound my n 
Of perjur d Doris, dying I complain; 


„cht; - 
When tuneful Hylas, with melodious moan, 15 
And with deep murmurs fills the ſounding 


g itades deny; 25 
Ye flowers that droop, forſaken by the ſpring, - ' 
Le trees that fade when autumn heats remove, 


ghs away! 2 


my Deka flies, 35 


The birds ſhall ceaſe to tune their evening fonog, | 
| The winds to breathe, the waving woods to 


{04413 145 bnd 


___ Who loft wy heart white 1 
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| Themes lewd ts axiatiig as be flow'd 
And bade his willows learn the moving foug 


- 


Oft on the rind I carv'd her amorous vows, 
While the with garlands hung the bending boughs : 
The garlands fade, the boughs are worn away ? 
80 dies her love, and ſo my hopes decay. 9e 
| Reſqund, ye hills, reſound A mourntul ftrain! 
Now b 4 teeming grain 
Now g +. _ Sp : 
10 Sateful cluſters Fell with floods of wine; * 
Now bluſhing berries paint the yellow grove; 75 
Juſt Gods! ſhall all things yield returns but love! 
3 ye hills, re ſound my mournful lay! 
The ſhepherds cry, e ft «prey, 


1 - — — 

pre 80 
c r 2 
Or what ill eyes malignant glances dart? 


| Nod i hers magic alas, have power to movel 

And is there but what dwells in love? $4 

Neſound, ye — — 
PI fly 


1 Thus fungthe ſhep — th* approach 
The ſkies yet dlutbing with — 
When falliag dews with ſpangles deck'd 
Aud the beneiden — loo 


WINTER. 
I. = 
| FOURTH PASTORAL; 
OR 
„ 
1. Memory of Mrs. Tauer. 
LYCIDAS, | ” 
rt 
Ie not ſo mournful as the ftrains you ling ; 
Nor rivers winding n 
So ſweetly warble, — — 
Now feeding flcks us their foft eren Te, 


The moon, ſerene in glory mounts the ſky, 
While filent birds forget their tuneful lays, 


O fag of Daphne fate, and Daphne's praiſe! 


ruYnS Is. 
Behold the groves that thine with fver frof, | 

Thejr beauty wither'd, and their verdure loft, 10 

Here ſhall I try the ſweet Alexis? ftrain,, 

That call d 3 6s 0s pate? 


| 


And break your bews as when Adonis dy*d ; 8 


. 


morning 
No rich perfumes refreſh the fruitful field, 


1 88, 
88 Shall, liſtening in mid air, 
No more the birds ſhall imitate her lays, 


See g 


[ 


| Above the cloudy —_ i Gy 6x 


— 


LYCIDAS. 

So kind rains their vital moiſture yicld, 13 
a $ 
Begio this charge the dying Daphne goor | 
And faid, « Ye » fing around my grave?” 
And with freſh bays ber rural ſhrine adorn, 20 


p y THYRSIS. FR 
3 g . 


Muſes, leave your 
Let Nymphs and Sylvans cypreſs gar 
Ye weeping Loves, the M myrtles hide, | 


And with your golden darts, now uſcleſs 
Infcribe a verſe on this relenting ſtone: 


"as. 
Let nature change, let heaven and earth de- 


. nad Love fo new no mere? | 
= 


*Tis done, and nature's various charms 
. _————  — 30 
Now with pearls dropping trees appear, 
Their faded honours ſcatter'd on her bier. 5 
See where, on earth, the flowery glories lie; 
| With her they flouriſh'd, and with her they die. 
| Ah, what avail the beauties nature wore? © 
Fair Daphne's dead, and Beauty is no more! 
For ber the flocks refuſe their verdant food, 
The thirſty heifers ſhun the gliding flood; 
The filver ſwans her hapleſs fate bemoan, 
—— yo (= apt 
In hollow caves ſweet Echo filent lies, 
_ wig age fangs ge 


Now Daphne dad, e 
No grateful de ws deſcend from evening tkies, 
Nor odours from the flowers ariſe; 46 


23 


Nor fragrant herbs their native incenſe yield. 
The balmy Zephyrs, ſilent ſince her death, 
Lament the ceaſing of a ſweeter breath; 


Th' induftrious bees negle@ their golden ſtore 3 


Fair Daphne's dead, — Sweetneſs is no more! 


No more the mounting larks, while Daphne 
fn 


ſuſpend their wings: 
SS 
Or, huſh'd with wonder, hearken from the ſprays: 


| | No more the ſtreams their murmurs ſhall forbear, 
A ſweeter mufc than their own to hear; 


But tell the reeds, and tell the vocal hore, 

Fair Daphne's dead, and Muſie is na more! 66 
Her fate is whiſper'd by the gentle breeze, 

And told in 6ghs to all the trembling trees; 


| The trembling trees, in every plain and wood, 


Her fate remur mur to the i:lver flood: | 
The ſlver flood, ſo lately calm, appears | 65 
Swell'd with new paſſion, and O erflows with 
tears; | 
The winds, and tres and ods her death de | 


8 ! our glory now no more! | 
— cer bebe — mounts on 


70 
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Eternal bezuties grace the thining ſcene, 


Fields ever freſh, and groves for eyer green! 
There while you reſt in Amaranthine bowers, 
Or from thoſe meads ſelett unfading flowers, 
Behold us kindly, who your name implore, 


Daphne, our Goddeſs, and our grief no more 


| Fre ; 
How all things liſten, while thy Muſe 
ws 


Such ßlence waits on Philomela's trains, 


In ſome ſtill evening, when the whiſpering breeze 
Pants on the leaves, and dies upon the trees. 90 
To thee, bright goddeſs, oft a lamb ſhall bleed, 


If teeming ewes increaſe my fleecy breed. 


Adieu, ye vales, ye mountains, ſtreams, and 


THYRSIS. 


N But ſee, Orion ſheds unwholeſome dews; 85 
Ariſe, the pines a noxious ſhade diffuſe ; 


Sharp Boreas blows, and Nature feels decay, 
Time conquers all, and we muſt Time obey. 


While plants their ſt: ade, or flowers their odours 
—— REY 8 | 
Thy name, thy honour, and thy praiſe, ſhall live! 


groves 3 | 
Adieu, ye ſhepherds” rural lays and loves; go 
Adieu, my flocks ; farewell, ye filvan crew; 


Daphne, fare well; and all the world adi-u ! 


The moſly fountains and the ſylvan ſhades, 
The dreams of Pindus and th' Aonian maids, 
Delight no more thou my voice inipire 


* 


Who touch'd Ifaiab's hallow d lips with fire? 


Rapt into future times, the Bard begun: 
From Jefſe*s root behold a branch ariſe, 
Thy Ethereal ſpirit oer its leaves ſhall move, 


And on its top deſcends the myſtie Dove. 


And in ſoft ſilence ſhed the kindly ſhower ! 


The ſick and weak the healing plant ſhall aid, 


From ſtor ms a ſhelter, and from heat a ſhade. 


Returning Juſtice lift aloft her ſcale ; 


Peace oer the world her olive wand extend, 


And white-rob'd Innocence from heaven deſeend. 


W' lioſe ſacred flower with fragrance fills the ſkies : 


15 


All crimes ſhall ceaſe, and ancient frauds ſtall fail; 


Stift fly the years, and riſe th' expected morn ! 
On ſpring to light, aufpicious Babe, be born! 
See, Nature hafles her earlieſt wreaths to bring, 


With all the incenſe of the breathing ſpriag : 


See Jofty Lebanon his head advance, 


See nodding ſore ſts on the mountains dance: 
See ſpicy elouds fram lowly Saron riſe, 
And Carmel's flowery top perfumes the ficics ! 


25 


; Hark! a glad voice the lonely deſert chears ; 


Prepare the way! a God, a God appears ! 

A God, a God! the vocal hills reply, - 
The rocks proclaim th? approaching Deity. 

Lo earth receives him from the bending fi:ies ! 
Sink down, ye mountains; and ye vallics, riſe; 


Wich heads declin'd, ye cedars, homage pay; 3s 


Be ſmooth, ye rocks; ye rapid floods, give way! 
The Saviour comes! by ancient hards forctold : 
Hear him, ye deaf; and all ye blind, behold ! 
He from thick films ſhall purge the viſual ray, 
And on the fightleſs eye-ball pour the day: 40 
Tis he th? obſtructed paths of ſound ſhall clear, 
And bid new mufic.charm th? unfolding ear: 

The dumb ſhall ſing, the lame his crutch forego, 

And leap exulting like the bounding roe. 

No fgh, no murmur, the wide world ſhall hear, 

From every face he wipes off every tear. 45 
In adamantine chaias ſhall Death be bound, | 
And Hell's grim tyrant feel th? eternal wound. 
As the good ſhepherd tends his fleecy care, 

Seeks freſheſt paſture, and the pureſt air ; 
Explores the loſt, the wandering ſheep directs, 
By day o*rſces them and by night protects. 
The tender lambs he raiſes in his arms, 

Feeds from his hand, and in his boſom warms; 
Thus ſhall mankind his guardian care engage, 55 
The promis'd father of the future age. 


No more ſhall nation againſt nation riſe, 


Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes, 
Nor fields with gleaming ſteel be cover d oer, 


A SsAcRED ECLOG uE. e broad falchion in a plow-ſhare end. 


IN IMITATION OF VIRGIL'S POLLIO. 


VE Nymphs of Solyma ! begin the ſong : 
| To heavenly themes ſublimer ſtrains belong 


Then palaces ſhall riſe; the joyful Son | 
Shall finiſh what his ſhort-liv'd Sire begun; _ 
Their vines a ſhadow to their race ſhall yield, 65 
And the ſame hand that ſow'd, ſhall reap the ficld. 
The ſwain in barren deſerts with ſurpriſe 
Sees lilies ſpring, and ſudden verdure riſe ; 
And ſtarts, amidf the thirſty wilds to hear 
New falls of water murmuring in his ear. 70 


On rifted rocks, the dragon's hate abodes, = 


15 I The green reed trembles, and the bulruſh nods. 
A Virgin ſhall conceive, a Virgin bear a Son! 


Waſte ſandy valleys, once perplex'd with thorn, 


The ſpiry fir and ſhapely box adorn : 


To leaflefs ſhrubs the flowery palms ſucceed, 4; 
And odorous myrtle to the noĩſome weed. | 


I The lambs with wolves ſhall graze the verdant 
Ve Heavens! from high the dewy neQar pour, | ; ed 


mead, wy 


| And boys in flowery bands the tiger lead : 


The ſteer and lion at one crib ſhall met, 
And harmleſs ſerpents lick the pilgrim's feet, 80 


| The ſmiling infant in his hand ſhall take 


The creſted baſilifk and ſpeckled ſnake, 
Pleas'd, the green luſtre of the ſcales ſurvey, 

nd with their forky tongue ſhall innocently play. 

Uſe, crown'd with light, imperial Salem, riſe 

Exalt thy towery head, and lift thy eyes! 86 
See a long race thy ſpacious courts adorn; | 
Sce future ſons, and daughters yet unborn, 
In crowdiag ranks on every ſide ariſe, 
{Demanding life, impatient for the {ies ! 90 
See barbarous nations at thy gates attend, 


Walk in thy light, and in thy tewple bend: 5 


The brazen trumpets kindle rage no more; 60 
| But uſeleſs lances into ſcythes ſhall bend, 
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See thy bright altars throng'd with proftrate 


| kings, 5 
And heapꝰd with products of Sabzan ſprings ! 
For thee Idume's ſpicy foreſts blow, 

And ſeeds of gold ia Ophir's mountains glow. 
See heaven its ſparkling portals wide diſplay, 


95 


Aad break upon thee in a flood of day ; 
No more the riſing Sun ſhall gild the morn, 

Nor evening Cynthia fil her filver horn; 100 
But loſt, difſolv'd in thy —_— rays, 

One tide of glory, one unclouded h | 
Oerflow thy courts : the Light himſelf ſhall ſhine 


ReveaPd, and God's eternal day be thine ! 

The ſeas i} all waſte, the ſkies in ſmoke decay, 105 

| ks fall to duſt, and mountains melt away 
But fix'd his word, his ſaving power remains; 

Thy realm ſor ever laſts, thy owa Messian 

reigns? | 6 — 


WINDSOR-FOREST. 


4 


GEORGE LORD LANS DOWN. 


Mr forefts, Windſor! and thy green re- 
At once the Monarchs and the Muſe's feat, 
Invite my lays. Be preſent, ſylvan maids ! 
Unlock your ſprings, and open all your ſhades. 


* 


ro THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


4 


Granville commands; your aid, O Muſes, bring! | 


What Muſe for Granville can refuſe to fing ? 


The groves of Eden, vaniſt*d now ſo long, 
| Live in deſcription, and look green in ſong; 
Theſe, were my breaft inſpir'd with equal flame, 
Like them in beauty, ſhould be like in fame. 10 
Here hills and vales, the woodland and the plain, 
Here earth and water ſeem to ſtrive again: 

Not Chaos-like together cruſh'd and bruis d, 

But, as the world, harmoniouſly confus“d; 

Where order in variety we ſee, R Is 

And where, though all things differ, all agree. 

Here waving groves a chequer'd ſcene diſplay, 

And part admit, and part exclude the day ; 

As ſome coy nymph her lover's warm addreſs 

Nor quite indulges, nor can quite repreſs. 20 

There, interſperſed in lawns and opening glades, 

Thin trees ariſe that ſhun each other's ſhades. 

Here in full light the ruſſet plains extend; 

There, wrapt in clouds, the bluiih hills aſcend. 

 Ev'n the wild heath diſplays her purple dies, 25 

And miqdſt the deſert, fruitful felds ariſe, 

That, crown'd with tufted trees and ſpringing 


| corn, | | 

Like verdant iſles the ſable waſte adorn, 
Let India boaſt her plants, nor envy we 
The weeping amber, or the halmy tree, 30 
While by our oaks the precious loads are born, 
And re lms commanded which thoſe tres adorv, | 
Not proud Olympus yields a nobler fight, 


6 


I Ofer heaps of ruin ftalLd the ttately hind; 


| Fair Liberty, Britapnia's Goddefs, rears 
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=— 9 


Than what more humble meuntains offer here, 33 


{ Where, in their bleſſings, all thoſe Gods appear. 


See Pan with flocks, with fruits Pomona crown*d, 
Here bluſhing Flora paints th? enamePd ground, 
Here Ceres“ gifts in waving proſpect flaud, 


| And nodding tempt the joytul reaper's band; 40 


Rich Indutiry {ts ſmiling on the plains, 
And peace and plenty tell, a Stuart reigns. 
Not thus the land appear'd in ages paſt, 
A dreary deſert, and a gloomy waſte, | 
To ſavage beaſts and ſavage laws a prey, as 
And kings more furious and ſevere than they; 
Who claim'd the {kics, difpeopled air and floods, 
The lonely lords of empty wilds and woods: 
Cities laid waſte, they itorm'd the dens and caves 
(For wiſer brutes were backward to be ſlaves). 0 
What could be free, when lawleſs beaſts obey'd, 
And even the elements a tyrant ſway'd? | 
In vain kind ſeaſons ſwelPd the teeming grain, 
Soft ſhowers dittill'd, and ſuns grew warm in 
| vain; | | 
The ſwain with tears his fruſtrate labour yields, 
And famiſh'd dies amidft his ripen'd fields. 56 
What wonder then, a beaft or ſubje ſlain | 
Were equal crimes in a deſpotic reign? 
Both doom'd alike, for ſportive Tyrants bled, 
But, while the ſubje& ftarv'd, the beaſt was fed. 
Proud Nimrod Grit the bloody chace began, 
A mighty hunter, and his prey was man : | 
Our haughty Norman boaſts that barbarous name, 
And makes kis trembling ſlaves the royal game. 


| The fclds are raviſh'd from th? induftrious fwains, = 


From men their cities, and from Gods their 
— fanes: 1 a . 
The levePd towns with weeds lie cover*d oe rr; 
The hollow winds through naked temples roar; 
| Round broken columns claſping ivy twir'dz; 
The fox obſcene to gaping tombs retires, wa 
And favage howliugs fill the facred quires. 
Aud by his Nobles, by his Commons curft, 


} The Oppreflor rul'd tyrannic where be durft, 
Stretch'd ofer the Poor and ( hurch his iron rod, 73 


And ſerv'd alike his Vaſſals and his God. 
| Whom ev'n the Saxon ſpar'd, and bloody Dane, 
| The wanton victims of his ſport remain. 


| But ſee, the man who ſpacious regions gave | 
| A wafe for beaſts, himſeh deny'd a grave! 9g 


Streteh'd on the lawn his ſecond hope ſurvey, 
At once the chacer, and at once the prey: 

Lo Rufus, tugging at the deadly dart, 

Bleeds in the foreſi live a wounded hart. „ 

Succeeding monarchs heard the ſubjectsꝰ cries, ga 


Nor faw difpleas'd the peacerul cottage riſe. 


Then gathering fucks on unknown mountains fed, 
Or ſandy wilds were yellow harveſts ſpread, 
The foreſts wonder?'l at th? unuſual grain, 
And ſecret tranſport touch'd the unconſciov= 
| ſwain. 90 


Her cheerful head, and leads the golden ycars. 
Ye vivorous ſwains! while yauth ferments your 
bloud, | 
And purer ſpirits ſwell the fprightly flood, 


Though Gods aſſembled gracz his towering 


Now range the bills, the gameful woc. l beſct, o 


- } Wind the Quill horn or iprcad the waying nos, 
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. When milder autumn ſummers heat ſucceeds, 
And in the new-ſhorn field the partridge feeds; 
Before his lord the ready ſpaniel] bounds, 
Panting with hope, he tries the furrow?*d grounds ; 
But when the tainted gales the game betray, 101 
Couch d cloſe he lies, and meditates the prey: 

Secure they truſt thꝰ unfaithful field beſet, 

Till hovering o'er them ſweeps the ſwelling net. 


Thus (if ſmall things we may with greatcompare) 
When Albion ſends her fons to war, 106 


Some thoughtleſs Town, with eaſe and plenty 
1 bleſt, | Ko Ta 


And high in air Britannia's ſtandard flies. 110 
Seel from the brake the whirring pheaſant 
ſprings, : GS 
And mounts exulting on triumphant wings : 
Short is his joy; he feels the fiery wound, 
Flutters in blood, and panting beats the ground. 
Ah! what avail his gloſſy, varying dies, 115 
His purple creft, and ſcarlet circled eyes, 
The vivid green his ſhining plumes unfold, 
His po and breaſt that flames with 
Nor yet, when moiſt Arcturus clouds the fy, 
The woods and fields their pleaſing toils deny. 120 
To plains with well-breath'd heagles we repair, 
= OY 2 
( Beaſts, urg'd by us, their fellow beaſts ue, 
| ROE TEES wand: 
roves 


125 


When frofts have whiten'd all the naked groves ; | 


Where doves in flocks the leafleſs trees o'erſhade, 
And lonely woodcocks haunt the watery glade. 
He lifts the tube, and levels with his eye; 
Strait a ſhort thunder breaks the frozen ſky :. 130 
Oft as in airy rings they ſkim the heath, 
The clamorous lapwings feel the leaden death; 
Oft, as the mounting larks their notes pre 
They fall, and leave their little lives in air. 
In genial ſpring, beneath the quivering ſbade, 
Where cooling vapours breathe along the mead, 
The patient fiſher takes his ſilent ſtand, ES 
Intent, his angle trembling in his had: 
With looks unmov'd, he hopes the ſcaly breed, 
And eyes the dancing cork and bending reed, 140 
Our plentecus ſtreams a various race ſupply, 
The bright-ey'd perch with fins of Tyrian dye, 
The filver ell, in ſhining volumes rolPd, 
The yellow carp, in ſcales bedropp'd with gold, 
Swift trauts, diverſify'd with crimfon ftains, 145 
And pikes, the tyrants of the watery plains. 
Now Cancer glows with Pheebus* fiery car. 
The youth ruth eager to the ſylvan war, 
darm Oer the lawns, the foreſt walks ſurround, 
RNouꝛe the fleet hart, and chear the opening hound. 
Tb impatient courſer pants in every vein, 131 
And, pawing, ſeems to beat the diſtant plain: 
Hills, vales, and floods, appear already croſs'd 
And, ere he itarts, a thouſand ſteps are loſt. 
See the bold youth ttrain up the threatening ſteep, 
Ruſh through the thickets, down the valleys 
— weep» 


| Whoſe care, like ber's, protects the filran 
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And earth rolls back beneath the flying 

T' immortal huntreſs, — FW 
Nor envy, Windſor! fince thy ſhades have ſeen 
As bright a Goddeſs, and as chafteaQyzzx; 

: P 
The Earth's fair light, and Empreſs of Gon 
Here, too, tis ſung, of old Diana firay'd 165 
And Cynthus? top forſook for Windſor ſhade ; 
Here was the ſeen Oer airy waſtes to rove, 
Seek the clear ſpring, or haunt the pathleſs grove ; 
| Here arm'd with filver bows, in carly dawn, 
Her buſkin'd Virgins trac'd the dewy lawn. 176 
Above the reſt a rural nymph was fam' d, | 
Thy offspring, Thames ! the fair Lodona nam'd 
 (Lodona's fate, in long oblivion caſt, 
The Muſe ſhall fing, and what ſhe ſings ſhall aft). 


| known, | | 175 
But by the creſcent, and the golden zone. | 
| She ſcorn'd the praiſe of and the care; 


A belt her waiſt, a fillet binds her hair - 

A painted quiver on her ſhoulder ſounds, 
And with her dart the flying deer ſhe wounds, 13s 
It chanc*d, as, eager of the chace, the maid 
Beyond the ſorett's verdant limits ftray'd, 

Pan ſaw and lov'd, and burning with defre 


|:Purſued her fight 3 her flight increas his fre. 


Not half fo ſwift the trembling doves can fly, 13; 
When the fierce eagle cleaves the liquid fry; 
Not half ſo ſwiftly the fierce eagle moves, 
hes on the clouds he drives the trembling 

es . Ed | 
As from the God ſhe flew with furious pace, 


Now faiating, finking the nymph appears; 
Now cloſe behind, his unding ſteps ſhe hears; 
And now his ſhadow reach'd her as ſhe run, 
His ſhadow lengthen'd by the ſetting ſun ; 


| And now his ſhorter breath, with ſultry air, 195 | 
Pants on her neck, and fans her parting hair, 


In vain on father Thames ſhe calls for aid, 
Nor could Diana help her injur'd maid. 


« Let me, O let me, to the ſhades repair, 
. there” | 

She ſaid, and, melting as in tears ſhe lay, 

In a ſoft ſilver ſtream diffoly'd away, 
The filver ſtream her virgin coldneſs keeps, 205 
For ever murmurs, and for ever weepsz;z _ 
Still bears the name the hapleſs virgin bore, 

And bathes the foreſt where ſhe rang'd before. 
in ber chaſte current oft the Goddeſs laves, 
And with celeftial tears augments the waves, 219 
oft in her glaſs the muſirg ſhepherd ſpics 
The headlong mountains and the downward ik ies, 
The watery landfciþ of the pendent woods, 

And abſe nt trees that tremble in the floods; 
In the clear ure gleam the flocks are ſeen, 213 


x56 | And floating foreſts paint the waves with green; 


— could the Goddeſs from her nymph be 


| Now the God, more furious, urg'd the chace. 190 | 


| Faint, breathleſs, thus he pray'd nor pra in 1 
« Ah, Cynthia! ab—though baaiſh'd from thy 


E My native ſhades! there weep, and murmur 


r 1 
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Through the fair ſcene roll low the lingering His drooping ſwans on every note expire, 253 


firearms, And on his willows hung each Muſes lyre. 


Then foaming pour along, and ruſh into the | Since fate relentleſs ſtopp'd their heavenly 


Thames.  - - | 1 voice, | 
Thou, too, great father of the Britiſh floods ! | No more the foreſts ring, or grove rejoice ; 
With joyful pride ſurvey'ſt our lofty woods ; 220 Who now ſhall charm the ſhades, where Cowley 
Where towering 99% their growing honours rear, ſtrung | | 
Aud future navizs on thy ſhores appear. | His living harp, and lofty Denham fung? 280 
Not Neptune” felf from all her ſtreams receives But hark! the groves rejoice, the foreſt rings! 
A wealthier tribute, than to thine he gives. Are theſe reviv'd? or is it Granville tongs ! 


No ſeas ſn rich, ſo gay no banks appear, 225 *Tis yours, my Lord, to bleſs our ſoft retreats, 


No lake ſo gentle, and no ſpring fo elear. | And call the Muſes to their ancient ſeats; | 

Nor Po ſo ſwells the fabling Poet's lays, To paint arew the flowery filvan ſcenes, 295 
While led along the fkies his current firays, To crown the foreſts with immortal greens, 

As thine, which viſits Windſor's fam'd abodes, | Make Windſor hills in lotty numbers riſe, 

To grace: the manſion of our earthly Gods: 230 , And lift her turrets nearer to the ſkies 3 


Nor all his ſtars above a luſtre ſhow, | To ſing thoſe honours you deſerve to wear, 
Like the bright Beauties on thy banks below; And add new lu tre to her filver ſtar, 290 
Where Jove, ſubdued by mortal paſſion ſtill, Here noble 3urrey felt the ſacred rage, 
Might change Olympus for a nobler hill. Surrey, the Granville of a ſormer age: 
Happy the man whom this bright Court ap- V] Matchleſs his pen, victorious was his lance, 
proves, | Bold in the liits, and graceful in the dane: 


His Sovereign favours, and his Country loves: In the ſame ſhades the Cupids tun'd his lyre, 295 
Happy next him, who on theſe ſhades retires, To the ſame notes, of love, and ſoft defire: 


Whom Nature charms, and whom the Muſe in- Fair Geraldine, bi ight object of his vow, 
ſpires, Then filPd the groves, as heavenly Mira now. 


| Whom humbler joys of bome-felt quiet pleaſe, | Oh wouldſt thou fing what beroes Windfor 


Succeſſive ſtudy, exerciſe and eaſe. 240 


He gathers health from herbs the foreſt yields, | What kings frſt breath'd upon her winding ſhore, 


And of their :ragrant phyfc ſpoils the fields; | Or raiſe old warrior*, whoſe ador'd remains 


With chymic art exalts the mineral powers, In weepivg vaults her hallow'd earth contaias 1 
And draws the aromatic ſouls of flowers: | With Edward acts adorn the ſaining page, ö 
No marks the courſe of rolling orbs on high; | Stretch his long triumphs down through every 
|| Ocer figur'd worlds now travel with his eye; 246 | age; | E 2 oF ERR 
Of ancient writ u: locks the lear ned ſtore, Draw monarchs clain'd, and Creſſi's glorious 
Conſults the dead, and lives paſt ages ober: field, | | —— 7 


Or wandering thoughtful in the {lent wood, The lilies blaziag on the regal ſhie'd : 


Attends the duties of the wiſe and good, 250 | Then, ow her roofs when Verrio's colours fall, 


T' obſerve a mean, to be hi:nfel; a friend, And leave inauimate the naked wal', 8 
To follow nature, and regard his end | Still in thy fo. g ſhouldvanquiſt'd France appear, 
Or looks on heaven with more than mortal eyes; | And bleed for ever under Britains ſpear, 316 
Bids his free ſoul expatriate in the ſkies, I Let ſofter firains ill-fated Henry mourn, 
Amid her kindred ftars familiar roam, 25g And palms eternal flouriſt round his urn. 
Survey the region, and confeſs her come! & {| Here ver the martyr-King the marble weeps, 
Such was the life great Scipio once ad:nir'd, | And, faft behind him, onceefear'd Edward leeps: 


Thus Atticus, aud Trumbull thus retir d. | Whom not th'extended Albion could :ontain, 315 5 


. Ye ſacred Nine! that all my ſoul poſſeſs, From old Belerium to the northern mai.:, 

| | Whoſe raptures fire me, and whoſe vifions Lleſs, The Grave unites ; where ev'n the Great Fac reſt, 

Bear me, oh bear me to ſeque ſter'd ſcenes, And blended lie ti? oppreſſor and t oppreſt! 
The bowery mazes, and ſurrounding greens; Nabe farr2d Charl:z's tomb for ever zown 
To Thames's banks which fragrant brerzes fill, | (Chſcure the place, and uninſerib'd the ſtoi. ); 
Or where ye Muſes ſport on Cooper's Hill; Om fact accurs'd! what tears has Albion ſhed! 321 


(on Cooper's Hill eternal wreaths ſhall grow, 265 Heavens, whatnew wounds! and Low her old have | 


While laſts the mountain, or while Thames ſtall. blea! 


flow): | Ache ſaw her ſons with purp!: deaths expire, 
I ſeem through conſecrated walks to rove, | Her facred domes involy d in rolling fre, 
I hear ſoft muſic die along the grove : IX dreadful ſeries oi inteſtine wars, 325 
Led by the found, I roam from ſhade to ſhade, Ingloricus triumphs and diſhoneſt ſcars, | 
Ey god-like po-ts venerable made: 270 | At length great Anna ſaid, —* Let Diſcord ceaſe?” 
Here his firſt lays maje tic Denham ſung; — | She ſa d, the worid abey'd, and all was peace! 
There the laſt numbers fow'd from Cowley's Tn that bl: moment from his cozy bed 
tongue. — | Ola father Thames advanc'd hi; reverend head. 
O early oft ! what tears the river ſhed, Nie treſſes dropp'd with dev 5, and o'er the ſtream 
| hon the ſad pomp along his banks was led: His ſkining 2 gram: 
ä 1 | r | 


L 


— 
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14 


Grav'd on bis urn, appear d the moon, that 


| 


guides 
His ſwelli .g waters, and alternate tides; 
The figur'd irreams in waves of Ivcr rall'd, 335 
And on their ban':s Auguiz roſe in gold: 
- Around his throne the ſea-bora bro 2th2rs focd 
Wo ſwell with tributary urs iis food ! 
Firit the fam'd authors of his ancient name, 
The winding 7i.s, and the ;runtul Thame; 2.46 
The Kennet iwift, tor ilver eels renown ; 
The Loddon flow, with verdaut alders en; 7 
Col., whoſe dark firearas his flowery idands rc; 
- Ard (halzy Wey, that rell a mil y wave: 
The blue, ra nſpareut Vandalis appear-; 
The gulphy Lee bs ſedgy tre: rears 
A d ſyllen Mole, that hides his diving wed; | 
And ilent Darent, ſtain'd with Daatfſh wry : 


High in the midft,, vpon his ur. reclind, 


345 


CY ae 4 it! th C | 
lo fea-green MONT eee BEL WERBLY $60 Vill the freed I: dia s in their rative groves 


The God appear'd : he turn'd lis azure ey-:5 


Where Windſor-domes and pompoos turrot riſe; | 
tie wind forget to 


Then bowid, and ſpoke; 
rear, 


— And the hard waves glide f-tly to the ſhore, 


Hail, ſacred Peace! hail, | wong xh. Ard days, 
That Fines: glery to the for fol ate! ze“ 
Though Tyber's trcains immortal Pons bets U, 

Thoug“ = ming Hermus ſwells w: th tides of 
„ 

5 n itſelf the ſeren- cht Nils low, 

Ard harveſts on a hunclred realms be c ; 360 
Theſe nov no more fall be the Muſee? th mes, 

Lot io my lame, a3 in the ſ a their fireams, 
Let Volga's bar bs with iron fuadrons Fic, 
And groves of lance glitter o the Riinez 
Let tarbarous. Ga ges arm a ſervile train: 355 

Be mine the ble. g af a peace v1 rcign, | = 

No more my ſos ſhall dy» uit Britiſh blood 

| Ned Iber's aus, or ifter's icaini.g ed: 

Safe on my ſhore each un moleſted was 

$29] tend the locke, or reap the bearded grain; 
The ſ ady empire ſhall retain ro t. ace 371 

Cf war or blood, but i. the ſylvmebaze; 


be trumpet ſleep, while cher horns are 


Lb, 

And arms engl on birds and bea ts alone. 
Fehold! tht afc 
 Frmiett long ir. acts Oer the ory lal tide, 
Fech-la! Augub w glitterigg pires inereaſe, 


4 


Fd Temrhk: rife, the ea rau works of Peace. 


1 ſce, I fee, wit re two fair cis herd | 

" heir amp bn: * a me MWhit. b maſcend! 380 
There miglty 05 G95 Tall! i. cuire their doom, 
The world's great (race in times ta cnn: g 


| There Tings Tall dec, and fu ppliaut States be [ 


ſeen 


once more to ker 1 hofore a Nritih 3 Dyeen. 


Thy trees, foir Windfnr! row ſhuil leave tacir 
| woends, 

And halt tay zorefts ry Iv tn thy Oed: 
Bear Ertan 13 T bur cler, ar. hop Croſe diſplay, 
To te brig wt regions of the rig hy; 

Tervn i2y a3, where ſoanrce the waiters rol, 
Where &car:r fame3 gie round thc frozen Pele; 


In braz n bor de ff | 
Gigantic pride, pal. error, gloon y are, 415 


Ai d ſenttirs ble gs f om hor deve-lii 
en more ſweetly yals my careleſs days, 


ꝛucling villas or my de, 373 | 


| Earth's diſtant eud* our glory ft. 1] behold, 
And the new worid launch forth to ſeek the old. 


And per H eution mourn her broken wheel ; 
There Faction rar, Rebellion bite he chain, 


POEMS. 


Cr under ſouthern ſk ies exalt their Als, 391 
Led by new ſtare, ard borne by ſpicy gales! 

For mc the bal:n ſt all bled, aud amber low, 
The coral rædden, ad the rot: y glow, 

The pearly ell its hecid globe untold, 

And Phcbus warm the ripening ore to gold, 
The time ſhall come, when free as ſeas or vid 
Unbounded Thames i? all tow for all mar kind, 
Whole rations enter with each fwelli g tide, 


And ſeas but in the regions they divide; 400 


Then ſt ips ot ugcauthf crm all ſtem tive ide, 


And feather'd pecple crowd my wealthy de, 


And rated youths ad pi. ted chi2is admire 495 
Cur ſyeech, our colour, and ove ftra::gÞ attire ! 
Oh, ſtretch thy reign, lair Peace! from { ors ta 
ſnore, 

Till « — c-aie, ard clovery he no more; 


Nean their cwa fruits, and wor their ſable loves; 
peru once wore a race of k ing* beheld, 
Ard other Mexicos be rod with gold. 
Ex'l'd by the from earth to deepe hell, 
f all bartarov: T iſeerd dwcll + 


And mad Ambit on, fall atte d her there: 
There purple Vengeance batWwd in gore retires, 


Her weapons blur ted, a q ei her fres. 


There hateful Envy her ow+ ſ. a es © all cel, 


Aud gaſpirg Fuies thir!: tor blood i van. 


Here eesſe thy fight, mor with ur kalle wid hys 


Teuch the fair ſame of Alhin ** golden days: 
The thoughts of G 
cite, : a 
Ard bri e the ſcenes of o der irg fate to light: 
My hum lle Muſe, in wpambitions tra) ©, 
P:ints the green fore s an! the Howery Thi &, 
M her: Peace deſcerdir.s hid her olive ſpring, 
wir g: 
| 431 
 Plewsd i th: lent fade with empty praite; 
Fo gh for we, that to the he; ing ſwains 


Firſi in theſe reldls 1 ſung the ſylvan ftrains; 


o DE FOR MUSIC 
87. CECTLIA*S DAY. 
e 


2 ye Nine! deſcend, ard hing; 
Foe hre orhing tru mots inzpire; 
"Wake into voic: each i lent ſtri: g, 


| And ſweep the fourdin g lyre ! 


Ir a fadly-r lea'ng rain E 
Let the worbling Inte complain: | 
Let the loud trumpet found, 
Till the roofs all arrund 


The ſhrill echves re bound: 


395 


at --- 


420 


Cods let Gra villes verſe - 


ny 


How martial muſc every boſo:n warms! 

So when the fri bold ve Tel dar'd tne ſeas, 

High on the ſtern the Thracian rais*d his ſtrain, 
| Vhile Argo ſaw her kiudred trees =— 72 


Fachs chief hi; fore: fold  ield di! play'd, 435 


_ But 1 hrongb all ty lafernal hounds, 


Wich flamiav l' geton furrounds, :— 


What ſounds were heard, 
What ſcenes appear'd, 


POPE'S POEMS 


While, in more lengthen'd notes and fow, 10 
"The dcep, na. ic, folema organs blow. 
Hark ! tue numbers oft ald clear 
Geutly ſtcal upon the car; 
Now louder, and yet louder riſe, | 
Ad I with ſpreading iounds the fries 15 
Fx:: x in triumph now Weill the bold notes, | 
Li b. onen air trembl ng, the wild muſe floats ; 
Till, by degrees, remote and ſmall, 
The ftrai:15 decay, 


And melt away, ; 20 | 


In a dying, dying fall. 
 " 


By My fie, minds an equal temper know, 
| Nor {well too high, nor 1. ik too low. 
I in the breaſt tumultuous joys ariſe, 


Dluſ e her ſoft, afivaſye voice applies? 2g 


Or, when the ſcul is preivd with cares, 
Exalts her in enlwening airs, 

Warriors fe firs with animated Hunds; 

Pour: balm into the bleeding l ver's wounds; 
Melancholy licts her head, 30 
Morpheus rouſes lrom his bed, 5 
Sloth unfolds her arms and wakes, 
Listening Envy drops her ſnakes; 

Inteſtine war no more our Paſſions wage, 


— giddy actions hear away their rage. 3 5 


II. 
But when our C ountry's cauſe provokes to hw 


Deſcend ſrom Pelion to the main. 
Tra: ſported demi-gods ſtood round, 

And men grew heroes at the ſound, 
Eufiam'd with glory*s charms : 


And half unſheath'd the ſtiniug blade : 
And ſeas, and ro..s, ard fl.ics rchouad 
Jo arms, to arms, to arms! [ 


"NP. 


Love, tro ag a5 "Death, the Poet led 
To the pale 1 natioos ot the — 8 


O' vr al! the dreary coal. 21 | 55 
| Dreadful —— | 
Dig nal f. creme, 
Fires that g! OW, 
 Shriexs of woes 


S. vii 211 moans, 8 | 2 | 60 . 


Hollow groans, 
Aud cries of tortur'd zuotts! ! | 
But hari. ! he rites the eold2n Iyre ; 
Aud ſee! the tortur'd gaotts reſpire. 


See, ſtady forms advanc:! 3 


Thy ſtone, O Siſyphus, fands ſtill, 
Ixien reſts upon his wheel, 
And tae * ſ polices dance! 


' . And ca | CD 
rao. ever, ever loſt! _ e 


The Furies fiak upon their iron beds, 
A. d ſnakes 3 ha. ng liteding round ther 
| heads. 


| | V. | = 


By the ſtreems that ever flow, 
_ the fragrant wi ds that blow 
r the Elyfan ilower, 
By thoſe happy iovl- u ho dwell | 
In yellow meads of Aſphodcl, 73 
Or Amara: thine howers; 
By th-: bero's armed ſt ados, | 
Glittcring through the gloo;ry — z 
By the youths that dy*d for love, | 
* a. der ing ia the myrtle grove, 80 
| Reſtore, reſtore Evrydice tolite : | 
| Oh taie the huſtar.d, or return the v fe! 
He ſung, ad hell con ented 
To hcar the Poet's prayer; 
| Sera Proſorpine relented, 83 
And gave aim bac the fair, : 
Tlwus ſong could prevail 
Cer death, and er hell, 
A corque't how hard and how glorious ! 


With Styx niae times round her, 


7 Yet muſe aud love were victerious. 


VI. 


But ſoon, too ſoon the lover turns his eyes: 
Aga: n ſke falls, again ſhe dies, the dies! 


No crime was thine, if tis no crime to love. 
Now under han ging mountains, 
Beſide the "all; of fountains, 

Or where Hehrus wa. _ | 


7 0 


: E | Rolling in Meaacers 100 


All alone, : 

Unheard, unknown, 
_ Fle males his moans 
a her glnit, 


Noa with Furies fi rounded, 
De ſpairing, coufou . ded, 
He trembles, he glow-, 
aAmidſt Rhe. l peꝰs inows: 


"A wild as the winds, ober the defert be Men; 


Hark! Hemus reſounds with tac Base ala 


crie ; 


g vet even iu deatu Moto. he = * 
' Eury dice t I] trembled on his tougue; * 


Eurydice the woods, | 1 5 
_ Evrydice the fioeds, | 


: \Eorxdic the roc s and and below mountains | 


rug. 
VII. | 
NNuſe the forcet grici can charm, 

And fate”: ſeverent rage diſarm: 5 
Mole can ſoften Pain to cale, 3 
Ad waze deſpair and madneſs pleaſ:: 

Our jays below it en improve, 


And A. tee tate t 12 „lis 8 abe. Te. 
This th: divine Ce. ili found, 


| | And to ber 3 7 raiſe contin E the ſvund. I2; 


Rr 2 


315 


| Tirmgh fate had fatt bound her: 9 


ow wilt thou now the fatal ſſters move? 95 2 


— —ũ— — — ——ñ — 
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When the full organ joins the tuneful quire 
1h immertal powers incline their ear; 


Borne on the ſwelling notes our ſouls aſpire, 


While ſolemn airs improve the ſacred fire; 


Aud a. gels lean from heaven to hear, 

, Cf Orpheus now no more let Poets tell, 
To bright Cecilia greater power is given: 
Hi: numbers rais'd a ſt ade from hell, 

Hers liit the ſoul to heaven. 


310 
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TWO 


0 HO R U 8 E 8 
| TO THE 
TRAGEDY OF BRUTUS. 


| Altered from Shakeſpeare by the Duke of Buck- 
__ _ "ghain, at whoſe defre theſe two Choruies } 


were compoſed, to ſupply as many, wanting 


in his play. They were ict many years afier- 
wards by the famous Benoncini, and performs | 
ed at Buckingham-houſe, 


8 OF ATHENIANS. 


STROPHE 1. 


ſhades, where ſacred truth is ſought 
Groves, where iminortal Sages taught; 
W ere — Þ villons Plato fir d, 
And Epicurus lay inſpir'd ! 
In vain your g d bann ſtood 
Unſpotted 4.4 with human blood, 
; War, horrid war, your thoughtful walks VE 
And ſteel now glittcrs in the Mulcs? Rader, 


- 


ANTISTROPHE 1. 


Oh heaven-born ſiſters ! ſource of art! 2 
Who charm the ſenſe, or mend tne heart ; 10 
Who lead fair Virtue”; train aloug, 

Moral truth and myftic Song ! Wh 
To what new clime, what iſtant ky, | 
| Forſaken, iriendleſss ſhall ye fly? 

| Say; will ye bleſs the bleak Atlantic ſhore ? 

8 * Caul be rude no more ? 


STROPUHE II. 


. When Athens ſinks by fates unjuſt, 
When wild Barbarians ſpurn her duſi; 
Perhaps cv'a Britain's utmoſt ſhore. 
Shall ceaſe to bluſh with flranger“s gore; 
See Arts her favage ſons control, 
And Athens rilizg near the pole! | 
Till ſome new Tyrant lirts his purple hand, 
And civil madneſs tears them from the laud. 


ANTISTROPHE II, 


re Gods! what jufice rules the ball! 
Freedom and Arts together fall; 
Fools grant whate er Amwbi tion craves, 
And men, once, igncra..t, are ſlaves. 
Oh cura deſects of civil hate, 
In every age, in every ſtate! 
31, whea the tuft of tyraut power ſucceeds, 
ie Ati*us Po es, ſome 2 ally bleeds. Ss 


| 4 


30 


| 


| United wiſh, and mutual joy! 
” | 


POEMS. 


CHORUS CF YOUTHS AND VIRGINS. 
SEMI CHORUS. 


0 Tyrant Love ! haſt thou poſſeſt \ 
The prudent, learn'd, aud virtuous breaft | 
Wiſdom and Wit in vain reclaim, 
And Arts but ſoften us to feel thy flame. 
Love, ſoft intruder, enters here, 
But entering learns to be fncere. 
Marcus with bluſhes owns he loves, 
And Brutus tenderly reproves. 
7 Why, Virtue, doſt thou blame defre, 
Which Nature has impref ? 
Why, Nature, doſt thou ſooneſt fire 
The mild and generous breaſt ? 


CHORUS. 


Love's purer flames the Gods approve; 
The Geds and Brutus bend to Love: 
Brutus for abſent Porcia fighs, | 
| And fteraer Caſſius melts at Junia's eyes. 
What is looſe love? a trankent gueſt, 
Spent in ſudden florm of luſt; 
A vapour fed from wild defire, 
A wand. ring, ſelf-conſuming fire. 
But Hymen's kinder flames unite, 
And burn for ever one; 
Chaſte as cold Cynthia's virgin light, 
3 — as the un. | 


15 


SEMICHCORUS, © 


"Gr of cs ebb = # 
What various joys on one attend, ; 
As ſon, as father, brother, huſband, friend! 
Whether his hoary fre he ſpies, 7 
While thouſand grateful thoughts ariſe 3 A 
Cr meets his ſpouſe's forder eye; 85 
Or views his ſmiling progeny ; 
What tender paſſi ons take the ir IS | 
What kome-felt raptures move! 
His heart now melts, now leaps, now burns, 
With reverence, hope, and love. 33 
c uo Rus. | 
Hence guilty joys, diſtaſtes, ſurmizes; 
Hence talſe tears, deceits, diſguiſes, 


| Dangers, doubts, delays, ſurprize s; 


Fires that ſcorch, yet dare not thine: Co 


| | Pureft love's unwaſting treaſure, 


Conſtant faith, fair hope, long leiſure ; 3 


] [ago of eaſe, and nights of pleaſure ; 


| Sacred * theſe are thine. 5 


ODE ON SOLITUDE. 


ers when the Author was avout Twelve 


Tears old. 


APPY the man, whoſe wiſh and care 
A few peternal acres bound, 
Content to breathe his native ar, 
| In bis own ground, 
| Whoſe herbs with milk, whoſe fields wits an 
Whoſe Socks ſupply him with attire ; 
Whoſe irces in ſummer yield him ſhade, 


His in winter foe, 


re 


- Ceaſe, fond — ceaſe thy _—_ 
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Bleſt, who can unconcerndly find 
Hours, days, and years fiide ſoft away, 
In health of body, peace of mind, 
Quiet by day, 
Eound ſleep by night; ſtudy and cale, 
Together mix d; ſweet recreation, 
And] innocence, which moſt does pleaſe 
With meditation, 
Thus let me live, unſeen, un known; 
Thus unlamented let me die, 


Steal from the world, and not a ſtone 


Tell where I lie. 


-0 DE. 


N 


' THE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SOUL, 


. T. l 
ITAL fpark of heavenly fame! 
Quit, oh quit this mortal frame: 


Trembling, hoping, lingering, flying, ; 
Oh the pain, the bliſs of dyiag! 


And let me languiſn into life, 


IT. 
Hark! they whiſper : dug Ys 
Siſter Spirit, come away. 
What is this abſorbs me quite? 
Steals my ſenſes, ſhuts my ſight, 
Drowas my fpirits, draws my breath ? 


Tell me, my Soul, can this be Death ? 


III. 


| The world recedes 3 it diſappears! 


Heaven opens on my eyes! my cars 
With ſounds ſeraphic ring : 
Lend, lend your wings! I mount! I fiy: 


0 Grave! where is thy Victory? 


Death! where is thy Sting? 


5 AN . 
l 
CRITIC18S MK 
FS hard to ſay, if greater want of fill 
| Appear in writing or in judging ill ; | 


But of the two, leſs dangerous is th? cffence 


To tire our patience, than miſicad our ſenſe. 
Some ſew in that, but numbers err in this, 
Ten cenſure wrong for one who writes mit-; 


A tool might onec himſelf alone expoſe, 
| Now one in verſe makes many more in proſe. 


| Let ſuch teach others who themſelves excel, 25 
And cenſure freely who have written well: 
Authors are partial to their wit, tis trne ; 
But are not Critics to their judgment tuo? 1 

Yet, if we look more clotely, we ſhall find 


Nature affords at leaſt a glimmęri.ig lg lit ; 21 
7 he _ though'touch'd but faintly, are drawn 
rig 

But as the ſlighteſt ſketch, if juſtly trae d, 

Is by ill-colouring but the more __—_ 5 

| So by falſe learning is good ſenſe defac? | 
Some are bewilder*d in the maze of ſchools, 26 
And ſome made coxcombs Nature zacaut bat 

| fools. 

In ſearch of wit theſe loſe their common ſenſe, 

And then turn Critics i., their owa dener: 

Each burns alike, who can, or cannot write, 2 
Or with a rival's, or an cuauch's ſpite. 

All fools have ſtill an itching to deride, 

And fain would be upon the laughing ſide. 

If Mzvius ſcribble in Apollo's ſpight, 


* 


* 


Some have at i.rit for Wits, then Poets paſt: 

Turn d Critics next, and prov'd plain fools at laſf. 

Some neither can for Wits nor Critics paſs, | 

As heavy mules are neither horſe nor ais. 

| | Thoſe balf-learn'd witlings, numerous in our 
iſle, 

As half-form'd inſects on the banks of Nate; _- 

Unfiniſhd things, one knows not what to call, 

Their generatioa*s ſo equivocal : 


| | To tell them would a hundred tongues require, 
| | Or one vain wit's, that might a hundred tire. 4; 


But you, who ſce:;. to give and merit fame, 


2 | And juilly bear a Critic's noble name, 


Be ſure yourtelf and your own reach to know, 
Now far yuur genius, taſte, aud learning, 30 


niet. 34 
| Nature to ali things fix'd the limits ft, 
Aud witely curb'd Proud mau's pretending wit: 
ö A- on the land while here the occan gains, 
1s a other parts it leaves wide ſaudly plains ; 


So vait is art, ſo narrow human wit: 


Pp 


Not oaly beunded to peculiar arts, 


7 But oft in thoſe eonfind to ſingle parts. = 
Like Kings, we loſe the conqueſts gaig*d befo--. 
By vain — {till to make them more ; 64 


| 


*** 


Each mig ut his ſeveral province well command, 
Would all but froop to what they uaderfiaul 


'Tis with our judgments as our watches; none | By Ler juſt frandard, which is n iu the ſamc : 
Go juſt alice, yet cach believes his own. 
| In Poets as true genius is but rare, 

True tafte as ſeldom is the Cr ti2% Fare; 
Both muſt alike from Heaven derive their light, 
Theſe boru to judge, as well as thoſe fo ru. 


10 


Unerring NA” Ins, ſill livinely . 
One clear, unchaugꝰ, and univerſal light, 
[Life, fore, — beauty, nuit to all part, 

At once the ſource, and end, and teſt of rt. 

Art from that fund cack juſt ſupply provicte: : 
[Works zubent her-, and withou? 1 PTY 

F-. 
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Launch uot beyoud your depth, but be Ciſerect, 
Aud mark that point where ſenſe and dullic ,es 


* 


| Moft have the ſecds of of judgment i in their miud 2 


There are who judge ſtill worſe than he can write, 


85 
|; Taus in the foul while memory prevails, | 
The ſolid power of underitandiug fails ; 

| Where beams of warm imagination play, 
| The memory? ſoft figures melt away, | 
I One ſcience only with one genius fit; do 


| | Fir tow Nature; and your jug TMeryt fram: 


In ſome fair body thus th? informing ſoul 


Religion, Country, ger ius of his Age: 
W thour all +þ-f> at once beſor: vour cyce, 


q 
15 


ors 


Fah motion guides, and every nerve fuſtaius; 


is more to guide, than ſpur the Muſe's ſteed; 
Re ſtraiu his fury, than provoke his fpecd : $5 


The generous Critic fann'd the Pozt's fre, 100 
Aud taught the wortd with reaſon, to admire, 


$3 moderna 'Pothecaries, taught the art 
Ny Doctors bill; to play the Dodter?s part, | 
Bold in the pra. tice of nn,, rules, 110 
Pre ſeribe, apply, aud call their maſters ſoclz, 
Some on the Laves of ancient authors prey, 

Nor time nor maths c'er {wild fo much as they: 
Some drily plain, without taver tions aid, 
Write dull receipts how poems may be made, 113 
Thel Eve the ſenſe, their Tearni.ig to Cilplay, 


Enow well each A xc ' = x7's proper claraficr ; 
Be Fomer?s wer's your hudy and delight, 


Neal them by day, and mevitate by nig; 126 


by * P —_ 2 * WN 1 — 4 33 . - 
lane it fran Netire's faugtai.- e ed ts crew: 


* 


318 rr 


With ſpirits feeds, with vigour fl; the whole, 


Itſ-If unſeen, but in th? enects remains. 79 
Some, to whom Heaven in wit has been profuſe, 
Waat as mucli more, to turn it to its uſe; - 
For wit and judgment often arc at ſerife, 

Though meant each other's aid, like man and 


witz. 


"The winged courſer, like a geuerous horſe, 
Skhews raoit true mettle when you che his courſe, 


Thole Roits cf old diſcover, not devis'd, 
Are Nature ſtill, but Nature methodis'd: 
Nature, like Liberty, is but reftrai:*d 
By the lame laws which urſt herſeli ordain'd. 

{car how Izarn'd Greece her uſeful rules in- 

dies, | GS 
When to repreſs, and when indulge our flights; 
High on Farralus” top her ſous ſhe ſhow?d, 


Aud poiated out thoſe arduous paths they trod: 95 


Held from afar, alo.t, th? immortal prize, 

And urg'd the reſt by equal ſteps to rite. 

Juſt precepts thus from great exanij given, 

due drew [rom them what they deriv'd from 
Heaven. 


Then Criticiſm the Mufe's handmaid prov'd, 


10 dreſs her charms, and make her more belov'd: | 


But followi1g wits irom that intention ſtray'd, 


Who could not win tac miſtreſs, wood the maid; } 
Againſt the poets their own arms they turn'd, 106 | 


Sure to hate moſt the men from whom they 
Jar 5 | | 


. 


And thoſe expliin the mcaning quite away. 
Von then wioſe judgment the right courſe 
would feer, | | - 


In Table, Subject, ſcp? in every page; 120 


Cavil you ny, but never criticize, 


Thence from your jut g ment, tnence your maxims 
Þri $0 3 ; ? | 

Ard trace the Hues upward to their fpring ; 

Stihl with h=Ir compartd, Eis text peruſe 3 

And let your comme. be the Mantuan Muſe, 
When frit yyurg Maro, in Eis hou: dleſs mivd 

A work © outlait immortal Rome de! guild, 131 

Perhaps he ſeem'd above th: Critics lau, | 
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, Put when 1 examinc every port he cane, 
Nature and Homer were, he lud, tie wine, 3+ - 
 Couvis c, amn, he checks the ld, dd'gs; 
| And rules 4 Arie: his lub eurd work colt. te, 
Asi the Stagirite Grhνεν cach line. 

Learn hence tor ancic::t rules a juſt eſtꝛein; 
Jo copy nature, is to copy then. 140 
Sonic beauties yet vo precepts can declare, 
For thcre's a hyyppizcls as well as care. 

Muſc reſe n. bles Poetry; in each | 
Are Lamele.s graces which no methods teach, | 
Aud which a mattcr-hand alone can r:acb. 14; 
it, where the rules not far eucugh extend, 
(Siuce rules were made Lut to promote tlwir end) 
| Tome hicky Licenſe antwer to the tull = 
TI intent propos'd, that Licenſe is à rule. 
thus Pegalus, a nearer way to take, 1:5 
May beldly deviate trom the common track; © 
From vulgar bounds with brave diſorder part, 


| Ard fratch a grace beyond the reach of art. 


Which, without paffing through the judgment, 
gains . . 

Tae h-art, and a'l its end at once attains. 135 
In profpecis thus, fome objets pleaſe our eyes, 4 
W ich out of nature's common order riſe, 8{, 
The ſrapelæſs rock, or hanging precipice. j 
Great Wits ſometimes may glerioufly offend, 
And ric to laults tree Critics dare net mend. 10a 
But thougu the Avcients thus their rules invade 


| (3s Eirgs ditpenſe with laws themſelves have 


made); | 

Moderas, bewarc ! or, 17 you muſt offend 
Azanit the precept, ne'er tranigrelſs its end: 
Let it be ic ldom, aid compell'd by nee; 165 
Aud have, at Kalt, their precedent to plcad. 
The Critie clie proceeds without remafe, 
Seizes your fame, and puts his laws in ſerce, 

I know there are, to whoſe preſunptuors 
C © TRA, | e 
Thoſe ſrecr beauties, cv'n in them, f-em faulis. 
Sone ges NONtroue and mu- ſnaped apprar, = 
Con ſder'd Logly, or beheld ton nor, 
Which, Lut properiiow'e to tiwir light, cr place, 
Due di avec recoiciles to form aid racy, 


| 3 prudent chief not always muſt diff Jay |» 175 


Elis powers in equa, ranks, in fair arrey.. 
But with tl ecca!.0. ai 6 the place con ly, 
« 01:6. at his ioree; nay ſonctimes 12e to ny. 
hi. ſe oft are tatagems waich error ſcem, 


Lor is ii Homer neds, but we that dream. 198 


düil green with bays cach ancicnt Altar dands, 
Above the reach of ſaerilogious hands; Os 


eure from Elaires, from Envy ts fercer raves 


Detiructive War, and all- i vols o Age. 


* irom dachi clize tat lard their incenſe 


bring! | | — * 
Tear, ia all tories conſerting Praun: ring! 

II praife fo juit let cvery voice be join'd. 

And 11] the general chorus of munlund. 


Hail, Ear: rumpfant! tern in happier day: 


Immortid heirs of unverſi prailt 1,0 
Whoſe ho.:ours with Licrzals of ages grow 

As Hrcams roll down, culwying as they how 3 
Nations u::bor,. vour mighty rate froll ſound,” 


And wo appiutd Lat mwit t get be nur! 
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- 


— a e ſpar 
Me latt, the meaneft of your ſous inſpire, 

(Chat, on wear wings, from far purtues your 

tights ; 

Cl:ws whit 71 Fo roads, but trombles as he 

T- ach vain wit a ſeience little Fncwo, 199 

7 2&:1.ive ſuperior ſenſe, and doubt their n: 
Or al' -e cauſe which cſpire to blind 

A[..n's cri ing juegment, 1d miſguide the mind, 

Vat the weak heal with itromgett bins roles, 

1. Pires, the rever-failizg v ce of 0“ ls. 

Whatover Nature has in wi rth deny'd, 205 

La:  give* in large r2cruits Ar. nectiſul Pricle ! 

For as in botlie, thus in four, wow find 


What wants in blood ad Tpirits, ſwelPd with | 


wind: | 
pride, wheres Wit kalle, eps in to our defoncr, + 
| Aut wag — * ne aK void of ae, 210 


Tru! ut not your: "Y a roo your deie: ts to know, 

Pane ue of every frivnd—and every foe. 

A litile learning i bs a Cai:gerous thing! | 

Pri. x deep, or taſte not the Pirrian ſpriag : 

There ſhallow draughts intoxicate the brain, 

Aud drinking largely ſobers us again, _ 

Fir% at firſt ſight with what tie Muſe imparts, 
In fearleſs youth we tempt the heights of Arts, 

W bile, from the bound-cd level of our mind, 

Short view we take, nor ſce the lengths betiind; 

| But more advane'd, behold with fra: ge ſurprize 

New diftart ſcenes of endleſs feience rite ! 


215 


So pleas'd at firſt the towering Alps we try, 225 


Mount o'er the vil-:, and ſeem te tread the &y;, 
Thr eterral ſnows — already paſt, 
Ad the grit cloves and mountains ſeem the lat: 
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d 07 your erJo id are, 195 
{ Thinks what ne%er was, nor is, nor eber ihall be. 


writer); 


319 
Whoever thinks a fa licher piece to ſer, 


In every work regard the writer's engl, 20 
Since none can compaſs more tian they intend; 
And it the means be juſt, the condlud true, 
Applauſe, in ſpite of trivial faults, is due. 

As men of breeding, ſometimes men of v * 

' avoid great errors mult the leſs commit: 25a 
gl the rules each verbal Critic lays, 


1 


| For not to know ſome triſſes, 18 a praiſe. 


Mot Cr:tics, fond of ſome ſubſer vient art, 
Stell make the Whole depend vpen a Part: 


£1 They talk of principles, but notious prize, 265 


Ard all to one lov'd folly ſacri-ce, 

Once or a imo, La Mazcha®s Knight, they ſay, 
A certain Bard epcountering on the way, | 
| Diſcour®% in terms as juſt, with looks as ſage, 


As eber cout Dennis, of the Grecian itage 3 270 


Concludi..g ail were dcfjerate ſots and tools, 
Who durſt depart from Ariftotlc%s rules. 
Our Author, happy in a judge fo nice, 


Vice? 


Vade him obſcrve the ſubject, and the plot, 275 
| The manners, paſſions, unites 3 | 


what not ? 
All which, exact to rule, were brooght about, 
Mere but a combat in the liits left out. 


„% What! leave the combat out?“ exclaims the | 


Knight. 


| Yes, or we muſt renounce the Stagirite. 289 


« Not ſo by heaven (he anſwers in a rage! 
y 8 


1 lage.“ 

So vaſt a throng the ſtage can never contain. 
Then build a new, cr act it in a plain.” 

Thus Crities, of Jeſs judgment than caprice, 


But, thok% attain'd, we tremble to ſorvey 
The growt.g lab-nrs of the lengthen'd way: 220 
TI? iicreating proſpect tires our Wa: dering eyes, 
ill. peep oer hills, and Alps on Alps arite ! 

A periect juc?e will read each Wort of Wit. 
Wit the fame ſpirit that its author writ: 


dur vey the w norx, nor ſeek fight faults to 


ind | | 225 
Where nature moves, and rapture warm: <2 
wid; | 

Nor Iofe, for that malignant dull delight, 
The ger erous pleafure to be charm' with wit, 
Ru, in ſuch lays as neither ebb nor fow, _ 


Correctly cold, and regularly low, 240. | 
Something, wheſe truth convine'd at Gglt v we 


That, ſhunning faults, one quiet tenour keep; 
We cannot blame indzed—hut we may ſtiecp, 

In wit, as Nature, what affe t; our hearts 

Is nat th? exactreſs of peculhur part: 3 | 
Ils not alip, or eye, we hearty cal}, © 245 
Put the Joint force and full rolult of all. 


Thus when we view ſome well-preportion'd | 
dome. | | 
(The world's juſt wonder, and ev'n tine, O 
-. Rec} hy - 
No ſingle parts urequally ſurprize, | 
All comes united to th admiring eyes; 290 
No monſtrous height, or breadth, or length ap- 
pear; 


Tue Whole at once is bold, and regular. 


———— ꝑ ——ññ 


Ferm fl ort ideas; and offend in arts 
(As moſt in manners) by a love to parte, 

Some to Conceit alone their taſte cone, 
Ai.d glittering thoughts fruck on t Jn every line ⁊ 
Plea d with a werk here netning's niſt or it; 
Ore ghrir.g Chaos and wild heap of wit, 
Pocts like painters, thus ung. ilbd to trace 
The rated nature, and ti Evins grace, 
With gold ard jewel 
And hide with ornaments their want o, art, 
True Wit is Nature to advantage dreſ:'d, 


' preſo*d 


end, 
That gives us back the i image of our mind. 326 


i As ft ades more ſweetly recommend the light, 


So modoeſt plainnets ſets off ſprightly wit; 


g. od, 
As bodies peri through exceſs of Lloed. 

Others for Language all their care expres, 305 
And value bon, as women men, for dreſs; 
Their praiſe is ſtill-the ſtyle is excellent: 

' Tae ſenſe, they humbly tage upon contert. 
Words ere like leaves; and v here they moſt 
abound, 


Much :ruit or enſe beazath i 15 * * found. 310 


© — 


Produc'd his play, and begg'd the Kuight's ads 


„Knights, ſquires, and ſtecds, muſt evter en 


| Curious, not knowing, pot exact but nice, 286 


cover every ſai, 295 5 


What oft v. as tho Shit, but ne'er ſo well er- 


For works may have more wit than does them | 


wg. 


| 
| 
| 


While expletives their feeble aid do 


920 


Falſe cloquence, like the priſmatic glaſs, 

Its gaudy colours ſpreads on every place; 
The face of Nature we no more ſurvey, 

All glares alike, without diſtinction gay: 

But true expreſſion, like th unelanging fun, 

Clears and improves whate%er it ſhines upon; > * 

Jt gilds all objects, but it alters none. 

FE xpreff on is the dreſs of thought, and fill 

Appears more decent, as more ſuitable; 

A vile conceit, in pompous words expreſs, 320 

Is like u clown in regal purple dreſs'd : 

For different ſiyles with di.:erent ſubjects ſort, 
s feveral garvs, with country, town, and court. 

Some by old word: to Fame have made pretence, 

Ancients in phraſe, mere moderns in their ſenſe , 

Such labourꝭd nothings, in fo ſtrange a ſtyle, 326 

 Amaz'd fl unlearn'd, and matte the learned 

ſmile. 

Unlucky, as ; Fungo'a i a in the play, 

Theſe ſparks with awkward vanity aifulay. þ 

What the fine gentleman wore yeſterday ; 330 

And but ſo mimic ancient wits at beſt, 

As apes our grandi res in their doublets dreſt. 

In words, as faſhions, the ſame rule will hold; 

Alike fentaftic, if too new or old: 

Be not the firſt by whom the new are try's, 335 


314 


| +. Nor yet the laſt to lay the old afide. 


But moſt by numbers judge a poet's ſong 3 


And ſmooth or rough, with the m, is right or 


wrong: 
In the | bright Muſe though thouſand charms cone 
© pire, EE 

| Her voice is all theſe tuneful fools admire ; 340 
Who haunt Parnaſſus but to pleaſe their ear, 


Not mend their minds; as ſome 5 ö 


Thus Wit, like Faith, by each man is apply'd 
To oe ſmall ſect, and all are dama'd beſde. 
| Meaaly they ſeek the bleſſing to confine, 


is 

Not — the doctrine, but the muſc there. 
Theſe, equal ſyllables alone require, | 
Though ot the ear the open vowels tire; 345 

ing | 
And ten low words oft* creep in one by line: 
While they ring round the ſame up vary d chimes, 
With ſore returns of ſtill expected rhymes ; 
 Whrr2'er you find « the cooling weſtern 


GY breeze,“ 378 | 
In rhe next line it « « whiſpers through. the 


a5 * 
If eryſial *rcams c with pleatiog mur murs 
creep, | 
The reader's \threaten'd (not in vain). with 
40 ſeep :'? | 
Then at the 14 and only couplet fraught | | 
Vin ſome un mean ing thing they call a * 
A needleſs Alexandrine ends the ſong, 


That, lik. -a wounded ſnake, drags its low wit | 


along. 


Leave ſuch to tune their own dull rhymes, and | 


knew 

_ Whats roundly ſmooth, or languiſf ingly — ; 
Ard praiſe the eaſy vigour of a line, 

Where Deuham's ſtrength and Waller's FRM... 


Crude in writing comes from art, not a 
As thoſe move eaſieſt who have learn d to dance. 
"Tis not enough no harſnneſs gives otience, 


The ſound muſt ſeem an Echo to the ſenſe : 365} - 


1 


The line too labours, and the words move flow, 


The 
And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now. 


Regard not then if wit be old or new, | 
| But blame the falſe, and value ſlill the true. 


But catch the ſ 
1 bey reaſon and conclude by precedent, 
And own flale nonſenſe which they ne“ er invent. 
Some judge of authors“ names, not works, and 
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| And the ſmooth fiream in ſmoother numbers 


flows; 


But when loud ſurges laſh the ſounding ſhore, 
The —_— rough verſe ſhould like the torrent 


| When A Ajax ftrives ſome rocks vaſt weight to 
throw, . 370 


Not ſo when ſwift Camilla ſcours the plain, 
Flies o'er th? unbending corn, and fkims along 
the main, 


Hear how Timotheus“ vary lays ſurprize, 


Avd bid alternate paſſions fall and riſe ! 7 
While, at each change, the ſoa of Libyan Jove 
Now burns with glory, and then melts with love; 


Now his fierce eyes with ſparkling fury glow, 


ow ſighs ſteal out, and tears begin to flow: 


Per why ans and Greets lille turns of nature found, 


And the world's victor ftood ſubdued by ſound! 
power of Muſcc all our hearts allow, 


' Avoid extremes; and ſhun the fault of ſuch, 


| Who ſtill are pleas too little or too much. 335 
At every trifle ſcorn to take offence, 


That always ſhews great pride, or little ſenſe; 
Thoſe heads, as ſtomachs, are rot ſure the beſt 
Which nauſeate all, and nothing can digeſt. 


Yet let not each gay turn thy rapture move; 390 
| For tools admire, but men of ſenſe approve : 

; As things ſeem large which we —— 2 de- 
i ſcry, 7 | 


'Dulneſs is ever apt to magnify. 


Some foreign writers, ſome our own deſpiſe; ; 
The Accients only, or the Moderns prize: 395 


And ſorce that ſun but on a part to ſhine, 


| Which not alone the ſouthern, wit ſublimes, 400 


But ripens ſpirits in cold northern clini es; 
Which trom the firit bas ſhone on ages paſt, 
Enlights the preſent, and ſhall warm the laſt. 
Thowgh each may feel increaſcs and decays, 
And tee now clearer and now darker days. 


some ner advance a judgment of their own, 
preading notion of the town; 


then 
Nor praiſe nor blame the writings, but the men. 
Of all this ſervile herd, the worit is he 
That in proud dulneſs joins with quality ; 


A conftant Critic at the great man's hoard, 


To fetch and carry nonſenſe for my Lord. 

What woſul ſtuff this madrigal would be, 

In ſome ſtarv'd hackney-ſonneteer, or me! 

But let a Lord once own the happy lines, 420 
How the wit brightens! how the ſtyle refines! 
Before his ſacred name flies every fault, 

And each exalted ſianzn teems with thought! 


4% 


410 


41s 


$9 much they ſcorn the crowd, that if the throag 


But always thin the lat opinion right, 
AMuſe by theſe is lik: a mittreſs us'd, 


While their wen heads, lize towns uutortiiy'd. 


And authors thiak their reputation ſafe, 
Which lives as long as fools are plras'd to laugh. Emp they who reach Parnaſfusꝰ lofty ero:yn, 


When we but praiſe ourſelves in other men, 455 
Parties in Wit attend on thoſe of State, 
And public faction doubles private hate. 


New 


And "tis but juſt to let them live beti nes. 
No longer now that golden age appears, 


Now length of Fame (our ſecondl lice) is loft, 480 


Ard bare threefeore is all evin tat can boait; 
Our fons their Fathers? arling ligung ſee, 


Some bright idea of the maſter's mind, 4 
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The vulgar thus through imitation err; 
As oft the Lear d by being fir:gular; 425 
By chance go right, they purpoſely go wrong: 
So Schiſmatics the plain believers quit, 

And are hut Ga:mn'd ior having ton much wit. 
Some praiſe at morning what they blame at night, 


And each bold figure Juit begins to live 7 


321 


And read / Nature watts upon his hand; 
hen the ripe 2: lours foften ar d uuite, 


| Ardiweetly melt into jut ſhade and lignt; 


When metlowing years their tull per;caiog give, 


This hour ſhe *s idoliz'd, the next aud; 


TTwixt ſenie and noaſeaſe daily ctarge their 
Alle them the cauſ2 ; they re wier Aill, they fay ; 


And till to- morrow's wifer than to-day, 


We think our fathers fools, ſo wiſe we grew; 
Our wiſer ſons, no doubt, will thin' us ſo. 


Once School-Givines thi: zealous ifle o*%rſprcad ; © 


Who knew moſt ſentenc2s wa: deepeſt read; 441 
Faith, goſpel, all, ſee m'd made to be diſputed, 
And none had ſenſe enough to be confuted: 


| Scotiſts and Thomiſts, now in peace remain, 


Amid their -indr:d cobwehs in Duc.-lane. 445 
If Faith itſelf ha; diiterent dreſſes worn, 


3 


What wonder modes in Wit ſhould take thei 


= 8 | ” 0 
Oft, leaving what is natural and fit, = 
The current folly proves the ready wit; 


450 


Some, valving thoſe of their own ſide or mind, 
Still make themſelves the meaſure of mankind: 


Fondly we think we honour merit then, 


Pride, Malice, Folly, agaiuſt Dryden roſe, 


In various apes of Parſons, Critics, Beaux; 


But ſenſe ſurviv'd, when merry jeſts were pait; 
For rifiag merit will buoy up at lait. | 
Might he return, and bleſs once more our eyes, 


Zoilus again would ſtart up ſrom tac dead, 455 


Envy will merit, as i*+ Fad, purive; 
But like a fhadow, proves the ſubſta ce true: 
For e vy'd Wit, like Sol eclips'd, makes known 


Vo >: 


Th! oppoſing b»ly's groffiefs, rot its on. 


When !r{ that un too powerfi:] beams diſplays, 
It draws up vapours which obſcure its rays 3 

| - But ev*n thoſe clouds at laſt adorn its way, 

Reflect yew gb ics, and avgment the day. 


Be thou the fir, true merit to befriend ; 


Short is the date, alas, of mode ri rhymes, 


Wher: Patriarch-v its ſurviv'd a thouſand years: 


And ſuch #s C havevy is, hall Dryden be. 
So when the faithful pencil las def gn“ 
3 


youth alone its empty praiſe we boa?, 


he owncr?s wife, that other men en oy; 


20%: mores and new Milbourns mutt ariſe: 
Nay, ſhould great Homer litt his awful head, 


| 491 
The treacherous colours the fair art betray, 

431 | Ad all the bright creation fades away! 
9 Unnappy wit, like moſt mitta'ten things, | 
* ' 3 7 1 | ; 
Atones not for that envy which it brirg:z 495 


But icon the ſhort-liv's vauity is I:c: 
1.142 ſone fair tower the carly ſpring ſvpplies, 
hat gayle bloc ne, but ev'n in blooming dies. 
Vi nat i tai Wit, which muſt our eares employ? 
01 
The uot; © i} trouble Aill when mort ad mird, off 
Aud (bil the more we give, the more requir'd ; 
Vhote fame with pains we guard, but loſe with 
eaſe, N a 
Sure fome to vex, but never all to pleaſe; 
i; waat the vicious fear, the virtuous ſnun; 
By tools *ts hated, and by knaves vadone ! 

If Wit ſo much from igncranee uidergn, | 
Ah, let not Icarnirg too comme: ce its foe! _ 
Of old, thoſe met rewards, who could e cell, 310 

» 
Though triumphs were to generals only due, 
Crowns were reſerv'd to grace the ſollicrs too. 


And while ſ:1flowe each jealous writer rules, 


| Conter.ding wu become the ſport of fools ; = 


2 


| But ftil: the wor!: with moit regret commend, 
For each ill author is as Lad a fried. 


Are mortels urg'd through ſa-red. luſt of praiie l 


— 


Ab, ner ſo dire a thirit of glery boat, 


Nor in the ©ritle Jet tar wan be loſt. 
| Good-nature and goodefen?: mvi't ever on; 


524 


To err, 13 henna; to forgiv., divine. 

Eut it in Hohle minds ſome dregs remain, 
Nat yet purr*i 55, of feen and four wrdain 
Piſchacge that rage on mere provoting crimes, 

Nor far a dearth in theie tagaus ties, pO 
No pardon vile olecrity {ould find, 


But dulneſs with eb. cerity mult prove 


sſhume ful ſore as iapoterc? in love, 
| 1+ te fat age of pleatire, wealth, ad eaſe, 
| Spravg tae rank weed, 


and thriv*d wiia large in- 
ITC: 8 N 


| Men love was all an ex'y Monarchs care; 
His praiſe is 163, who favs til a! commend. 475 TY 


Seldom at cour- cil, reer in a wart | 
Jilts rule! the :tate, and fntoCmen murees writ; 


| Yay wits bad pen: ons, and you'rg lords had wit : 
| The Lay fat parting at a Ceurticr?> phy, | 
| And not a maſk went unimprov'd away ; © 


Ihe modert tan war lifto” wp no wore, =» 
4.d Virgin: ſmil'd at whit tocy bluſned before. 
h. oi leenſe of a for. inn reign 

Diq all the dr'gs of bold Coginue drain; £45 
Then up bhelieving Priztt raform'd the nation, 


Vor. VI. | 


Xt ray ht amore p eaſunt methods of falvation ; - 
| | 8 6 l pal 1 4 


( 


Where a new world leaps ont at his command, 


50 


Ad fuch were praiz%d who but endeavoor'd well; 


Employ ti ir pains to ſpurn ſome otners do yu; 


540 


To what bale ed, and by what abe & ways, £29 


Aer 330 
| Taough wit and art conſnire to move your mind; 


=y 


POPE 


gen 


| 9 ſubjects might the ir rights 
te 
Leſt God hinſ:If mould ſeem too abſolute : | 
Pulpits their facred fatire learn'd to ſpare, 5:0 
And Vige admir'd to find a flatterer there 
Encourag thus, Wits Titans brav'd the &ics, 
And thr, preſs groan'd with licens'd blaſphcmics, 
Theſe Monſters, Critics ! with your darts engage 
Here point your thunder, and exbauſt your rage! 
Yet un their fault, who, ſcandalouſly nice, 
Will needs. miſtake an author into vice; 
All ſeems infected that th infected ſpy, 
#As all looks yellow to the jaundic'd eye. 
Lzgarx then what Morals Critics ought to | 
ſhow ; 
For 'tis but half a judge's talk, to know. 
Pit 15 not enough, taite, judgment, learning, j join; 
In all you ſpeal, let truth and candour ſhine ; 
That cot alone what to your ſenſe 1s due 
All may allow, but ſeek your friendſhip too. 565 
Be i'lent always, when you doubt your ſenſe ; 
And ſpeak, though ſure, with ſeeming diffdenee: 
y Some poſitive, perſiſting fops we know, 
Who, if once wrong, will needs be always ſo ; 
But you, with pleaſure, own your errors me, 
And mate each day a critique on the lat. 571 
fis not enough your counſel fill be true; 
Blunt truths more mi:chief than nice falſchoods | 
Men muſt be taught as if you taught them not, 
And things unknown prapos'd as things forgot. 


Without good breeding truth is diſapprov'd 1 576 


That only makes ſuperior ſenſe belov d. 
Be niggards of advice on no preteuce 3 
For the worſt avarice is that of ſenſe. | | 
With mean complacence, ne%er betray your wall 
Nor be ſo civil as to prove unjuſt. | 
Fear not the anger of the wiſe to raiſe; 
Thoſe beſt can bear reproof, who merit _— 
Twere well might Critics ſtill this freedom 


| take: 
Brt Appius reddens at each word you ſpeak, 585 | 
Aud fiares tremendous, with a thrcatenh: 8 ere 
li ce ſome fierce tyrant in old | 
: Fear matt to tax au honourable had, | * 
W hoſe right it is, uncevuſur'd, to be dull! © 
Such, without wit, are Poets when they RG 
As without learning they can take degrees, 391 
| Leave dangerous truths to unſucceſsful ſatires, 
And f attery to fulſoine dedicators, 
| Whom, when they praiſe, the words lelfoves ne 
al, more 
Than when they promiſe to give ſcribbling over. 
is beſt ſometimes your cenſure to reflram, 596 
And charitably let the dull be vain : 
Your ! lence there is better than your ſpite, | 
For who can raii ſo long a+ they can write? 
Still bumming on, their drowzy courſe they keep, 
| Ard ha” ad ſo long, lite tops, are laſp dl aſleep. 
Falſe feps but help them to renew the race, 
As, after ſtumbling, jades will mend the ir pace. 
What crowds of theſe, impenitently bold, 
In ſounds and jirgling ſyllables grown old, Co 
Stil run on poets, in a raging vein, 


= Ev to the dregs and —— of f the hin, 


There are as mad, abandow'd Criticks too. 


But rattling nonſenſe in full vollies breaks, 


s POEMS. 


Strain out the laſt dull dropping of their ſenſe, 
Axd rhyme with all the rage of impotence | 
Such ſhameleſs Bards we have: ad yet tis 

true, 610 


I 
| 
| The bookful blockhead, ignorgntly read, 
With loads of learned lumber in his head, 
With his own tongue ſtill edifies his cars 
And always lifter.ing to himſelf appears. 
All books he read:, and all he reads affails, 
From Dryden's Fables down to Durfey*s Tales: 

| With him, moſt authors ſteal their works, or buy; 


Garth did not write his own Diſpenſary. 
Name a few Play, and he's the Poets friend, 


6 


1 Nay — his faults—but when would Pocts 
men 
Neo place ſo ſacred from fuch fo | 
Nor is Paul's churcei: more ſafe t pars - DOR 


| yard ; 

| Nay, fly to Altars; there they'll talk you dead ; 
For Fools ruſh in where Angels fear to tread, 625 
Diſtruftful ſenſe with modeſt caution ſpeaks, 
It {till looks home, aud ſl ort excurfions makes: 


And, vever ſhock®d, and never turn'd aſide, „ 
Burſts out, refiſtleſs, with a thundering tide. 630 
But where?s the man, who counſel can beſtow, 
Still pleas'd to teach, and yet not proud to know ? 
| Unbiaſsd, or by favour, or by ſpite ; 


— 


Not dully prepoffeſs'd, nor blindly right; 


Though learn'd, well-bred; and — well. 
bred, ſince re 3 | 5 5 635 ; 

Mode ſtly bold, and humanly ſevere: _ | 
Who to a friend his faults can freely ſhow, 
And gladly praife the merit of a foe? 
Bleſt with a taſte exact, yet uncoufin'd ; | 
A knowledge both of books and human kind; 3 640 
| Generous converſe, a ſoul exempt from pride; 
And love to praiſc, with reaſon on his i.de ? 

Such once were Critics ; ſuch the happy ſw 
Athens and Rome in better ages knew: 
Tae mighty Stagyrite frſt left the hore, (43 
Spread all his falls, and durſt the deeps explore ; ö 
He ſteer'd ſecurely, and diſcover'd far, 
Led by the Light of the Maonian Star. 
Poets, a race long unconſin'd and free, 
Still fond and proud of ſavage liberty, 


650 
Receiv'd his laws ; and ood convinc'd 'twas *, - 


Horace ſtill charms with graceful negligence, 

Ard without method talks us into _ . 

Will, like a friend, familiarly convey | 

Ther trueſt notions in the eafeſt way. 

He, who ſupreme in judgment, as in wit, 

Might boldly cerfure, as he boldly writ, 

|] Yet dps with coolnefs, though he ' ſung with 
re3 

His precepts teach but what his works inſpire. 660 

| Our Critics take a contrary extreme, 

— judge with yy but they write with 

Pphlegm: . 

Nor ſufters Horace more in wrong 
By Wits, than Critics in as wrong 
Sec Dionybus Homer's thoughts refine, 
And call new beauties forth from every Une! 


65s 


Tranſlations 
ctations. | 
665 


4 
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N — 


Who conquer d Nature, ſhould preſde oer Wit. 1 


And drove thoſe holy Vandals off the ſtage. 


POPE'S POEMS. 
| | Suck late was Wande Muſe judge and | 


Petronius pleaſe, 


Fancy 
The ſeholar's learning, with the courticr's caſe. 


and art in 


In grave Quintillian's copious work, we find 
The j ke ops rocks, gan. : 670 
Thus uſeſul arms in magazines we » 

All raug'd in order, and Gifpos'd with » 

But leſs to pj-aſe the eye, than arm the hand, 
Still gt for uſe, and ready at command. 

Thee, bold Longinus! all the Nine inſpire, 
And bleſs their Critic with 2 Poet's fre. 676 
An ardent Judge, who, zealous in bis truſt, 
With warmth gives ſentence, yet is always juſt ; 
Whoſe own example ſtrengthens all his laws; 


And is himſelt᷑ that great Sublime he draws. 686 


Thus long ſucceeding Crit es juſtly reign'd, 
_ Licenſe reprefs'd, and uſeful laws ordain'd, 
Learning and Rome alike in empire grew, | 
And Arts till follow*d where her Eagles flew ; 
From the ſame foes, at laſt, both felt their doom, 
And the ſame age ſaw Learning fall, and Rome. 
With Tyranny, then Superfition join'd, | 
As that the body, this enflav'd the mind; 

Much was believ'd, but little underſtood, 


And to be dull was conſtrued to be good: 690 


A ſecond deluge Learning thus o'er-ran, | 
And the Monks finiſh*d what the Goths began. 
At length Eraſmus, that great injur'd name, 
(The glory of the Priefthood, and the ſhame l) 
Stem*d the wild torrent of a barbarous age, 695 


But ſee! each Muſe, in Leo's golden days, | 
bays ; 35 5 
Rome's ancient Genius, o'er its ruins ſpread, 
Shakes off the duſt, and rears his reverend head. 
Then Sculpture and her fifter-arts revive ; | 
£'4.1e5 leap d to form, and rocks began to live; 
With ſweeter notes each riſing Temple rung; 
A Raphael painted, and a Vida ſung. | 
Immortal Vida: o whoſe honour'd brow 705 
Tae Poetis bays and Critic? ivy grow: 
Cremona now ſhall ever boaſt thy name, | 
As next in place to Mantua, next in fame! 
But foon, by impious arms from Latium 
| chac'd, | | 
Their ancient bounds the baniſh'd Muſes paſs'd ; 
| Thence Arts oer all the northern world advance, 
But Cr tie- learning flouriſſ. d moſt in France: 
The rules a nation, born to ſerve, obeys; 
And Boilcau ſtill in right of Horace ſways. 
But we, brave Britons, foreign laws deſpis'd, 
And kept unconquer'd, aud unciviliz'dy 716 
Fierce for the liberties of wit, and bold, = 
We {till defy'd the Romans, as of old. 
Vet ſome there were among the ſounder few _ 
f thoſe who leſs preſum'd, and better knew, 720 
Who durtt aſſert the juſter arcient cauſe, 
And here reſtor'd Wit's fundamental laws. 
Sch was the Muſe, whoſe rules and practice tell, 
« Nature* chief Maſter- piece is writing well.” 
Such was Roſcommon, not more learn'd than 


8 | 
With manners generons as his noble blood: 
To him the Wit of Greece and Rome wa; known, 


| Slight is the ſubject, but not ſo the praiſe, 


Aud ſieepl 
Thrice rung the bell, the flipper knock'd the 


friend, 


To failings mild, but zealous for deſert; 

The cleareſt head, and the ſncereſt heart, 
This praiſe at leaſt a grateſul Muſe may give : | 
The Muſe, whoſe early voice you targht to ſing, 


(Her guide now loſt) no more attempts to riſe, 


But in low numbers ſhort excurſ.ons tries: | 
view, | 


Careleſs of cenſure, nor too fond of fame 

Still pleas'd to praiſe, yet not afraidl to blame; 
Averſe alike, to flatter or oftend; | =” 
Not free from faults, nor yet too vain to mend, 


| DES, 0 
run 3 
RAPE OF THE LOCK. 

_ CANTO I. : 


What mighty conteſts riſe from trivial things, 


I fng—this verſe to Caryl, Muſe! is due: 

This ev'n Belinda may vouchſafe to view: 

If She inſpire, and He approve my lays. 
Say what ſtrange motive, Goddeſs ! 


| compel 2s 
| A well-bred Lord t' affault a gentle Belle? 


O ſay what ſtranger cauſe, yet unexplor'd, 
Could ma'.e a gentle Belle rejeft a Lord? 
In taſk fo hold, can little men engage? | 
And in ſoft boſoms dwell ſuch mighty rage? 
Sol through white curtains ſhot a timorous ray, 
Ard eped 
Now lap-dngs give themſelves the rouzing !: ake, 
25 lovers, ſuſt at twelve, awaie: 16 


| ground, | | 
And the preſsd watch return'd a ſilver found, 


I Belinda ftill her downy pillow preſt, 
Her guardian Sylph prolong'd 


*T was he had ſummonꝰ d to her ſlent bed 
A youth more glittering than a birth-night beau 


Seen d to her ear his winning lips to lay, 
And thus in whiſpers faid, or ſeem'd to ſay: 
Faireſt of mortals, thou diftinguif}.'d care 

Of thouſand bright Inhabitants of Air! 

If eber one Viſion touch thy infant thought, 
Of all the Nurſe vd all the Prieft have tar: ght 3 30 
Of airy Elves by moonlight ſhadows ſeen, . 
The i Iver token, and the circled g. en, 

Or virgins viitcd by Angel- powers, 


25 


ad very w.thor's merit but his own. 


Lowers ; 5 
842 


323 


Who juſtly knew to blame or to commend; 730 


Content, if hence th* unlearnꝰd their wants may 


> 


ſe eyes that muſt eclipſe the day: 


balmy reſt: 26 
The morning dream that hover'd oer her head. : 


With golden crowas and wreaths of hcaven'y 


Preſerib'd her heights, and prun'd her tender 


The learn* reflect on what before they knew: 740 


ö 
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Hear, and believe! thy own importance know, 


Nor bound thy narrow views to taiigs below. 


Some ſecrettruths, from learned pride conccal'l, 


To Maids alone and Children are reveal'd : 

What though no credit doubting Wits may give? 
The Fair and Innocent ſhall fiil: belic vo. 40 
Know then, unnumber'd Spirits round thee fly, 
The light Militia of the lower {ky : 


_ Theſe, though uaſeen, are ever on the wing, 


As now your own, our beings were of old, 


Hang o'er the Box, and hover round the Riag. 
Think what an equipage thou haſt in air, 
And view with f2orn two Pages and a Chair. 


And once inclos'd in Woman's beautcous mould; 


- Therce, by a ſoit tranſition, we repair 


From eartbly vehicles to theſe of air. 


Thiak not, when Woman's tran kent breath is gad, 


That all her vanities at once are dead; 


| Sycepeding vanities ſhe ſtill regards, 


And though ſhe plays no more, overlooks the | 


cards, 
Her joy ia gilded Chariots, when alive, 


55 
And love of Ombre, aſter death ſurvive, 


For when the Fair in all their pride expire, 


To their firſt Elements their ſouls retire: 
The ſprites of fiery Termagants in Flame 


Mount up, and take a Sala mader's name. 60 


Soft yielding minds to Water glide away, 


Aud Fort and flutter in the fiells of Air, 


| 


And 6p, with Nymphs, their elemental tea. 
The graver Prude finks downward to a Gnome, 
In Tearch of miſchief fill on Earth to rom. 
The light Coquettes in Sylphs aloft repair, 65 
Know farther yet; whoever fair and chafte 
Rezects mankind, is by ſome Sy lph em! rac'd: 
For, ſpirits, freed from mortal laws, with eaſe 
Aſſume what ſexes aud what ſhapes they pleaſe. 
What guards the purity of melting Maid, 71 
In cuurtly balls, and widuight maſquerades, 


ſpark, 


The > by day, the whiſper in the dark, 


When kind occafion prompts their warm WR 


When muſe ſoftens, and when dancing fires ? 
* [is but their Sylph, the wite Celettials know, 


Though Honour i the word with Men below. 


Some nymphs there are, too conſcious ot their 
| face, 


For life predeſtinꝰd to the Gnomes embrace. 80 
Theſe ſwell their proſpecls, and cxalt their pride, 
When offers are diſdain'd, and love deny'd ; 
Then gay ideas crow d the vicant brain, 
While Peers, and Dukes, and all thcir . 


And Garters, Stars, and Coronets appear, 


train, 


. 


Andi in ſoft ſcurds, Your Grace ſalutes their car, 


Io ͤ one man's treat, but tor another's ball? 


Tis theſe that early taint the fe male ſoul, 
Inſtruct the eyes of young Coquettes to roll, 
Teach infant cheeks a biddlen bluſh to know, 
And littl: hearts to Hutter at a Beau. | 
Oft, when the world imagine women ſtray, 
The Sylphs through myſtic mazes guide their way, 
Through all the giddy circle they purſue, 
Aud old impertinence expel by new. 


What tender maid but muſt a viddim fall 95 | 


— — — 
— — 
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When Florio peaks, what virgin could withtand, 

If gentle Damon did not ſuuecze her hand ? 

| With varying vauities, from every part, 

They ſhiit the moving Toy-ff. op of their heart; 

Where wigs with wigs, with ſword-knots ſword- 
knots ri We, 101 

Beaux baniſh beaux, and coaches coach23 drive. 

This erring mortals Levity may call; 

Oh, blind to truth! the Sylphs coatrive it all. 


45| 


| In the clear Mirror of thy ruling Star 


«| Thy eyes firſt open'd on a Billet-doux; | 
Wounds, Charms, and Ardors, were — Gn 


| Each fiver vaſe in myftic order laid. 
| Firſt, roo'd in white, the Nymph intent adores, 


| A heavenly Image in the glaſs appears, 
| TH inferior Prieſteſs, at her altar's fide, 


| And dects the Goddeſs with the giittering ſpoil, | 
Safe from the treacherous fricad, the daring | 


| Transfurm'd to combs, the ſpeckled and the 


| Sees by degrees a purer bluth ariſe, . | 
| And kecener lightnings quicken in her eyes, | 


| Of theſe am 1, who thy protect on claim, 105 
A watchful ſprite, aud Ariel is my name. 
La'e, as I rang'd the cryſtal wilds of air, 


— 


I faw, alas ! fome dread event impend, 5 
Ere to the main this morning ſun defend; 110. 
But heaven reveals not what, or how, or where: 
Warn'd by the Sylph, oh pious waid, beware! 
This to diſcloſe is all thy guardian can: 

| Beware of all, but moſt beware of Man! 

He ſaid; when Shock, who thought ſte ſlept 


| too long, 
Leapꝰd up, and wab'd his miſtreſs with his tongve, 
 *Twas then, Belinda, if report ſay true, 


read, 
But, all the Viſſon varith d from thy head. 120 
And now, unveil'd, the Toilet ſtandls diſply'd, 


Wich head uncover'd, the Coſmetic powers. 


125 
To that ſhe bends, to that her eyes ite rears; 


Trembling, begins the ſaered ritcs of Pride. 


Unnumber'd treaſures ope at once, anc here : 1 
| The various offerings of the world appear; 130 
From cach ſhe nicely culls with curious toil, 


This caſket India's glowing gems vnlocts, 
And all Arabia breathes from vonder box. 
The Tortoiſe here and Elephant unite, 125 


White. 


Here ſles of pins extend their ſhining rows, 
Puffs, Pow dors, Patches. Bibles, Billet-doux. 
Now aw ul beauty puts on all its arms; 

The fair each moment riſes to her . 140 
Repairs her ſmiles, awafens every grace, 
And calls forth all the wonders of her face 2 


The buſy Sylphs ſurround their darling care; 145 
Theſe ſet the 


Some ſold the — whilſt others plait the gown; 
And Betty 's prais'd for labours not her ow a. 


3 CANTO II. 


107 with more glories in ti ethereal plain, 

The ſun firſt riſes ver the purpled main, 
Than, iſtuing forth, the rival of his beams 

Launch'd en the boſom of the f lver'd Thamcs. 


Fair Nymphs and well-dreſs'd Youths around ker 
ſhore, 


| But every cye was fix'd on her alone. 


\ 


„and thoſe divide the hair ; 8 | 


Ir ON "SITY * 


cr 


There la 


he ſun- beams trembling on the floating tides : 


Saft oer the ſi rouds atrial whiſpers breathe, 


Te here light difports ia ever-mingling dycs, 
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On her. white breaſt a ſparkling Croſs ſhe wore, 
Which J=ws might kiſs, and Infidels adore, | 
Her lively looks a ſprightly mind diſcloſe, 

Quick as her eyes, and as untix'd as thoſe; 10 


Favours to none, to all ihe ſmiles extends; 


Oft the fe jectis, but ne ver once ofiends, 


Bright as the ſun, her eyes the gazers ſtrike, | 


And, lite the ſun, they ſhine ou all alice. 
Yet graceſul caſe, and ſweetneſs void of pride, 1 5 
Might hide her faults, if Belles had faults to hide: 
It to her ſhare ſo:ine female errors fall, 
Look on her face, and yowll forget them all. 

This Nymph, to the deſtruction of mankind, 


Nauriſt'd two Locks, which grac-ful hung be- 
hid | 20 
In equal curls, and well conſpir'd to deck 


With ſnining ringlets the ſmooth ivory neck. 
Love in theſe labyriaths his ſlaves detains, 


And mighty hearts are held in ſlender chains. 
With hairy ſpringes we the birds betray ; 25 


slight lines of hair ſurprize the finny prey; 

Yair treſſes man's imperial race infnare, 

And Beauty draws us with a ſingle hair. 

Ti! adventurous Baron the bright locks ad- 
mir'd; . | 

He ſaw, he wiſh, and to the prize aſpir'd. 30 

Reſolv'd to win, he meditates the way, 


By force to raviſh, or by fraud betray ; 


For when ſucceſs a Lover's toil attends, 


Few aſk, if traud or force attain'd his ends. 


For this, ere Phœbus roſe, he had implor'd 35 


Propitious heaven, and every power ador'd; 
But chiefly Love—to Love an altar built, 


Cf twelve vaſt French Romances, neatly gilt. 
three garters, half a pair of gloves, 
And all the trophies of his former loves. 40 
With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre, 
And breathes three amorous ſighs to raiſe the fire, 


Then proſtrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes 


Soon to obtain, and long poſleſs the prize: 
The powers gave car, and granted half his 
Prayer; | „ 45 
The reſt, the winds diſpersd ia empty air. 
But now ſecure the painted veſſel glides, 


While melting muß ſteals upon the ſky, 


And ſuſtenꝰd ſounds along the waters die; 50 
Smooth flow the waves, the Zephyrs gently play, 
Telinda ſmil'd, and all the world was gay, 

All but the Sylph—with careful thoughts oppreſt, 
I' impending woe fat heavy on his breaſt. 

Ne ſummons {trait his Denizcus of air; 55| 


The lucid ſquadrons round the fails repair: 


That ſeem'd but Zephyrs to the traiu beneath. 
dome to the ſun their inſet wings unfold, 


| Waſton the Lrecze, or fink in clouds oi gvld; 60 


Tranſparent forms, too tine for mortal ſight, 
Their fluid bodies half difſolv'd in light. 
Looſe to the wind their airy garments flew, 
Thia glittering textures of the thuy dew, 
Dipp'd in the richeſt tin Kures of the fic, 


While every beam new tranſieat colours tlings, 
Colours that chapge whenger they wave their 
' Wings, i | 


| 


| Some in the geldls of pureſt zther play, 


— 


325 


Amid the circle on the gilded maſt, 
Superior by the head, was Ariel plac'd; 0 
His purple pin ions cpeuir g to the fun, | 
Hz raid his azure wand, aud thuz begun : 

Ye Sylphs and Sylphids, to your chic give car ; 
Fays, Fairies, Genrii, Elv23, aud Demons, bear! 


By laws eternal to th? atrial kind, 
And baſk and whiten in the blaze of day 
high, 


Or roll the ptancts through the houndleſs f:y ; 80 


Some, I= r. Su'd, ben-ath the moca's pale light 
Purſue the itars that ſhoot athwart the night, 
Or ſuck the mitts in grofter air below, | 

Or dip their pinions in the painted bow, 


Or ver the gle be diſtil the kindly rain, 
Others on earth oer human race preſide, 
Watch all their ways, and all their actions guiclo: 


Ir theſe the chief the care ot Nations own, 


And guard with arms diviac the Britiſh throne, 
Our humbier province is to tend the Fair, 
Not a leſs pleaſing, though leſs glorious care; 
To ſave the powder from too rude a gale, 
Not let th? impriſou'd eſſences exnale 3; 
To fteal from rainbows, ere taey drop in thowers, 
A brighter waſh; to cur! their waving hairs, 
Aſſiſt their bluſhes, and inſpire their airs; . 


| Nay oft, in dreams, invention we beſtow, 

| To change a Flounce, or add a Furbelow. tos 
| This day, blac: Omens threat tlie brighteſt Fair 
| That e'er deferv'd a watchful ſpirit's care; 


Some dire diſaitcr, cr by force, or flight; 


night. 5 | 15 | 
Whether the nymph fh all break Diana's law, 105 
Cr iome irwil China- ar receive a fav; : 
Or {tai:1 lier honour, or her neu bhrocale; 
Forget her prayers, cr miſs a maſquerade ; 
Or loſe her heart, or neckla-:: at a ball; 


| or whether Heaven has deom'd that Ehoe!: mutt 


- a.- ; 


Hal tien, ye ſpirits! toyour charge repair: 
The dultering n be Tephyec tta's care; . 


Th- drops to thee, Brillante, we conſin; 
And, Mo nentilli, let 1-2 watch be thinc; 
Do thou, Criſpilla, te- her favorite Lack; 115 


| Aricl hiniſcht ſhall be the gumr- of Shock. 


To fiiry choſen Sylpas, ct ſpecial note, 


| We tru th” unpertant charge, tiz Petticnat: 
| Ot hae we known that ſuvenerold tence to fail, 
| Thou) RI wita hoops, and arm'd with ribs of 


wile. | | 
Form a firong line about the flver hound, 

And 9g1ard the wide circumference around, 

Whatever ſpirit, car-le(s of his charge, 


His pot negk 15, or leaves the fair at lar ge, 


' 
[ 
' 


Shall fee] ſharp vengeance tvon O%crta'ts his tins, 
65 Be gopp'd in vials, or rransfix%} with pins; 


Or plung*d in lakes of bitter waſhes lic, 
Or wedg'd wile ages in a bod eye: 
Cums and Pomaturr3 ſhall his flight 12, rain, 


| W oat: cion bd he beats his flien wings in vain; 


Ye know the ipheres, aud various taſæs aſſ gu 


Some guide the courſe of wondering orbs on 


Or brew fierce tempeſts on the wintery main, 83 


Zut what, er where, the fates have wrapp'd in 


To draw ſreſh colours from the vernal lowers; gz; ” 


—_ 


Or Alum ſtypties 


— 


| Fere thou, 


Tuben each according to the rank they bores 
For Sylphe, yet mindful of their ancient race, 35 
Are, as when women, wondrous fond of place. 


| Who gave the ball, or paid the viſit haſt; 
And one deſcribes a charming Indian 


At every word a 
_-Snuff, or the fan, upply each pauſe of chat, 
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with eontracting power 
Shrink his thin efſence like a ſhrivePd flower: 
Or, as Ixion fix'd, the wretch hall feel 
The giddy motion of the whirling Mil, 
In fumes of burning Chocolate ſhall glow, 135 
And tremble at the ſea that froths below! 

He ſpoke ; the ſpirits from the ſails deſcend : 
Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend 
inglets of her hair; 


0 


With l · eating hearts the dire event they wait, 
Anxious, and trembling for the birth of Fate. 


CANTO III. 


Cu thoſe meats, for ever mod with 


es «„ 
Thins Grad « ſtructure of majeſtic frame, 


Which from the neighbouring Hampton takes its | 


Here Britain's ſtateſmen oft the fall foredoom 5 


Of foreign Tyrants, and of Nymphs at home; 


Hither the heroes and the nymphs reſort, 


To taſte awhile the pleaſures of a Court; 10 


In various talk tl! inſtructive hours they paſt, 


One ſpeaks the glory of the Britiſ: Queen, 
ſcreens 


A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes; 15 
tion dies. 


With £ laughing, ogling, and all that. 
— declining from the noon of day, 


The fun obliquely ſhoots his burning ray; 20 


The hungry Judges ſoon the ſentence ſign, 
And — * hang, that Jurymen may dine; 


D 


And the — of the toilet ceaſe, 

Belinda now, whom thirſt of fame invites, 25 
Burns to encounter two adventurous Knights, 
At Ombre ſingly to decide their doom: 

And ſwells her breaſt with conqueſts yet to come, Z 


Strait the three bands in arms to join, 
Each band tlie number of the ſacred nine. 30 
Soon as ſte ſpreads her hand, thy aerial guard 
Neſcend, and fit on each important card: 
Firſt Ariel perch'd upon a Matadore, 


Behold, four Kings in majeſty rever'd, 
With heary whiſkers and a forky beard ; 
And four fair Queens, whoſe hands ag. a 
flower, 
TH expreſfive emblem of their ſofter power; 40 


Four Kraves in garbs ſuccinct, a truſty band; 


Caps on their heads, and halberts in their band ; 
And party-coloured troops, a ſhining train, 
Drawn forth to combat on the velvet plain. 

The ſkilful nymph reviews her force with care: 


—— the ad, nd tromps they | 


Were. 


upon the pendants of her ear; 140 


great Anna! whom three realms obey, 
Doe ſometimes counſel take—and ſometimes tea. 


| | On one nice trick depends the 
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\ | 
Y Now move to war her ſable Matadores, 

In ſhow like leaders of the fwarthy Mocre, 
Spadillo firſt, unconquerable Lord! 

Led off two captive trumps, and ſwept the board. 


| 


And march'd a vicer from the verdant feld. 


| Him Bafto follow*d, but his fate more hard 


{ Gair''d but one trump, and one Plebeian card. 

| With his broad ſabre next, a chief in years, 5; 
The hoary Majeſiy of Spades appears, | 
Puts forth-one manly leg, to 3 reveal d, 
The reit, his many- colour'd robe conceaPd, 
| The rebel Knave, who dares his Prince engage. 
Proves the juſt victim of bis royal rage, 60 


Ev'n mighty Pam, that Kings and Qucens o'er. 


And mow'd down armies in the Fghts of Lu, 
Sad chance of war : now deftitute of aid, 
| Falls undiftinguifh'd by the victor _— 

Thus far both armies to Belinda yield; C. 
Now to the Baron fate inclines the field. 
His warlike Amazon her hoſt invades, 
Thb' imperial conſort of the crown of | 
The Club's black tyrant firſt her victim ard 


His giant limbs in ſtate unweildy fpread? 
That long behind he trails his pompous robe, 


I And, of all monarchs only grafps the globe? 


The Baron now his Diamonds pours apacs: 


— hoot” rar Los ſhows but half lis 
[And his refulgent Queen, with powers com- 


bin'd, 
Of broken troops an eaſy conqueſt find, 
Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wild diforder ſcer,, 


— — 


Of Aſa's — 4 and Afric's ſable ſons, _ 
With like confuſion different nations fr, 
Of various habit and of various dye, 


I beaps on heaps; one fate o*'crwhelms them a! 
The Knave of Diamonds tries his wily arts, 


[And wins (oh ſhameful chance!) the Queen * 7 


Hearts. 
At this, the blood the virgin's ck forſoo!:, 


She ſecs, and trembles at th approaching il, 
Juſt in the jaws of ruin, and Codille, 

And new (as oft in ſome diſtemper'd ftatc), 
eneral late, 


An Ace of Hearts ſteps forth: the King unſcen 6; 


| Lurk'd in her hand, and mourn'd his captiv? 


queen: 
He ſprings to vengeance with an eager pace, 
And fall; bke thunder on the proſtrate Ace. 


The Nymph exulting t Ils with ſhouts the ſi- 5M I 
Tbe walls, the woods, and Jong carcals reply. 

O thoughtlcfs mortals ! ever blind to fate, 
Too ſoon dejefted, and too ſoon elate. 
Sudden, theſe hon: urs ſfall be ſnatch'd away. 
And eursꝰd fe r ever this victorious day. 

For lo! the board with eups and fpoen* 5. 
crown, 1e: 


Tre berries eracile, and the mill turns rouzd: 


As many more Marillio-forc'd to yield. 51 


spite of his haughty meins and harbarous pride- 
| What boots the regal circle on his bead, = 


With throngs promiſcuous ftrow the level green: 
Thus when diſpers d a routed army runs, 81 


1 A I TRI 


The picrc'd battalions diſunited fall, 5 N 


A livid paleneſs ſpreads ober all her look; (c 


/ ena. Lecce ac wear. ea. 


| The little engine on hi; fingers ends 3 


Amar d, confus'd, he found his power expir'd, 
| Reſ.gn'd to fate, and with a ſigh retir*d, 146 | 
The Peer now ſpreads the glittering foriex j 


- Jt in that inſtant, anxious Ariel ſought | 


He watcld th' ideas rifng in her mi. d, 
| Sudden he vi:w'd, iv ſpite of all her art, 


T incloſe the Lock 3 now ji ius it, to divide, 
Ex'n then, before the fatal engine clos'd, 
A wretched Sylph too fondly interpos “d: 1-0 
Fate urg'd the ſheers, and cut the Sylph in twain 
tut airy ſubſiaiice ſoon unites agal'), 
The meeti g points the ſacred hair diſſever 


And tercams of horror renal th? atirighted ſkies. 


. 
7x bo 


When hufvands, or when lap-dogs, breathe their 
or when rich China veſſels, all'n from high, 


POPE'S 


POEMS _=_ 
| | ; PT 
ea fiining Altars of Japan they raiſe While nymphs take treats, or aſſignations give 
Abe tlver lamp; the fiery ipirits blaze: So long my bonovur, name, and praife, ſhall live! 


From ſilver ſpouts the grateful liquors glide, 
while China's earth reccives the ſmoaking tide : 

At once they gratify their ſcent and taſte, 111 
And frequent cups prolong the rich 

Strait hover round the Fair her airy band; 
Soune, as ſhe ſippꝰd, the fuming liquor faan'd ; 
Some oer i er lap their careful plumes diſphy'd, 
Tremiling, and couſcious of the rich brocade. 116 
Coffee, (which makes the politician wiſe, 

And ſee through all things wita his half-ſhut eyes) 
gent up in vapours to the Barons brain | 
New ttratage. as, the radiaut Lock to gain. 120 
Ah ceaſe, raih youth! de Bit ere "tis too late, 


Fear the juit Gods, and think of Scylla's fate ! 
Chang d to a bird, and ſent to flit in air, 5 


She dcarly pays tor Niſus in jur d hair! | 
But when to miſchiet mortals bend their will, 

How ſoon they fird tit inſtrumei cs of ill! 126 

Juit then, C lariſſa drew with tempting grace 

A two-edg'd weapon trom her :claicg caſe : 

80 ladlies, in Romance, aſſiſt their knight, 
Preſent the ſpear, and arm him for the i ght. 130 
He takes the gift with reverence, aud extends 


This juſt behind Belinda®> neck he ſpread, 


As oer the fragrant ſteams ſhe bends her head. 


Swift to the Lock a thouſand Sprites repair, 135 


A thouſand wings, by turus, blow back the hair; 


And thrice they twitch] the diamond ia her car; 
Thrice ſhe loo d back, ard thrice the foe drew 

he cloſe receſſes of the Virgiu?s thought; 140 
As on the noſegay in her breaſt recliu%d, 


An earthly lover lurkiug at her heart. 


wide, 


From the ſa ir head, for ever, 2d for ever! 
Then fa} d the living lightr.ing from her eyes, 


Not Jouder ſtrieks to pitying heaven are caſt, 
hf! 


In glittering duſt and paĩi ted fragments he ! 160 
Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine 

(The Vitor cry d), the glorious Prize is mine! 

While fh in ſtreams, or birds delight in air, 

Or in a coach and fix the Eritiſn Fair, | 

As long as Atalantis ſhall be read, 165 

Or the ſmall pillow grace a Lady's bed, 

While viſits ſhall be paid on ſolemn days, 


f from Steel receives its 
EE 171 
And monuments, like men, ſubmit to fate! 8 
Steel could the labour of the Gods deſtroy, 

And firike to duſt th* imperial powers of Troy; 
Steel could the works of —2 confound, 
And hew triumphal arches to the ground. 176 


What wonder then, fair Nymph ! thy hairs ſhould 


| fecl | 
The conquering force of unreſiſted ſteel ? 


| Br aer, res the penſive Nymph 


oppreſs d, 
And ſecret paſſions labour'd in her breaſt. 
Not youthful kings in battle feizd alive, 
Not ſcornful virgins who their charms ſurvive, 
Not ardent lovers robb'd of all their bliſs, 5 
| Not ancient ladies when refus'd a kifs, | 
| Not tyrants fierce that unrepenting die, 
Nat Cynthia when her manteau's pinn'd awry, 
 E*er felt ſuch rage, reſentment, and deſpair, 


| | As thou, fad Virgin! for thy raviſh'd Hair. 10 


For, that ſad moment, when the Sylphs 
_ withdrew, 

And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew, 

Umbriel, a duſky, melancholy fprite, 


As ever ſully'd the fair face of light, 


Down to the central earth, his proper ſcene, 
Repair'd to ſearch the gloomy Cave vf Spleen. 
Switt on his ſooty pinions flits the Gnome, 
And in a vapour d the diſmal dome. 
No chearful breeze this ſullen region knows, 


And ſereen d in ſhades from day's deteſted ghre, 


She ſighs far ever on her penſe bed, 


Pain at her fide, and Megrim at her head. 
Two handmaids wait the throne: alive in 


Here ſtood lll- nature like an ancient maid, hs 
Her wrinkled form in black and white array'd; 
With ſore of prayers, for mornings, nights, and 


NOUNS, 


| | Her hand is flld; her bofom with lampoons. 30 


Thcr: Aﬀectation, with a ſickly mien, 


| Shows in her cheek the roſes of eighteen, 


Practi=*d to liſp, and hang the head aſide, 
Faints into airs, and languithes with pride, 


The fair-ones feel ſuch maladies as theſe, 


| When cach new night-dreſs gives a new diſeaſe. 


A conſtant Vapour o'er the palace flies; 
Strange phantoms riſing as the mitts ariſe : 40 


| Dreadful, as hermits dreams in haunted ſhades, 
| Or bright, as viſions of expiring maids. 


Now glaring fiends, and ſnakes on rolling ſpires, 
Pale ſpettres, gaping tombs, and le fires ; 
Now Jakes of liquid gold, Ely ſian _ Eo 
And cryſtal domes, and Angels in machines, 


When numerous wax-bghts in bright order blaze, | 


— 


Unnumber'd throngs on every ſide are ſeen, 
Of bodies chang'd to various forms by Splecn. 


The dreaded Eaft is all the wind that blows, 20 
Here in a grotto, ſhelter'd cloſe from air, 


On the rich quilt finks with becoming woe, 33 
Wrapt in a gown, for ſekneſs, and for ſhow. 


8 


Rut ch! if e%r thy Gnome could ſpoil a grace, 
Cr raiſe a pimple on a beautenus face, 


Or caugd fufpicion where no ſoul was rude, 


Wich not the tears of brighteſt eyes 
Hear me and touch Belinda with chagrin; 
That {ngle act gives half the world 
Seems to reje& him, though ſhe grants his 

lie that where once Ulyſſes held the wind: 


Ligus, ſobs, —_— and the war of tongues. 


Her eyes de jected, and her hair unbound. 50 


uke Hampton's cchoes, wretched maid ! re- 


the bodkin, comb, aud eſſence, to prepare? 


For this with torturing irons wreath'd around? 
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Here living Tea- pots fand, one arm held out, 
Gue beut; the handle this, and that the ſy nt: 
A bipbin there, Ike Homer's Tripod, walks; 31 
ere i ph a jar, and there a gooſe-pye talks; 
Rien prove with child, as pr wer ul fancy works, 
And maids, turn'd bottles, call aloud for corks. 
Safe patt the Gnome through this fantaſtic band, 
A bras ch of healing Splce a- wort in his hand, 
Then thus : 1 the Fewer.— Han, — 
den 
ho role the ſex to bfty from f.ſteen: 
parent of vapeurs, aial of female wit, 3 
Who give tl? hyiteric, or poetic. ty 60 
On various tempers act by various ways, 
Mate ſome take phyfic, others ſeribble plays; 
ho cauſe the proud the ir viſits to delay, 
And ſend the godly in a pet to 


— 
4 Nymph there is, that all thy power diſclains, 65 | 


Au thouſauds more in equal mirth maintaigs. 


Like Citron-waters matrons cheeks intlame, | 


If &er with airy horns I planted heads, 
Ur rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds, 


Or diſcompos'd the head-dreſs of a Prude, 
Or c*cr to coſtive lap-dog gave diſeaſe, 75 
could eaſe ; 


ſpleen. : 
The Goddeſs with a diſcontented air FE 


A wonderous bag with both her hands ſhe binds, 
There ſte collefts the force of female lungs, 


A vial next ſhe fills with fainting fears, 

doit ſorrows, melting griefs, and tlowing tears. 

The Gnome rejoicing bears her gifts away, 

&pread his black wings, and flowly mounts to day. 
Sunk in Thaleſtris“ arms the Nymph he found, | 


Tull ver their heads the ſwelling bag he rent, 
And all the Furi-s iſſued at the vent : 
Belinda burns with more than mortal irc, 
A. id fierce Thalettris ſans the rifag tire, 
U wretched d ſne ſpread ner hands, and 
cr) 'd, 1 95 


pig d) 
Vas it for this you took ſuch conſtant care 


For this your loeks ia paper durance bound, 
For this with fllts ſtrain'd your tender head, 


And bravely hore the double loads of lead ! 
G6Gs | ſhall the raviſher diſplay your hair, 


Aud the nice conduct of a clou 


| © Plague oat! tis paſt a j 
| * Give her the hair“ —he ſpoke, and rapp'd his 
Ir change complex ions at a lofing game; 70 | 
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How ſhall I, then, your helpleſs fame dn ? 
' >T will then be infamy to ſeem your friend 
A. ad ſrall this prize, ile ineſtimable prize, 

x po through cryſtal to the gazing eyes, 
| Aut heighten'd by the diamondꝰs circling rays, 
On that rapacious hand for ever blue! 116 
| Sooner ſhall grais in Hyde-park Corcus grow, 
And wits take lodgings in the ſound of Bow! 
' Sooner let earth, air, ſea, to Chaos fall, 
Men, monkeys, » Parrots, periſh all! 
She ſaid ; then raging to Sir Plume repairs, 
And bids her Beau demand the precious hairs; 
(Sir Plume of amber fauff-box juſtly vain, 

4 

With earneſt eyes, and round — face, 


| He firſt the ſnuff- box open l, then the caſe, 126 


And 1 Lord, why, what the 
devil ? 

42 — ds] damn 2 fore Gad, you muſt 
be civil! 


box. 

It grieves me much ( reply*d the Peer again) 
Who fpeaks fo well ſhould ever ſpeak in vain; 
But by this Lock, this ſacred Lock, I ſwear. 

(M hich never more ſhall join its parted hair; 
| Which never more its honours ſhall renew, 135 


That while my notr:}s draw the vital air, 
This hand which wor it, ſhall for ever wear. 


| He ſpoke, and, ſpeaking, in proud triumph ſpread 
prayer. | The long-contended honours of her head. 1439 
But Umbriel, hateful Gnome! forbears not ſo; 


He breaks the Vial whence the ſorrows flow. 


Her eyes half-lauguiſhing half-Arown'd in tears; 


Which, with a fgh, ſhe raiv*d ; and thus ſhe ſaid: 
For ever cursd be this deteſted day, 


Happy! ah ten times happy had I been, 
Tf Hampton-Court theſe eyes had never ſeen! 


| By love of courts to numerous i!; betrays. 


| Oh had I rather unadmir'd remzin'd 


In tome lone ifte, or diſtant northern land; 


There kept my charms conceal'd from mortal eye, 


| Like rofes, that in deſerts bloom and die. 


What mov'd my mind with youthful Lords to 
roam ? 


Oh bad 1 itay*d, and ſaid my prayers at act 


T2 las this, the mornir g omens ſeem'd to tell, 


Thriee from my trembling band the pateh-K box fell 
The tott- ring China ſi ook without a wind, 
Nay Poll fat mute and Shock was moſt unkind! 


While the Fops envy, and the Ladies Barc! 
Honour [orbid! at whoſe unrivalzd ſerine 05 


Eafe, plcafure, virtue, all our ſex rei gu. 
Methinks already I your tears ſurvey, 


Already hear the horrid thing: they ſay, 
Already ſee you a dzgraded toaſt, 
Aud all your honour in a Whiſper loſt! 110 


' A Sylyh too warned me of the threats of Fate, 163 
In myitic viſons, now believ'd too lat! | 
Ses tac pocr remants of theſe lighted hairs ! 


My hand Tall read what ev'n thy rapine ſpares : : 


| Theſe in two ſable ringl-ts taught to break, 


Once gave new beauties to the ſnowy neck; 179 


The fifter-lock now ſits uncouth, alone, 
| — in its fellows fate ſureſecs its own 3 


pripthes, pox! | 


Clipp'd from the lovely head where late it grew) 


Then ſee the Nymph in beauteous grief appears, 
| On her h2av'd boſom hung her drooping head, 145 


Which ſnatch'd my beſt, my favorite curl away ! 1 


Let am not I the firt miſtaken maid 151 


Warre the gilt Chariot never marks the way, 55 | 
| Wh-re none learn Ombre, none er taſte Bohea! 
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UncurÞd it hangs, the fatal ſheers demands, 
And tempts, once more, thy ſacralegious hands. 
Oh hadſt thou, cruel ! been content to ſeize 
Hair: Ieſs in fight, or any hairs but theſe ! 


CANTO V. 

WIE faid : the pitying audience melt in tears; 

8 But tale and Jove had ſtopp'd the Baron's 
care. 

In vain Thaleſtrie with re h aſſails, 
For who can move when fair Belinda fails? 
Nat half ſo fx%d the Trojan could remain, 5 
While Anna begg'd and Dido rag'd in vain. 
Thcn grave Clariffa graceful wav'd her fan; 
| Silence enſued, and thus the Nymph began. 
Say, why are Beauties prais'd acd honour'd 

nꝛoit | 
The wiſe man's paſñ on, and the vain mar toaſt ? 
Why deck'd with all that land and fea afford, 11 
Why Angel cilld, and Angel-like ador'd? 


Why round our coaches crowd the whiteeglov'd | J 
| | Weighs the men's wits agaiaſt the Lady's hair; 
The doubtful beam long nods from fide to kde 


Beaux ? | | 
Why bows the ſide- box from its inmoſt rows? 


Hilo vain are all theſe glories, all our pains, 15 


Unl-fs good-ſenſc preſerve what beauty gains! 

That men may ſay, when we the iront-box grace, 

Behold the firtt in virtue as in face! 

Oh! if to dance all night and dreſs all day, 
Charmꝰd the ſmall-pox, or chac'd old-age away; 


Who would not ſcorn what houſewite's cares 


1 produce, . | 5 0 
Or who would learn one carthly thing of uſe? 
To patch, nay ogle, may become a Saint; 
Nor could it ſure be ſuch a fin to paint. 8 
But Hnee, alas! frail beauty muſt decay; 25 
Curbd or uncurPd, ſince Locks will turn to grey; 
Since painted, or not painted, all ſhall fade, 
And ſhe who ſcorns a man, muſt dic a maid; 
What then remains, but well our power to uſe, 
And keep good-humour ſtill, whate'er we loſe ? 
And truſt me, Dear! good humour can prevail, 
When airs, and flights, and ſcreams, and ſeold- 


ing fail, 


3: Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll; 


| Charms ſtrike the fight, but merit wins the ſoul, 
80 ſpoke the Dame, but no applauſe enſued ; 
Belinda frow 12d, Thal: tris call 4 her Prude, 26 
To arms, to arms ! the tierce Virago cries, 
And ſwift as lightning to the combat flies. 


All (de in parties, and begin th' attack; 


Fans clap, fills ruſtle, and tough whalebones 
Heroes and Hernines? ſhouts confus'dly rilc, 
And baſe and treble voices ſtrike the ſlios. 
Neo eommon weapon in their hands are found; 


lis Gods they fivkt, nor dread a mortal wound, 


Sn when bold Homer makes the Gods engage, 
And heavenly breats with human paſſions rage: 
Wainſt P:tlas, Marz; Latona Hermes arms; 

And all Olympus rings with loud alarms 3 
Jovess thunder roars, keaven rr-mbles all around, 
Blue Neptune ſtorins, the bellowiag dæeps re- 


ſaund: | 


Earth Rates her nodding towers, the ground 


gives wy, 
And the pal: ghofts ſtart at the. flach of day! 
Vor. VI. | 5 
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Umbriel on a ſconec's height 


Tri 
| Clapp'd his glad wings, and fate to view the 


| vey 55 

The growing combat, or aſſiſt the fray, 

While through the preſs enrag'd Thaleftris flies, 
And ſcaiters death around from both her eyes, 

A Beau and Witling periſh'd in the throng, 

One dy'd in metaphor, and one in ſong, 


| © Ocruel Nymph! a living death I bear,” 


Cry'd Da it, and ſunk beſide his chair. 


| A mouraful glance Sir Fopling upwards caſt, 
| © Thoſe eyes are made fo killing“ -was his laſt. 


Thus on Maznder's flowery margin lies 


6 
Th? expiring Swan, and as he tings he dies, 1 


| Chloe itepp'd in, and kill'd him with a frown; 


| 


| Not ferce Othello in ſo loud a ftrain 


| 


A charge 
The Gnomes direct, to every atom juſt, 
Tue pungent grains of titillating duſt. 


Her 


She ſmild ta fee the doughty hero lain, 
But, at her ſmile, the Beau reviv'd again. 70 
Now Jove ſuſpends his golden ſcales in air, 


At length the wits mount up, the hairs ſubſide. 
See, fierce Bclinda on the Baron flies, 75 
With more than uſual lightning in her eyes: 


Nor fear'd the Chief thꝰ unequal fight to try, 


Who ſought no more than on his foe to dic. 
But this bold Lord, with 


Juſt where the breath of life his notirils drew, 
of Sauff the wily virgin threw; 


Sudden, with ſtarting tears each eye o%erflows, 


And the high dome re-echoes to his noſe. 26 


Now meet thy fate, incens'd Belinda cry%d, 


And drew a deadly bodkin from her ſde. 
(be ſame, his ancient perſonage to dec, 
great great grandi re wore about his neck, ga 
Ta three ſeal-ring>; which after, melted down, 
Form d a vaſt buckle for his widow's gown : 


Her infant grandame's whiſtle next it grew, 
The bells ſhe jingled, and the whiflle blew ; 


Then ia a bodkin grac'd her mother's hairs, 


Which long ſhe wore, and now Relinda wears). 
Boaft not my fall (he cry'd) inſulting foe! 
Thou by ſome other ſhalt be laid as low, 
Nor think, to die, dejefts my lofty inind: 
All that I dread is leaving you behind! 
Rather than fo, ah let me ſtill ſurvive, - 
And burn in Cupid's flames—but burn alive. 
Reliore the Lock, ſhe cries; and all around, 
Reſtore the Lock! the vaulted roots rebound. 
194 
Roar'd for the handkerchief that exus% his pain, 
But fee how oft” ambitions aims are eroſs/d, 
And chi2f5 eontend till all the priz is loſt ! 
The Lock obtain'd with gilt, and bept with pain, 
In every place i; ſought, but ſcughtia vaim: 1 10 
Wich ſuch a prize no mortal muſt be ble ſt, 
So heaven decrees ! with heaven who can conteſt? 
Some thought it mounted to the Lunar ſphere, 
Since all things loſt on earth are treaſ rd there. 
There Heroes wits are kept in penderous vaſes, 


And B-:aux in — and twWeezer caſes ; 


ja abn. Sprites ſur- 


When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clariſſa down. | 


manly ſtrength endued, 


She with one finger and a thumb ſubdued: vo 


336 
There broken vews and 


! 


bed alms are found, 


And lovers hearts with ends of ribband bound; 


And pleasd purſue its progreſs through the ftiee. 


Typen ceaſe, bright Nymph! to mourn thy ra- 


For, after all the murders of your eye, 


4 


Is ity in heaven, a crime to love too well? 


And all thoſe treſſes ff all be laid in duft, 


| 2 act a Lover's or a Roman's part? 


The courtier's promiſes, and fic: man's prayers, | 
The ſmiles of harlots, and the tears of heirs, 120 
Cages for gnats, aad chains to yoke a flea, 

Dry'd butterflies, and tomes of  exfuiſtry, 

But truſt the Muſe—the ſaw it upward riſe, 
Though mark'd by none hut quick, poetic eyes: 


125 
To Proculus alone confeſs in view) 
A ſudden Star, it ſhot through liquid air, 
And drew behind a radiant trail of hair. 
Not Berenice's Locks firſt roſe ſo bright, 
The heaven beſpangling with diikevePd light. 
The Sylphs behold it kindling 2s it flies, 

This the Beau-monde ſhall from as Mall | 

| ſurvey, 

And hail with mufc its ray. | 
This the bleſt Lover {all for Venus take, 135 
And ſend up vos from Roſamouda's lake. 
This Partridge ſoon f- all view in cloudlefs ſkies, 
When next he looks through Galilro's eyes; 
And hence tl egregious wizard fall foredoom 
The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome. 140 


| viſld hair, 
| Which adds new glory to the thioirg ſphere !/ 
Not all the treſſes that ſair head can boaſt, 
Shall draw ſuch envy as the Loc you loft. 


145 
When, after millions fam, yourſelf ſr all die; 
When thoſe fair ſuns ſhall ſet, as ſet they _ . 


This Lock, the Muſe ſhall con ſecrate to fame, 
_ the ſtars inſcribe Belinda's name, + Tg 


— 


E L * 0 1 
c ro THE MEMORY or A&R 


UNFO RTUNATE LADY. 
AT bgekoning ghoſt, along the moon- 
light ſhade, 

Invites my ſteps, and prints to yours lade? 
_ Tis ſhe! —but why that bleecling — gor'd, 


(8⁰ Rome's great founder to the heavens with | 
drew, 


And thoſe love-darting 
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Like Eaſtern Kings a lazy ſate they keep, 

And, cloſe confir'd to their own palace, fleep. 
From theſe perhaps (ere Nature bade her die) 
Fate ſuatebꝰd her early to the pityiug ky. 


And ſeparate from their kindred dregs below; 
So flew the ſoul to its congenial place, | 


tor left one virtue to redeem her race. | 
But thou, falie guardian of a charge too good, 
Thou, mean deſerter of thy broth<r%s blood! 30 


See on the ſe ruby lips the trembling breath, 


Theſe cheeks now fading at the hlaſt of death; 


| Cold i is that breaſt which warm'd the woods be- 


fore, 
eyes muſt roll no more. 
Thus, if eternal Juſtice rules the ball, 


Thus ſtall yc ur wives, and thus your children 
fall : 


On all the line a ſudden vengeance waits, 


| And frequent berſes thall be ſege your gates; 


There paſſengers ſhall itand, a. d point ing ſay, 
(While the long funcrals blacken all the way) 40 


fleePd, 


And curſt with hearts unknowing how to yield. 
T hus unlamented paſs the proud away, 
The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day! 


So perith all, whoſe breaſt ne er learn'd to glow 


* others good, or melt at others woe. 


What can atone (oli ever - injur'd ſhade!) 


Thy fate unpity'd, and thy rites unpaid ? 
No frien&s complaint, no kind domeſtic tear 
| Pleas'd thy pale ghoſt, or grac'd thy mournfrl 


= 5 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos'd, 
By — hands thy decent limbs compos'd, 
By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn'd, 
By firangers honour'd, and by ftrangers mourn'dt 


} What though no friends in fable weeds appear, ss | 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mouru a yu ee 


And bear about the moch ery of woe 
To midnight dances, and the public ſpow? 


Ner polifſh'd marble emulate thy face? | 
What though no ſacred earth Allow thee "Fs 
Nor hallow*d dirge be mutter'd oer thy tomb? 


And the green turf lic lightly on thy breaft : 


Why dimly gleams the viGouary ſword ? | 
Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly! tell, 


To. bear too tender, or too (rm a heart, 


Is there no bright reverſ on in the ſky, 
For thoſe who greatly thinle, or bravely die? 10 
Why bade Fe elſe, ye Powers ! her ſoul aſpire | 
Above the vuſgar flight of low det re: 
Ambition firſt ſprung ſrom yorr bleſt abodes; 
The glorious fault of Angels and of Gods ; 
Thence to their 1 images on earth it fews, | 15 
And ia the breaſts of Kings and Heroes glows, 
Moſt fouls, tis true, hut peep out once * age, 
Dull ſullen priſoners in the hody's cage | 


Dim lights of life, that burn a ue of years, 


— — hage.bn ſepulchres; 


: | So, peaceful reſts, without a ſtone, a 
I What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 


| There the frſt roſes of the yeor ſhall bew; 


5 While Angels with their ſilver wings o%erſtade 


The ground now ſacred by thy reliques made. 


name, 


How lov'd, how honour'd once, avails thee act, 
To whom related, or by whom begot; 

A heap of duſt alone remains of thee, 

Tis all thou art, and all the proud fall be! 


Deaf the prais'd ear, and mute the tuneful tongue. 
| Ex*n he, whoſe ſoul now melts in mournful lays, 
Shall ſhortly want the generous tear he pays 3 
Then from his cloſing eyes thy ſorm i} al ports. 
And the laſt pang ſſ all tear thee from his heart, 2c 
Lize's idle buſineſs at one gaſp be or, 


The Niuſe forgot, and thou belov'd vo more! | 


— 


As into air the purer ſpirits flow, 25 


Lo! theſe were they, whoſe fouls the Furies | 


What though no weeping Loves thy aſhes grace, 85 | 


| Yet f all thy grave with riſing flowers be drefs'd, _ | 
| There ſy all the morn ber earlicſ tear befiow, 65 - 
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Poets themſelves muſt fall, like thoſe they ſung, 


To make mankind in conſcious virtue bold, 


And foes to virtue wonder*d how they wept. 
Our author ſhuns by vulgar ſprings to move 


In pitying Love, we but our weaknefs ſhow, 
And wild Amb.tion well deſerves its woe. 


Such tears a3 Patriots ſhed for dying Laws: 


Virtue confe{5'd in human ſhape he draws, 
No common object to your fight di plays, 


A brave man ſtruggliag in the ſtorms of iate, 

| And greatly falling with a falling ſtate. " ” 
Wuile Cato gives his little Senate laws, Ie 

What holom beats nat in his (ou-try*s cauſe? 


Show'd Rome her Cato's figure drawn ia ſtats 130 
As her dead fatiier's ræverend image paſt, 
___ The pomp was darien'd, aud the day ofercaſt ; 


| The world's great Vidor paſs'd unheeded by; 


* Aud ſhew you have the virtue to be mav'd. 
With honeft ſcorn the firſt ſam'd Cato view'd 
Rome learning arts from Greece, whom the ſub- 


1 ſeene precariouſly ſubGiſts too long 
On French trauſflation, and Italian ſong. 
are to have ſenſe yourſelves; aſſert the ſtage, 
5 =P war md with your own native rage: 5 
5 plays alone ſhould win a Britiſh ear, 43 
As Cato's ſelf had not diſdain'd to hear. 1 


You might have hel the pretty head aſ de, 


POPE'S 


FROLOGUE 
TO Ma: ADDISON's TRAGEDY OF 
CAT O. 


wake the ſoul by teader firokes of art, 
To raite the genius, and to mend the heart; 


Live oer each ſcene, and be what they behokd : | 
For thiz the Tragic Mule firit trod the ſtage, 5 
Commanding tears to ſtream through every age; 
Tyrants no more their ſavag2 nature kept, 


The h-ro's glory, or the virgin's lovez 10 | 


Here tears ſtall low trom a more generous cauſe, 


He bids your breaſts with ancieat ardour riſe, 15 
And calls forth Roman drops from Britiſh eyes. 


What Plato thought, and godlike Cato was: 
But what with pleaſure Heaven itielf Girveys, 20 


Who ſees him act, but envies every deed? 25 
Who hears him groan, aud does c ot wiſh to bleed: 
Ew'n when prod Czſar *midt triumphal cars, 
The ſpoils of nations, and the pomp of wars, 
Ignobly vain, and impotently great, 


The triumph ceas'd, tears guit'd from every eye: 


Her lat good man de jected Rome ador'd, 35 
And honour'd Czfar'3 leſs than Cato's ſword. 
Britons, attend: be worth like this approv'd, 


duced ; 


e 
* 


EPILOGUE 
TO Ms. ROWE JANE SHORE. 


DESIGNED FOR MRS. OLDFIELD, 


RODIG1OUS this ! the Frail-oac of our Play 
From her own ſex thould mercy tid to-day ! 


Peep'd in your laus, been ſerious, thus, 1 | 


POEMS, 332 
The Play may ba- that Roange creature, 


I can't—indeed now—1 fo hate a whore !—- 
Juſt as a blockhead rubs his thoughtlefs ſcull, 


| And thanks his ſtars he was not born a tool; 


So from a fiſter ſinner you ſhall hear, 


How firangely you expoſe yourſell, my.dear r. 
| But let me die, all raillery apart, 


Our ſex are &ill forgiving at their hearts. 
And, did net wicked cuſtom. ſo contrive, 
We id be the beſt, good-natur'd things alive. 


There are, tis true, who tell another tale, 18 


That virtuous ladies envy while they rail: 
Such rage without betrays the fire within 3 
In ſome cloſe coraer of their ſoul, they * 
Still hoarding up, moſt ſeandalouſſy nice, 


Amidſt their virtues a reſerve of vic. 20 


The godly dame, who feſkly failings damns, 
Scolds with her maid, or with ber chaplain crams, 
Would you enjoy ſoft nights, and ſolid dinners? 


Faith, gallants, board with ſaints, aad bed with 
| fuaers. 


Well, if our Author in the wie offends, 23 


| He has a Huſband that will maize ameuds : 

He draws him gentle, ten tender, and forgiving, - 
And ſure ſuch kind creatures may be living, 

Li days of old they pardon'd breach of vows, 

Stern Cato's ſelf was no relentleſs ſpouſe : 


 Plu—Plutarch, what's his name, that writes his 


lite ? 
Tell us, that Cato dearly lov'd his wife: 


Yet if — a night or fo, ſhould need her, 


He'd recommend her as a ſpecial breeder. 


To lend a wite, few here would ſcruple make; 25 | 


But, pray which of you all would take her back? 


| Though with the Stoic Chief our Stage may ring, : 


The Stoic Huſband was the glorious thing. 


| The man had courage, was a ſage, tis true, 


And lov'd his country - but what 's that to you? | 

| Thoſe ſtrange examples neꝰ er were made to fit ye, 
But the kind cuckold might inſtrud the City: 
There many an honeſt man may copy Cato, 
Who ne'er ſaw na ed ſword, or od! ia Plato. 


Ii, ater all, you think it a di) grace, | 45 | 
| That F dward's Niſs thus perks it in your * 


To ſce a piece of ailing fleſh and blood, 
In alt the reſt ſo impudently good; . 
Faith let tue mode l Matrons of the town 


9 Come . in 2 vue ſtare the frumpet i 


SAPPHO 


10 


Pp E o N. 
| Sw. lors 2 youth, that doſt my heart com- 


Can Phann's 0 = forget h s Sappho's hand? 
Muſt then her name the wretched writer prove, 
'To tay — as to thy love! 

y 
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Alx not the eauſe that I new numbers ehuſe, 
The lute neglected, and the Lyric Muſe ; 
Love taught my tears in ſadder notes to tiow, 
And tun'd my heart to Elegies of woe. 

I burn, I burn, as when through ripen'd corn 
By driving winds the ſpreading flames are borne, 
Phaon to Ztne's ſcorching fields retires, 

While I confurne with more than Etnia's fires! 
No more my ſoul a charm in muſic finds, 
Muſic has charms alone for peaceful mins. 
Soft ſcenes of ſolitude no more can pleaſe, 
Lose enters there, and I *m my own diſcaſe. 
No mere the Leſbian dames my paſſion move, 
«, - Once the dear objects of my guilty love z 


3 


g 


15 


All other loves are loſt in only thine, 

Ah, youth ungrateful to a flame like mine! 20 

R charms fur. | 
e 


- Thoſe heavenly looks, and dear deluding ayes? 
The and bow would you like Phcebus bear, 
A brighter Pheebus Phaon might appear ; 
Would you with ivy wreathe your flowing hair, 
Not Bacchus? ſelf with Phaon eould compare: 25 
Yet Plrzbus lov'd, and Bacchus felt the flame, 
One Daphne warm'd, and one the Cretan dame; 
Nymphs that in verſe no more could rival me, 
Than ov ev'n thoſe Gods contend in n with 
30 
F 5 


D 


pPraiſe: 
Though Ale eus more ſubkmely fings, 
And ſtri s with bolder rage the ſounding tirings, 
No lefs renown attends the moving lyre, 35 
Which Venus tunes, and all her Loves inſpire ; 
To me what nature has in charms deny'd, 
Is well by wit's more laſting flames ſupply'd. 
Though ſhort my ſtature, yet my name extends 
To heaven itſelf, and earth's remoteſt ends, 40 
Brown as | am, an Ethiopian dame 
-» Juſpir'd young Perſeus with a g-nerous flame; 
Turtles and doves of differing hues unite, 3 
And gloſſy jet is pair'd with ſhining white. 
If to 3 thou wilt thy heart reſign, 
But ſuch as merit, ſuch as equal thine, 
Zy none, las! i dane dent be ned: 6 
Phaon alone by Phaon muſt be Jov'd ! 8 
» Yet once thy Sappho could thy cares employ, 
Once in ber arms you eenter'd all your joy: 
No time the dear remembrance can remove, - 
For, oh! how vaſt a memory has love 
My Muc, then, you could for ever hear, 
And all my words were muſic to your ear, 
* You ſtopp'd with kiſſes my enchanting tongue, 
And found my kiſſes ſweeter than my long. 56 
Tnall I Peas'd, but moſt in what was beſt ; 
And the laft joy was dearer than the reſt. 
Then u * each word, each glance, each motion 
Fr 
Vou ſtill enjoy'd, and yet you ſtill deſir'd, 
Till all diffalving in the trance we lay, 
And in tumvIt:ous raptures dy'd away. 
The ſair Sicilians now thy foul inflame 
Why was I born, ye Gods! a Leſbian dame? 
But ah, beware, Siciſian nymphs ! nor boaſt 65 
Tut wandering heart which I ſo Lately loſt; 


* 


Oh 


| 2 thee, the laſt and greateſt of 


Venus for thote had ra 


8 =o knew I then how much I was to grie 


60 
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| Nor be with all thoſe tempting words abu? : 
Thoſe tempting words were all to Sappho us'e, 
| And you that rule Sicilia's happy plains, 
Have pity, Venus, on your Poct's pains ! 
| Shall fortune ſtill in one fad tenor run, 
And ſtill increaſe the woes fo fuon begun? 
- Inur'd to ſorrow from my tender years, 


70 


| E 4 aſhes dravk my early tears: 


her next, neglecting wealth and n | 
Ignobly burt d in a deſtructive fame: 6 
An infant daughter late my griets increas'd, 
And all a mother's cares dittra&t my breait. 
Alas, what more could fate itſelt — | 
woes? 
No more my robes in waving purple flow, 

| Nor on my hand the ſparkling diamonds glow; 
No more my locks in ringlets curPd difiuſe 
The coſtly ſweetneſs of Arabian dews, 
Nor braids of gold the varied treſſes bind, 
That fly diſorder'd with the wanton wind: 


fo 


35 = 


For whom ſhould Sappho uſe ſuch arts as theſe ? 1 


Un 's gone, whom only ſhe de{ir'd to pleaſe ! 
— its light darts my tender hoſom move, 
is there cauſe for Sappho ſtill to love: go 
85 trom my birth the ciiters fed my doom, 
And gave to Venus all my life tocome; 
Cr, while my Muſe in melting notes complains, 
My yi:HMing heart meature to my ſtrains. 
By charms like thine which all my foul have 


Won, 


i Who migh not—ab! who would not be undone? = 
For thoſe Aurora ( ephalus — ſcorn, 


conſcious morn: 


And with freſh: bluſhes paint t 
For thoſe might Cynthia Jengthen Phaor's ſeep, 
And bid Endymion nightly tend his ſheep: 109 
thee to the (cies, | 
But Mars on thee might look with Venus? — 
O ſcarce a youch, yet ſcaxce a tender boy! 
O uſeful — for lovers to employ ! 
Pride of thy age, and glory of thy race, 
1 to theſe arms, and meft i in this embrace ! 
e vows you never will return, receive; 


I ͤAnd take at leaft the love you will not give. 


See, while I write, my words are loit iu tears! 
The leſs my ſenſe, the more my love appcars. 110 
Sure 'twas not much to bid on- kind adieu; 

(At leaſt to feign was never hard to you !) 


ITarewell, my Leſbian love, you might have ſaid; of 


Or coldly thus, Farewell, oh Leſbian maid ! 
No tear did you, no parting kiſs receive, 115 
eve, 

o Iover*s gift your Sappho could confer, 
And wrongs and woes were all you left with her. 


No charge I gave you, and no charge could give, | 


| But this, Be mindful of our loves, and live. 120 
Now by the Nine, thoſe powers ador'd by me, 
And Love, the God that ever waits on these, 
When frit I heard (from whom I hardly knew) 
| That you were fled, and all my joys with you, 
Like ſome fad ſtatue, ſpeechleſs, pale I ftood, 125 
Grief 2 my breait, and ſtoppꝰd my freezing 
blood; 


No fgh to riſe, no tear had power to flow, 


Find in a ſtupid lethargy of woe : 
But when its way th? impetuous paſſion found, 


I rend my treſſes, and my breaſt I wound; 3 130 F 


Ho 2 


ih. th. 4. 4 44 


bk. 4 
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Then fiercer joys; I bluſh to mention theſe, 


As if once more forſaken, I co 


And cloſe my eye: to dream of you a EY 
1 N y gain: | « Thegit, th 


Thau Phryg 
I find the ſhades that veil'd dur } 


For thee the fading trees appear to mourn, 


Night ſhades the groves, and all in filence 28 1754 
All hut the mouruful Philomel and I: 
With mouraful Philomel T join my ſtrain, 
Ef Tereus ſhe, of Phaon I complain. =. 
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non then weep; I curſe, and then complain 
ſow ſwell to rage, now melt in tears again. 


— fiereer pangs diſtract the mournful dame, 


Whoſe frſt- born infant feeds the funeral flame. 


My ſcornful brother with a ſmile appears, 138 
Iniults my woes, and triumphs in my tears: 

His hated image ever haunts my eyes; 

And why this grict? thy daughter lives, he cries. 
Stung with my love, and furious with deſpair, 
All tora my garments, and my boſom bare, 140 


My woes, thy crimes, I to the world proclaim 3 : 


Such inconſiſtent things are love and ſhame 
Tis thou art all my care and my delight, 
* daily longing, and my dream by night: 

O night, more pleaſing than the brighteſt day, 
When fancy gives what abſence takes away, 146 
And, dreſsꝰd in all its vifionary charms, 1 
Re ores my fair deĩerter to my arms! 

Then round your neck in wanton wreaths Itwine; 


Then you, methin ce, as fondly circle mine: 150 
A thouſand tender words I hear a d ſpeak; 


A thouſand melting kiſſes give, and take: 
Yet, while I bluſh, confeſs how much they pleaſe. 


But when, with day, the ſweet delußons fly, 158 


And all things wake to life 3 but I; 


Then frantic riſe, and like fome Fury rove 


grown, 
ian marble, or the Parian ſtone. 
8 before; . 
But, Phaon gone, thoſe ſhades delight no more, 


Ant all with tears the withering herbs bedew. 
And birds defer their ſongs till thy return: 


A ſpring there is, whoſe f.lver waters ſhow, 


Clear as a glaſs, the ſhining ſands below; 180 
BP — Lo.us ſpreads its arms above, 


Shades all the 2 and ſeems itſelf a grove; ; 


Eternal greens the moſſy margin grace, 


Watch'd by the ſyivan Genius of the place. 


Here as Thy, and ſwelPdvwith tear: the flood, 195 


Before my ſight a watery Virgin ſtood : 


Che ſtond and cry*d, O you that love in vain! 


„Fly hence, and ſeek the fair Leucadian main, 

„There ſtands a rock, from whole impending 
ftecp 

4 Apollo's fane ſurveys the rolling deep; 190 

There injur'd lovers, leaping from above, 

« Their flames extinguiſh, and forget to love, 

0 Deucalion once with hopeleſs fury burn'd, 

10 bo vain he lov'd, — Pyrrha ſcorn'd; 


| 


Through Ionelyplains,and through the ſilentgrove; 
As if the ſilent grove, and lonely plains. | 
That knew my pleafures, could relieve my pains 
i view the Grotto, once the fcene of love, 

| The rocks around, the hanging roofs above, 

| That charm'd me more, with native moſs oi - 
IO far more faithl-ſs, and more hard than they? 


ö 


| 


333 


* But when from hence he plung d into the 


« Deucalion ſcorn'd, and Pyrrha low d in vain. 


ho « Haſte, Sappho, hatte, from high Leucadia throw 


« Thy wretched weight, non dread the deeys 
* below .? 
She ſpoke, and vaniſh'd with the voict—I riſe, 
And flent tears fall trickling trom my eyes. 200 
1 go, ye gee” thoſe rocks and ſeas to 


How much I fear, but ah, how muck 3 love ! 
Igo, ye Nymphs, where furious love inſpires ; 
Let female fears fubmit to female fires, 

To rocks and ſeas I fly from Phaon's hate, 
And hope from ſeas and rocks a milder fate. 


| Ye gentle gales, beneath my body blow, 


And ſoftly lay me on the waves below! 

| And thou, kind Love, my inking limbs ſuſtain, 

|} Spread thy ſoft Wings, and watt me Oer N 
main, 


Nor let a lover's death the guiltleſs flood pro- 


On Fhocdur” urine my harp 3 'Þ then befloir, 

And this Inſcription ſhall be plac'd below. 

« Here ſre who ſung, to him that did inſpire, 
Wer ei Spin, Phoebe, ft 21 


P 


| . phane! 


giver, and the-God.a 

But why, alas, relentlefs youth, ah ond 
To diſtant ſeas muſt tender Sappho iy? 
Thy charms than thoſe may tar more 


Ah ! canſt thou doom me to the rocks and ſea, 
Ah! canft thou rather ſee this tender breaſt 


| Daſh'd on theſe rocks than to thy boſom preſsd: 

| This breaſt, which once, n vain! — - 
Herz the preſs'd herbs with bending tops betray 
Where oft entwin'd in amorous folds we lay: 
 Trhifs that earth which once was preſs'd by you, 


well; : 
Where the Loves play'd, and where the 
dwell? | 
Alas! the Muſes now no more i 


bs . gy | 
My languid numbers have forgot to flow, 230 


Aud faney ſinks beneatha weight of woe. 


No more your groves with my glad fongs mall 


ring, 


(Wretch that I am, to call that Phaon mine 1: 
Return, fair youth, and bring along 
Joy to my ſoul, and vigour to my fong : 


But ah! how fiercely burn the Lover's fires? 

Gods! can no Fe no fighs, no numbers, 
move 

One favage heart, or teach it how to love? 


The 2 my prayers, my ſighe, my numbers 


The flying winds have loſt them all tn air! 245 
Oh when, alas! ſhall more auſpicious gales 
To theſe fond eyes reſtore ay welcome ſails ? 


de, 9 = 
And Phoebus? felf is leb a God to me. 5 


Ye Leſbian virgins, and ye Leſbian dames . 
I Themes of my verſe, and objects of my flames, 


1 : 
| My a 


Abſent from thee, the Poet's flame expires; 245 


. * 
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If you reteran—ah-why theſe long delays?» - 
Poor Sappho dics while careleſs Phaon fiays, 
\ © hnnen Wy barks nor fear the watery plain 3 - 
Venus for thee ſhall ſmaoth her native main. 
© Lunch thy hark, ſecure: of proſperous gales; 
Cupid for thee ſhall ſpread the ſwelling fails. 


If you will y (vet ah l. what-cauſe can be, 
Too cruel youth, that you ſhould fly from me?) 
If not. from Phaon | muſt hope for eaſe, 256 | 
Ah let me ſeek it from the raging ſeas: 

To raging ſees unpity d PH remove, 

— Ant cxbey cede to honor —— 


2 


lO : 
NE" -ABELARD. 


* e theſe "WR folitudes and awful cells, 
Jon non pats Fong 


1. When Love 


des 
Yet, tray yy 
2 —— 4 
S Ver pat ps in E ones ff 


8 Tei God's, partes xr 
O write it not, my hnad—the nome appears 
Already written — waſh it out, my tears 


In vain loſt Eloiia weeps aud prays, 18 


| Br hart AI dias and her hand obeys, 
. whoſe darkſome round con 
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Nor foes nor fortune take lo. power away; 
And is my Abchrd leſs kind than they ? 
Tears ſtill are mine, and thoſe I need not ſpare, 
Love but demands what elſe were ſhed in prayer; 
No happier taſk theſe faded eyes purſue; 
To read and weep is all they now can do. 

Then ſhare thy pain, allow that fad relief; 
Ab, more than hare it it, give is all thy chef. 5 
Heaven firſt taught letters for ſome inf. ea q 
Some baniſh'd lover, or ſome captive maid; 
They live, they ſpeak, they breathe what love 

Pires, 

Warm to the ſoul, and faithful to its fires, 
The vir 


Excuſe the bluſk, and pour out all the 


Specd the folt iavrenurte from foul to foul, 


And waft a figh from Indus to the Pole. 
Thou know'f how guiltlefs firſt I met thy . 


d me under Frieadſhip's 


name; 


1 My fancy for m'd thee of angelic kind, 
some emazation of th? All-beauteous Mind. 


Thoſe ſmiling eyes, attem g every ray, 


; | Shone ſweetly lunbent wi celeſtial day. 


F Ea I rav, 

wiſh'd an whom I loy'd a Man. 70 

m and remote the joys of ſaints I fee, 

Nor enuy them that heaven 1 loſe for thee. 

| Curſe on all laws but theſe which love has made! 

Love, free as al 
his light wings and ja a moment fles. 

Let wealth, let honour wait the wedded dame, 


| Auguſt ber deed, and facred be her fame; 


ws | 
bghs and voluntary pa ius: 
Ve grots an Tanner e gd wi horrid thorn ! 
| 'Surines! where their 4 vigils pale- eyed virgins 
K 


cep; 
And pitying faints, whoſe flatues learn to weep! | 
Though cold like you, unmov'd aud filent "_ 
I have not yet forgot myſelf to ſtone. 


Allis not Heaven's while Abelard has part, 15 


Still rebel Nature holds out half my heart; 
Nor prayers nor faſts its ſtubborn pujſe rettrain, 
Nor tears for a 1 wen in vain. 
Saon as thy letters trembling I uncloſe, 
That weli-known name awakens all my woes. 30 
On name for ever ſad! forever dear! 
till breatlyd in {.ghs, {till uſner'd with a tear. 
] tremble too, whercer my owa | find, | 
Some dire misfortune follows cloſe behind. 


Lud through a ſad variety of woe: 
Now warm in love, now withering in my bloom, 
Loſt 32 a eonvent's ſulitary gloom! 
There ſtern Religion quenchd th'unwilling flame, 
here dy'd the beſt of paſſions, Love and Fame. 
Yet write, oh write me all, that I may join 
Gries to thy * aud :cho * to thine. 


Before true 
| Fame, w 


| Yerugged ro "ay remnant | 


on all. hoſe views remove; 


The jealous God, when we prophane his fires, 
reſtleſs paſions in revenge infpires, 


| harp — miſtaken groan, 
Who ſeek in love for aught but ps 
Should at my feet the world's maſter fall, | 


Aeon , Pd ſcorn them 


Nv, make me miſtreſs to the man I love. 
If there be yet another name more tree, 
More fond than miſtreſs, make me that to thee ; 


go 
Ot happy ſtate! when ſouls each other draw, 
When love is liberty, and nature law : 
All chen is full, poſſeſſing and poſſeſs'd, 
| No cravivg void leſt aching in the breatt : 


A Ex%n thought meets thought, e*re from the lips it 
? Lice after line my guſhing eyes overflow, 35 


part, 
| And each warm wiſh ſprings mutual from the 
heart. 
This ſure is blifs (if bliſs on earth there be) 
And once the lot of Abelard and me. 


riſe ! 


i 


s with without her fears i 38 


have I faid, 
air, at fight of human ties, 3 | 


and honour! what are you to Love? 


E ˙ OO GGC Geo eomnuels  ocugutacd—=wc  _ 2 


Not Cæſar'ꝰs empreſs would 1 deign to prove 3 bs, 


Alas, how chang'd! what ſudden horrors 
— A naked Lover bound and bleeding lies“ 0 
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Where, where was Hole? her voice, her hand, But over the twilight groves anct duſt y caves, 
Her ponyard had pp the dire command. Fong-ſounding aifles, and intermingled grave*, 
Barbar ian, ftay : that bloody ſtroke reſtrain ; | 
The crime was common, common be the pain. A death-like filence, and a dread repoſe ; 

I can no more; by ſhame by rage ſuppreſs*d, 105 | Her gloomy preſence iad (dens all the ſeene, 
Let tears and burning bluſhes ſpeak the reſt. Shades every flower, aud darkens every green, 

Canſt thou forget that ſad, that folemn day, Deepens the murmur of the falling Joors, 
When victims at yon altar's foot we lay? And breathes a browner horror on the weeds, 150 
Canit thou forget what tears that moment fell, | Yet here for ever, ever muſt þ tay ; 

V ben, warm in youth, I bade the world farewell? | Sad proof how well a lover can obey ! 

As with cold lips I kif/d the ſacred veil, =} Neath, only death, can break the ting chen z 
The ſhrines all trembled, and the lamps grew pale: | And here, ev'n then, ſhall my cold duſt re main: 
Heaven ſcarce believꝰd the Conqueſt it ſurvey'd, | Here all its frailties, all its flames reſgn. 175 

And Saints with wonder heard the vows I made. And wait till *tis no hn to mix with tki:e. 


Yet then, to thoſe dread altars as I drew, 115 Ah, wretch | believ'd the ſpouſe aof God in vain, 


Not on the croſs my eyes were fd, but you; Confeſs'd within the flave of lore ard man. 
Not grace, or zeal, love only was my call; Aſſiſt me, Heaven! but whence aroſe that prayer ? 
And if I loſe thy love, I loſe my all. Sprung it from piety, or trom defpoir ? 1&0 
Come! with thy looks, thy words, relieve my] Ev'n here, where frozen chaſtity retirccs, 


woe: Love finds an altar for forbidden fres. 

Theſe ftill at leaſt are left thee to beſtow. 120 | I ought to grieve, but cannot what I ought; 

Still on that breaſt enamour'd let me lie, _ - | I mourn the lover, not lament the fault: 
Still drink delicious poiſon from thy eye, T view my crime, but kindle at the view, 125 


Pant on thy lip, and to thy heart be preſs'd ; Repent old pleaſures, and folicit new; 
Give all thou canſt—and let me dream the reſt. | Now turn'd to heaven, I weep my paſt offence, - 
Ab, no! inſtruct me other joys to prize, 125 | Now think of thee, . 


| Withother beauties charm my partial eyes, = | Of all afflition taught a lover yet, 
Full in my view ſet all the bright abode, 'Tis fure the hardett ſcience to forget! toe 
And mate my ſoul quit Abelard for God, „ How ſhall I loſe the fin, yet keep the ſenſe, FE 
A zh think at leaſt thy flock deſerves thy care, And love th? offender, yet deteſt thꝰ offenen? 
Punts of thy hand, and children of thy prayer. | How the dear object from the crime remove, 
From the falſe world in early youth they fled, Or how diftinguith penitence from love? | 
| By thee to monntains, wilds, and deſerts led. Unequal taſk ! a paſſion to reſign, 1958 


Vu rais'd theſe hallow*d walls; the deſert ſmiPd | For vr hearts fo touch'd, ſo picre'd, ſo loſt as mine! 


And paradiſe was open'd in the wild, EY Ere ſuch a foul regains its peaceful ſtate, 
Neo weeping orphan faw his father's ſtores 135 How often muſt it love how —— 


* Our ſhrines irradiate, or emblaze the floors; How often hope, deſpair, reſent, re 


No {Iver ſaints, by dying miſers given, Conceal, diſdain,—do all things but Ws 200 
Niere bribe the rage of ill-requited Heaven; But let — ſeize it, all at once tis fir'd ; 
But ſuch plain roofs as Piety could raife, Not touch'd, but rapt ; not waken'i, bu: intpir U! 1 


And only vocal with the Mater's praiſe, 140 Oh come, oh teach me nature to ſubdue, 


In theſe lone walls (their days eternal bound) | Renounce my love, my life, myſeli—ard yo. 
T beſe moſa- grown domes with ſpiry turrets j Fill my fond heart with God alone, for he 205 | 
crown*d, __ | Alone canrival, can ſnccee:l to thee, 
Where awful arches make a * nicht, | — How happy is the blam-!efs Veital'; lot; 
And the dim windows ſhed a ſolemn light; The work forgetting, by the world forgot ! 
Thy eyes diffus'd a reconciling ray, 145 Eternal ſun»ſhine of the fpntlefs mind! 
And gleams of glory brighten'd all the day. Each prayer accepted, and each with rei gn'd; 
But now no face divine contentment wears, Labour and reſt that e:;ual periods keep; 118 
Tis all blank ſadneſs, or continual tears. _ 4 | «© Obedient ſlumbers that can wake and weep?” 
See how the force of others prayers I try, Defires compos'd, atteftions ever even; 7 
0 RO (0 pious fraud of AMmoreys charity !) 1 1 50 i Tears that delight, and ſighs that wait to 1 : 
But why ſhould I on ethers prayers depend? + Geace ſhines around her with ſereneſt beams, 21 


Come thou, my father, brother, huſband, friend! And whiſper ing Angels prompt her golden dreams. 
Ah, let thy hand maid, ſiſter, daughter, move, For her tl? untading roſe of Eden blooms, | 
And all thoſe tender names in one, thy love ! And wings of Seraphs ſhed divine perfumes; 

The darkſome pines that oer yon rocks reclin'd | For her the ſpouſe prepares the bridal ring ; 

Wave high, and murmur to the hollow wind, For her white virgias Hymenzl ſing; 


222 
| The wandering ſtreams that ft.ine between the To ſounds of heavenly harps the dics away, 
hills, 


| And melts in viſions of eternal day. 
The grots that echo to the tinkling rills, Far other dreams my — ſoul etaploy, 
The dying gales that pant upon the trees, Far other raptures of unholy 
The la'zes that quiver to the curling breeze; 100 | When, at the cloſe of each fad, 3 day, 
No more theſe ſernes my meditation aid, Fancy reſtores what vengeance ſnatch'd away, 
Or lull to re the vit: mary maid, Then conſcience ſleeps, and le: aving nature free, 


A my looſe ſoul unbonnded f prinz 's mee, 


Black Melancholy fits, and round her tlirows 163 


—_— — — — — 


1 
11 


Sotf as the ſlumbers of a ſaint forgiven, 
And mild as opening gleams of promis'd heaven. | 


+ Stain all my ſoul, and wanton in my eyes. 


Tuy image ſteals between my God and me, 
Thy voice I fcem in every hymn to hear, 1 


336 5 
O curſt, dear horrors of all-coriſcious night ! 


r glowing guilt exalts the keen delight? 230 
ing Demons all reſtraint remove, , 
ſtir within me every ſource of love. 
thee, view thee, gaze Oer all thy charms, 
my claſping arm 


” * . 


* 


The phantom flies me, as unkind as you. 
I call aloud; it hears not what I fay: _. 
I ſtreteh my empty arms; it glides away. 
To dream once more I cloſe my willing eyes; 
Ye ſoft illufons, dear deceits, ariſe! 2240 


Alas, no more! methinks we wandering go 
Through dreary waſtes, and weep each other's 


Sudden you mount, you beckon from the ficies ; 


Clouds interpoſe, waves roar, and winds ariſe. 
I ſhriek, ſtart up, the ſame ſad proſpect find, 
And wake to all the griefs I left behind. 
For thee the fates, ſeverely kind, ordain 
Thy life» fong dead — 
Ife a m : 3 251 
ö and no blood that glows. 
Still as the ſea, ere winds were taught to blow, 


285 
Come, Abelard! for what haſt thou to dread? 


The torch of Venus burns not for the dead. 


Nature ſtands check d ; Religion diſapproves : 
Eꝰn thou art t Eloiſa loves. 280 

Ah, hopeleſs, lifting flames ! like thoſe that burn 
To licht th? dead, and warm the unfruitful urn, 
| ſcenes appear where*er I turn my view ! 

The dear ideas, where I fly, purſue, | 
Riſe in the grove, before the altar riſe, 265 


IT waſte the matin lamp in fighs for thee, 


With every bead I drop too ſoft a tear. 250 
When from the cenſer clouds of fragrance roll, 


And felling organs lift the riſing foul, 


One thought of thee puts all the pop to flight, 


Prieſts, tapers, temples, ſwim before my ſight: 

i ſeas of flame my plunging ſoul is drown*d, 275 
While Altars blaze, and An able ro 
W While proftrate here in humble grief I lie, 


gels tremble round. 


Kind, virtuous drops juſt gathering in my eye, , 


While, praying, trembling, in the duſt I roll, 


And dawning grace is opening on my ſoul: 290 

Come, if thou dar'ſt, a l charmiag as taou art! 
Oppoſe thyſelf to Heaven; diſpute my heart; 
Come, with one glance of thoſe deluding eyes 


Blot out each hright idea of the Ries; 


Take back that grace, thoſe ſorrows, and thoſe 
tears 3 | | 
Tate back my fruitleſs penitznce and prayers ; 


21tch me, juſt mounting, from the bleſt abode ; 


Init the fiends, and tear me from my God! 
No, fly me, fly me, far 4s Pole from Pole; 


die Ap between us! and whole nywug n! 


-POPE* 


| | loves 
pleaſure and from pain; | 


Ss POEMS. 


Ah, come not, write not, think not onee of me, 


Nor ſhare one pang of all I felt for thee, 
Thy oaths I quit, thy memory reſign ; 
Forget, renounce me, hate whate%er was mine. 
Fair eyes, and tempting looks (which yet I view!) 
Long lov'd, ador'd ideas, all adieu! 296 
O Grace ſerene ! O Virtue heavenly fair! 
Divine oblivion of low - thoughted care 
Freſi.-blooming Hope, gay daughter of the :y ! 
| And Faith, our early imm i 300 
Enter, each mild, each amicable gueſt; 
Receive and me in eternal reft ! 
Bee in her cell ſad Elviſa ſpread, 
| Propt on ſome tomb, a neighbour of the dead. 
In each Jaw wind methinks a Spirit calls, 30 
And more than Echoes talk along the walls. | 
Here, as I watch'd the dying lamp around, 
From yonder ſhrine I heard a hollow ſound. 
E _ _ come ” (it ſaid, or ſeen'd to 
„ | | 
| « Thy place is here, ſad ſiſter, come away! 310 
« Once like thyſelf, I trembled, wept, and 
cc * | . 6 | | 
victim then, though now a fainted 
6 ds | ” 
6 But all is calm in this eternal fleep; 
c Here grief forgets to groan, and love to weep 
« Eva ſuperſtition loſes every fear; 315 
1 For — Soy man, abfolves our frailties 
la yea td 


Celeſtial palms, and ever-blooming flowers, 
Thither, where ſinners may have reſt, I go, 
Where flames refin'd in breaſts ſeraphic glow : 
Thou, Abelard! the latt fad offce pay, 321 
| And ſmooth my paſſage to the realms of day; 
See my lips tremble, and my eye-balls roll, 

Suck my lat breath, and catch my flying ſoul! 
Ah no- in facred veſtments mayſt thou ſtand, 
The hallow'd taper trembling in thy hand, 226 


— Preſent the Croſs before my lifted eye, 


Teach me at once, and learn of me to die. 


Ah then, thy once-lov'd EFloiſa ſee! 


It will be then no crime to gaze on me. 330 
See from my cheek the tran'ent roſes fy! ] 
See the laſt ſparile laguiſh in my eye! 


| Fill every motion, pulſe, and breath be o'er; : 


And even my Abelard be lov'd no more, 

| © Death all eloquent! you only prove 235 
What duſt we doat on, when tis man we love. 
BY Tn when fate ſhall thy fair frame de- 
(That cauſe of all my guilt, and all my joy) 
In trance extatic may thy pangs be drown'd, 

Bright elouds deſcend, and Angels watch thee 


round, | 


| From opening ſkies may ftreaming glories ſ ine, 


And Saints embrace thee with a love lite mine! 
- May one kiad grave unite each hapleſs name, 
And graft my love immortal on thy fame! 
Then, ages hence, when all my woes are oer, 
When this rebellious heart ſhall beat no morc; 

If ever chance two wandering lovers briags 

To Paraclete's white walls and flver ſprings, 

_ C'er the pale marble ſhall they join their heads, 
Ard drink the falling tears each other fi cds 3 350 


a; 


5 The whole creation open to my eyes: 
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Then fadly ſay, with mutual yity mov'd, + 
« O may we never love as theſe have loy'd 
From the full choir when loud Hoſanr as riſe, 
And ſwell the pomp of dreadful facrifice ; 

Amid that ſcene il ſome releuting eye 355 
Gla.:ce oa the itone where our cold relic lic, 
De vatio s felf frall d al a thougut from heaven, 
One human tear ſtall drop, and be forgiven. __ 
Ard fure if fate ſome future bard ſhall join 
Ia fad fimilitude of griets to mine, 370 
Coudemn'd whole years in abſence to deplore, 
Aud image charms he muſt behold no more: 
Such it there be, who loves ſo lo g, ſo well : 
Let him our ſad, our tender ſtory tell! 

Tue well- ſung woes will ſooth my penſive ghoſt; 
Ale beſt eau paint them who ſball feel them moſt. 


— ___ — 


„ 
TEMPLE 
| OF 

YN that foft ſeaſon, when deſcending ſhowers * 
1 Call forth the greans, and wake the riſing 

flowers; Ret), | 
When opening buds ſalute the welcome day, 
« Andearth relenting feels the genial ray: 

As bal my ſleep Swede my cares to reſt, 3 


And love itſelf was ba. id from my brea', 
What time the morn myſterious vi! ons brings, 


| While purer flumbers ſpread their golden wings) 
A A train of pha toms in wild order roſe, | 


And, join'd, this ntellectual ſcene compoſe. 1 

I ſtaod, methought, betwixt earth, ſeas, ardſcies; 
In air ſclf-haka- ed hung the globe below, 
Where mountains riſe, and e reling oceans flow; 


Niere naked roc's, and empty waſtes were ſeen; 


There towery cities, and the foreſts green: 
Here failing ſhips delight the wanderi:'g eyes; 
There trees ad inter mingled temples riſe ; 
Now a clear ſun the ſhining ſcene diſplays; 
The tra+ſient hndſe pe now in clouds decays, ay 
Oer the wide pro ſpect as I gad around, 
Sudden ] heard a wild promiſcuous found, _ 
| Like broken thunders that at diſtance roar, - 


| = Or billes murmuring on the hollow ſhore : 1 
Then gazing up, a glorious pile beheld, 25 


Whoſe towering ſummit ambientclouds conceaPd, 
| High oa a rock of joe the ſtructure lay, | 
Steep its aſcent, and ſippery was the way - 
The wonderous rock li e Parian marble '' one, 
And ſeem'd, to diftant ſght, a ſolid ſtone, 30 
laſeriptions here of various Names I view'd, 

Ihe greater part by hoſtie time ſubdued; 
Vet wide was ſpread their fame in ages paſt, 
And Poets oner had promi-'d they ſhould laſt. 
Some freſh engrav'd app-ar'd of wits renown*d ; 
I hold again, nor could their trace be found. 36 
Critics J ſaw, that other rames deface, ; 
And fx their own, with labour, in their place: 
Their own, live others, ſoon —_— refgn'd, 
Or difappear'd, and left the fr? 


Vor. VI. þ 


| Amphion there the loud areating. 
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Nor was the work impair'd by ſtorms alone, 

But felt th* approaches o too warm a ſun ; 

For Fame, impatient of extremes, decays 

Not more by Envy, than exceſs of Praiſe. 

Yet part no injuries of heaven could feel, 45 

Like cryſtal faithful to the graving ſteel: 8 

The rock” high ſummit, in the te mple's ſpade, 

Nor heat could melt, nor beating ſtorm invade.” 

Their names infcrib'd unnumber'd ages paſt 

—_ tine*s firſt birth, with time itſelf ſhall lat; 

Theſe ever new, nor ſubject to decays 
aad grow — the len 


So Zembla's rocks (the · beauteous work of froſt 


| Riſe white in air, and glitter oder the coaſt; 
Pale ſuns, untelt, at diſtance roll away, 25 


And on th* impaſhve ice the lightnings- _ "GY 
Eterval f:.ows the growirg maſs mu. ads | 


Till the bright mountains prop tFiucumbent iley; 


As Atlas t d each hoary pile appears, 


I The 1 d winter of a thouſand years. Co 
Cn tiu | 


is foundation Fame's high temple ſtands; 


| Mupendous pile! not rear'd by mortal hands. 
| Whate'cr proud Rome or artful 

or elder Babylon, its frame excell'd. 

Four faces had the dome, 2nd every face Cx 


Greece beheid,. * 


Cf various ſtruc ure, but of equal grace ! 
Faur brazen gates,. on columns liftcd high, 
Salute the diſſ erent quarters of the ſry. « 


Here fabled ( hiefs ia darker ages horn, SE: 
| Cr Worthies old, whom arms or arts adorn, 7⁰ 


Who cities rais*d, or tam'd a monſtrous race, 
The walls in venerable order graces © 
Heroes in animated marble frown, 

And Legi ators ſeem to think in ſtonee. 


Cn Doric pillars of white marble rear d 


And ſculpture ri'-ng on the roughenꝭd 
In ſhaggy ipoils here Theſeus was beheid,:, 


There great Alcides, ſtoaping with his toll, 


| Reſts on his club, and holds th Refperian fpoi! : 


| Here Orpheus fogs; trees main w'the ſound - 


| Start ſrom their roots, and — ereund ; 
| 3. .* ..+Y 

Strikes, and behold a ſudden Thebes expire K 
| Cyth--ron's echoes anſwer da his. ca, 
And half the mountain rolls into a wall: 


. 


The ing towers like exhalations riſe, 

| growing to | ; 
And the hege enlumns heave into the feies; © - 
The Eaſtern front was glorious to behold, - 


i With diamond famin and Barbarie «lil, - 
There'Ninus ſhone, who ſpread tbe Aſlyvian fame, 


And the great fobnder ef the Perſian name: 96 


ſhades | 
To midnight banquets in the glimmering glades; 
Made viſonary fabrics round them riſe, 


ind, 40 


And airy ſp:2res ſkim before their eyes ; 
Eu 


7 
gth of days. 


We#ward, a ſumptrous frontiſpiece appear d, 


 C rown'd with an architrare of antinue mold, g 5 


And Perſeus dreadful with Ninerenv bild: 26 


There mighe you ſes the lengidenive ſpires end, 
The domes ſwell up, the —— arches bend, g 


There in lang robes the roval Magi ard, 
I Great Zoroaſter waves the cirelirg wund! 
| The ſage Chaldæ ans rob'd in white appear'd, 
And Brachman'*, deep in deſert weods rever'd. 
| Theſe Kopp'd the moon, and call d th embody'd 


r O_—_ —_—z 


. 


But chief were thaſa, who not for mpire 6 


o 
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Of Talifmans end 87 ils knew the \- Much  ſufigring heroes nexttheir honours clal n, 
And careful watch'd = Planetary Thoſe of leſs noi y, and Icf guilty ſaine, 


and alone, Confucius — | 

yght that uſeful ſcienoe, to be good, 
— So a long majettic race 
gots Prints the gilded niches grace, 110 


crib'd the ſtarry ſpheres, 


i ſtruck my view, 
ſcepter'd ſlaves in golden harneſs drew : 
His hands a bow and pointed ſavelin hold; x15 
His giant limbs are ar mid in ſcales of gold. 
| the ſigtues ObeliQ:s were plac'd, 
the lexro'd walls with Hieroglyphics grac'd. 
Of Gothig ſtructure was the Northern ſide, 
Oerwrought with ornaments of barbarous pride. | 
There huge Coloſſes roſe, with trophies crowned, 
And Runic characters were grav'd around. 
| There ſate Zamolxis with erected eyes, 
Odin here in mimic trances dies. 
on-rude iron columns, ſmear'd with en 
The horrid ſorms 0; Scythian heroes ſtond. 126 
_m—_ — Bards (their once loud harps une 
1 ung 
And youths that died to be by Poets faog, 
Theſe and a thouſand more of doubtful fame, 
To whom old fables gave a laſting name, 130 
In ranks adorn'd the Temple*s —_— face; 
The wall in luſtre and effect like glaſs, 


Which, oer each object — 
J 


Enlarges ſome, and others iphes: _ 
Nor void of emblem was the myſtic wall, 
For thus romantie Fame increaſes all. 

_ The Temple ſtakes, the founding . un» 


fold, 
————— and roofs of fretted gold: 
| Rai . 


3 Troy flam' d in burzüng gold, and or 88 | 


. 
E e e form of Time wa 


is pion Il | 


Sn . an 10 
nerd wi L views 
Youth that all Wingo — kin: ſubdued) - 


His feet on 


ſceptres and tiaras trod, 


And his horn'd head hely'd: the Libyan God, 154 


| Thom! Cmſar,/ with both Minervas, ſhone; 
ar, . | 5 OWN 
Unmaoyv'd; ſuperior, ſtill in every fate, 


And festes deteſted in his Country's tate. 
Br; with their toils their people”s ſafety. boug 


| 1 165 | 


Tunoleon, ' - brother's, 

Bold Scipio, faviour 1 Roman ſta tec 15 
Great in his triumphbs, in retirement great; 
And wiſe Aurelius, in whoſe well- taught mind 
With boundleſs power unbounded virtue join d, 
Eis eun ſtrict judge, aud . — 


Fa r virtueꝰs filent train: fupreme of theſe 150 
Here. ever ſhires the godli: e SOCrates 3 

He whom ungrateful Athens could expell, 

At all times juſt, but when he figr'd the Shell: 
He re his abode the martyr Procion claims, 


Unconquer'd ( ato. ſhews the wound he tore, 
* Brutus his ill Genius ts no more. 


But in the centre of the hallow d choir, 
Six pompous columns oer the reſt aſpire ; 


Hold the chief honours, aud the ſane command. 
High on the firtt, the mighty Homer ſhone ; 
Eternal adamant compogd his throne 3 

Father of verſe ! in holy fillets drett, 


In years he ſcem'd, but not impair'd by peers, 
The wars of Troy were round the pilbr ſeen: 


Here fierce Tydides wounds the C yprian Queer; 
Here Hector glorious from Patroclus? fall, 142 


Here dragg'd in triumph round the T rojan wall. 
Motion and life did every part iuſpire, 
Bold was the work, and prov'd the maſter”: 

A ſtrong expreſſon moſt he ſeem'd © aflect, 


A column next in rank appear*d, 
On which a ſhrine of pureſt gold was rear'd; 
Einiftd the whole, and labour every part, 


| 3s| 5 | With patient touches of unwearied art: 
' | The Mantuan there iu ſober triumph fate, 20 


| Compos'd his poſture, and his loos ſedute ; = 
| On Homer full he fred a reverent exe, 
| Great without pride, in modeſt majeſcy. 
In living ſculpture on the # des were ſpread 


The Latian wars, and haughty Turnus dead; 


Eliza ſtretch'd upon the funeral pyre, _ hand - 


Eneas bending with his aged pre: 


Anus AND THE MAX in galden cyphers ſlope. 


| Four ſwans ſuilain a car of flver bri ght, 276 


Wich heads advanc'd, aud d firetchyd for 


. 


Vith Agis, not the laſt ot Spartan names: 2. 58 
Around the ſhrine itſelf of Fame they ſtaud, 187 | 


His Clever beard wav'd gently oer his breaſt; 12% | 
Though blind, a boldneſs in his Iooks appears, 


And bere and there diſclos'd a brave negle dt. 195 


A. ds r 


a a nm - Ot 


fight : R$ 


Here, lie ſome furicus prophet, Pindar rode, 
And ſeem?'d to lbour with th inſpiring C cd. 
| Acroſs the harp a careleſs hand he fings, 

Ard boldly 


Neptune anl. Jove ſurvey the rapid race. 


The youths hang Oer thoir char icts as they run; 


The very ſteeds ſeem ſtarting from the ftone; 


The champions in diſtorted poſtur>s;threat 3 249, | 
3 Ard all appear'd. irregularly great. 5 


Here bappy Horace tunꝰd the Auſonian br. re 
175 ſweeter ſounds, anq te mper'd. Finder 5 Ere: 


bt, Pleas d with Alczus* manly rage b infulc 


Tie ſofter ſpirit of the Sapphic Muſe. 255 5 
The poli: d pillar different ſculptures grace; 
| A work outlafting-monumental-braſs. _ 


: ; | Here, ſmiling Loves and Bacchanals appear, 


| The Julian ſtar and great Auguſtus. here, 
| The Doyes that round the infant Foet: ſared 227 
Myrdles and bays, hung hovering oer bis. bead. 
| Here, in a ſt xine that caſt a dazzling-Lett, 
Sate rd ig thought the mighty Stag rite ; 


— 


finks into the ſounding ſtrings. 27; 2 
The fgur'd games of Greece the calump grace, 
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{lis Lered henda rant Lolliaz crownd,. . Firſt at the ſhrine the Learned world appear, 
And various Ai mals his tides ſurround 3 © 235 | And to the Goddeſs thus prefer their prayer. 


His piercing ey29, erect, appear to view Long have we ſought t inſtrutandpleaſe 
Superior. worlds, and loot all Nature through, | With ſtudirs pale, with midnight vigils blind; \ 
Wirh equa] rays immortal Tully ſhone, But than ku by few, rewarded yet by none, 


The Roman Rottra dee dd the Conſul's throne, | We here appeal to thy ſuperior throne : 
Gathering his flowing robe, he fend to ftaad | Cu wit and learning the juſt prize beitow, 
T1 ad to ipeal;, and graceful firetch'd his hand. | For Fame is all we muſt expect below. 305 
Beaind Rome*s Genius waits with Civic crowns, | The Goddeis heard, and bade the Muſes raiſe 
Aud the great Father ot his country owns. The golden Trump. t of eternal Praife : 
Th-ie maſſy columns in a arcle riſe, 244 | From pole to pole the winds din uie the ſound, 
er which a pompous dome invades the ſkies; That fils the circuit of the world around; 
Scar to the top I ttretch'd mg aching fig lit, Not all at once, as thunder breaks the cloud; 316 
do large t ſpread, ad ſwellꝰd to fuch a height. The notes at firit were rather ſweet than loud, 
Full ia the midit proud Fames's imperial feat Ey juſt degrees they every moment riſe, 

With jewels blaz?d maguineently great: Fall the wice earth, and gain upon the ſlæ ies. 
The vivid e neralds there revive the eye, 250 | At every breath were balmy odours ſhed, | 
The fa ning rubies ſhew their fanguiue dye, ' Which ſtill grew ſweeter, as they wider ſpread; 'Y 
Bright azure rays from lively ſapphires firean, | Lefs fragrant ſcents th? unfolding roſe exhales, | 


And lucid amber cas a golden gleam. © Or ſpices breathing in Arabian gales. 
With various-colour'd ligat the pavement ſhone, | Next theſe the good and juſt, an awful train, | 
And all oa fire appear'd the glowing throne; 255 | Thus on their knees addreſs the ſacred ane. f 
The dome s high arch reflects the mingled blaze, | Since living virtue is with envy curs'd, 22a 
And forws a rainbow of alternate rays.” | And the beſt men are treated like the worſt, | 
When on tie Goddeis firit I catt my ſight, Do thou juſt Goddeſs, call our merits forth, | 


Scarce ſeem d her ſtature of a cubit's height; | And give each deed th exact intrinfic worth. 
But ſwell'd to larger fze, the more I gaz'd, 260 | Not with bare juſtice ſhall your act be crown'd 


Till to the roof ber towering front ſhe rais'd, | (Said Fame) but high above deſert renown'd ; | 
| With her, the Temple every moment grew, t fuller notes th? apphauding world amaze, 
» | Aud ampler Vita; open'd to my view: I | Aad the loud clarion labour in your praiſe, 

| Upwaris the columns ſhoot, the roofs aſcend, This band diſmiſs'd behold another croud | 


And arches widen, and long aifies extend. 265 | Prefer'd the fame requeſt and lowly bow'dz = 
Such was her form, as ancient bards have told, | The conſtant tenour of whoſe well-ſpent days 330 
Wings raiſe her arms, and wings her fect iatold; | No leſs deſerv'd a juſt return of praiſe. * 


A thouſa d buſy tongues the Goddeſs bears, But ſtraight the direful Trump of Slander founds ; | 
And thouſand open cyrs, and thouſand liſtening | Through the big dome the doubling thunder | 
MM 5 | bound; | . 


Beneath, in order rang'd, the tuneful Nine 270 Loud as the burſt of cannon rends the ficies, 
(tler virgin handmaids) ſtill attend the ſhrine: | The dire report through every region tes, 335 


With eyes on Fame fer ever fix'd, they ſing; | In every ear inceſſant rumours rung, | 
For Fame they raiſe the voice, and tune the ſtring; | And gathering ſcandals grew on every tongue. | 
With times trſt birth began the heavenly layz, | From the black trumpet's ruſty concave broke | | 


And lau, eternal, through the length of days. Sulphureous flames, and clouds of rolling ſmoke : 
| Around theſe wonders as I caſt a look, 256 | The poiſonous vapour blots the purple ficies, 340 
+ The trumpet, ſounded, and the temple ſhook, | And withers all before it as it flies, 15 
And all tue nations, fumman'd at the call, _ | Atroopeame next, who crowns andarmour wore, w— 
From different quarters fl the crouded hall: | And proud defiance in their looks they bore : . 5 
Of various tongues the mingled ſounds were heard : | For thee (they cry*d) amid:t alarms and itrife, | | 
In various garbs promiſcuous throngs appear d; We ſail'd in tempeſts down the tircam ot li e; 
Thick as the bees, that with the Spring renew © | For thee whole nations fll'4 with flames and blood, _ 
Their flowery toils, and ſip the fragraut dew, | And ſwam to empire through the purple flood. : | 


| Her dulky fields and ſhaded waters fly, 295 | What virtue feem'd, was „ 


Or, ſuttling, feize the ſweets the bloſoms yield, | Arabitious fools! (the Queen reply d, and frownd). 
And a low murmur runs along the field, e all your atts in Gork oli ion drown'ds 
i iltions of fuppliant erouds the ſhrine attend, There feep forgot, with migaty tyrants gone, © | 


And all degrees befor: the Geddefs bend; — | Your ſtatues moulder'd, and your names untnowal f 
The poor, the rich, the valiant, and the ſage, 290 | A ſudden clone ſtraight ſoatch's them from my | 
Ard boaſting youth, and narrative old age. | —_— . | 8 | 
Their pleas were di8rent, their re queſt the fame; | And each maj2 ic phantom ſunk in night. 373 | 
Fer good and bad alixe are fond of Fame. I hen came the ſmall: tribe 1 yet had ſeen ; | 

Some ſte difgrac'd, and fome with - honours | Plain, was their dress and modeſt was their mein. 
| crown*d; OE Great idol of mankird we neither claim 

=: iiniike ſucceſſts equal merits found, 2 Js | The praiſe of merit, nor a pire. to fame | 


Thus her blinel ſiſter, fickle Fortune, reigns, But, ſafe in deſerts from tly applauſe c: mea 342 
A3 undifecraing ſeatters erc wa; and chains, I. Would dig vb Aof, as d liv'd unſeen. | 


| dus I mn” 


- 


| Shves to yourſclves, and ew'n fatigued with caſe, 


Vith rapid motion tur l the manſion round: 
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Tis all we beg thee, to enneeal from ſght 


Thoſe acis of goodneſs which themſelves requite. 


O let us itill the ſecret joy partake, 

To follow virtue ew tor virtne's ſake. 365 
And live there men, who ilight immortal kane! 

Who then with incenſe #7 all adore our name? 

But, mortals! know, ?tis ſtill our greateſt pride, 

To blaze thoſe virtues which the good would hide. 
Rule! Muſes, rite l. add all your tuneful breath; 
Theſe muſt nat ſieep in darkneſs ard in death. 
She ſaid : in air the trembling muſe tloats, 

And on the winds triumphant ſwell the notes : 
go ſoit, though high, fo loud, and yet foclear, 
Evnliftering Angels lean from heaven to hear: 
To fartheſt ſores th Ambrofal [pirit flies, 376 
| Sweet to the world, and grateful to the ſkies. 

Next theſe a youthiultrain their vows expreſs/d, 
With feathers crown'd, with gay embroudery 
___ dreſ4%d; 

Hither, they ery*d, direct your eyes, and ſee 330 
The men of pleaſure, dreſs, and gallantry; 
Ours is the place at banquets, balls, and plays 5 

Sprightly our night, polite are all our days; 
Courts we frequent, where tis our pleaſing care 

To pay due viſits, and addreſs the fair: 
In fact, tis true, no nymph we could perſuade, 

But ſtill in fancy vanquiſh'd every maid; 

Ot un-nown Ducheſſes lewd tales we tell, 
Let, would the world believe us, all were well. 

Tue joy let others have, and we the name, 390 
And what we wa t in pleaſure, grant in fame. 
The Queen aſſents, the trumpet rends the lies, 
| And at each blaſt a-Lady*s honour dies. 
Pleas'd . vad numbers 


85 preſt 
Are und the trioe, anc! made the fame requeſt ; 
What you (ire cry'd), unlearn'd in arts to pleaſe, 


Who loſe a length ef undefervi:'g days, 
Would you uſurp the lover's dear-hought praiſe ? 
To juſt contempt, ye vain pretend rs, fall, 4oe | 
The people's ſable, and the ſcorn of all. 
Btraitzht the black clarion ſe: ds a horrid ſound, 
Loud laughs burſt out, and bitte r ſcofis fly round, 
Whiſpers are heard, with taunt reviling loud, 
And ſarryful hiſſes run through all the crowd. 
 Laitt, thoſe who boatt of mighty miſchicts done, 
Eaſlave their country, or uſurp a throne; 
Or who their glory's dire foundation lay d 
On invzreigns rui:1'd, or on friends betray ; 
Calm. thinking villains, whom no faith could fx, 
Or crogked counſels and dark politics ; 411 
of theſe a gloomy tribe ſurrouad the throne, 
And beg to ma e th immortal treaſons known. 
The trumpet rours, lang flaky flames expire, 
With ſparks that — to ſet the world on Fre, 
At the dread ſnund, pale mortals ſtood aghaſt, 
And ſtartl. d nature trembled with the bhaft, 
This having heard and ſeen, ſome power une 
Fknowan 
coraicht changy'd the ſcene, and ſuatchvd me from 
| the throne; 
Before my view appear'd a firufure fair, 


Its ſte uncertain, if in earth or air; | 


335 | 


| Ar 


I And all So told it added ſomethi g new, 476) 
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Not lefs in number were the ſpacious doors, 
Than leaves on trees, or ſands upon the ſhorc s; 
Which ſtill unt olded ſtand, by night, by day, 
Pervious to winds, and open every way. 

As flames by nature to the ſkies aſcend, 

As weighty badies to the centre tend, 

As to the ſea returning rivers rel}, 

And the touck'd needle trembles to the ple; 
Hither as to their proper place, ariſe 

All various ſounds from earth, and ſeas, and ikies, 
Or ſpoke aloud, ar whiſper'd in the car 3 

Nor ever i lence, reſt, or peace, is here. 435 


230 


As on the ſmooth expanſe of cry: tal lakes 


The ſmking ftone at firſt a Circle makes: 

The trembling ſuriace, by the motion ſtirr'd, 
Spreads in a ſecond circle, thenathrd; . 
Wide, and more wide, the floating rirgs advance. 
Fill ll the watery plain, and to the margin dance; 
Thus every voice and ſound, when firſt they break, 
On reighbouring air a foft imprefſion make; 
Another ambient circle then they move; | 
That, in its turn, impels the next above: 445 


| Through undulating air the ſounds are ſent, 


Acc ſpread o'er all the fluid element 
There various news I heard of love and riſe, 


| Of peace and war, health, fickneis, death, aud 


life, 
Of loſs and gain, of famine and of tore, 
Of forms at ſea, and travel: on the ſtore, 
Of prodigies, and portents ſeen in air, 
Of tres and plagues, and ſtars with blazing Y 
Cf turns of fortune, cianges n the ſtate, 
The falls of favorites, protects of the great, 455 
Of old miſma agement}, tavations bew: 
Al neither wholly falſe, nor wholly true. 


 Ahove, W without, within, around, 
Conus, unnumber'd mul · tudes are found, | 
Who paſs, repaſs, advance, a d glide away 460 
 Hofts raid by tear, ald phanto.ns of a day: 2 
Allrelogers, that future tates forcſhew, 
Projectors, quae 8, and lawyers not a fer; 

ry prieſts, ad party 2: alot, numerous bands 
With home- bor. lies, or tales from for gi, lands; 
Fach tal. d aloud, or in ſome ſecret place, 466 
In every ear it ſpread, on every to1.gue it grew. 


And wild impatience ftar'd n every lace. 
Thus tying eaſt and weſt, a: d north a. d ſouth, 


459 


Scarce any tele was ſooner heard tha. wh; 


Ard all who hear it made ei large me te tov, 


The flying rumour: gather as they rolPd 
News travell'd w th i:creale from mouth to mouth. 


| So from a ſpark, that kindled firſt by chance, 475 


With gathering force the quickening fiames ad- 


vance ; 


1 Till to the dowd their curling heads aſpire, 


And towers and temples fink in foods of fire. 


When thus ripe lies are to periection ſprung, 
Full grown, ard tit to grace a mortal tor gue, 429 
| Through thouſand veuts, mens, forth they 

4 flow, . | 
And ruth 3 in millions on the wor!d below, | 
Fame fits aloti, and privts them out their courſe. 


| . walls reſound: 


—_— 


. 


Tbeirdate e ar. d — their farce: 


But the fall'n ruins ot annther's fame; 


POPE'S 
3>me to remain and ſome to periſh ſonn : 435 
Or wane and wax alternate like the moon, 
Around, a thouſand winged wonders fly, | 
Borne by the trumpet's bliſt, and ſeatter' d thro? 
the ſky. - 
There, at one paſTage, oft you might ſurvey 
A lie and truth contending for the way; 490 
And long was doubtful, both fo cloſely pent, 
Which firſt ſhould iſſue through ** narrow ven: 
Az }a:i agreed, together out y fly, 
Inſe parable now, the truth and ye ; 
The ſtrict companions are for ever join'd, 495 
And this or that unmix'd, no mortal e*er ſhall find. 
While thus I ſtood, intent to ſec and hear, 
One came, methought, and whiſper'd in my ear: 
What could thus high thy raſh ambition raife ? 
Art thou, fond youth, a candidate for praiſe ? 500 
iris true, ſaid I, not vnid of hopes I Cw 
For who ſo fond as youthful bards of fame? 
But few, alas ! the caſual bleſſing boaſt, 
So hard to n to eaſy to be bt, 8 
How vain Eb Ap in others breath, gag 
Th eftate which wits inherit after death ! 
Eaſe, health, and lite, for this they muſt reſ gu, 
(Unſure the tenure, but how vaſt the fine l) 
The great man's curſe, without the gains, endure, 
Be envy'd, wretched, and be flatter'd, poor; 510 
All vcklets wits their enemies profeſt, 
Andi all ſucceſsful, j s friends at beſt. 
Nor Fame | fight, nor for her favours call.; 
She comes unlon:2deior, if ſhe comes at * 
But if the purchaſe coſts ſo dear a p ce 
As ſoothing Folly, or yours, * Tf 
Oh! if the Muſe muſt flatter lawleſs 3 
And follow ſtill! where fortune leads the way 3 
Cr if no haſis bear my rifng name, 
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29 
Ihen, teach me, heaven! to ſcorn the guilty 15 
Drive (rom my breait that wretched luſt of praiſe; 
Ublempiſt'd let me live, or die un:nown;, 

Un . ! 


JANUARY 
AD 
if OR 


THE HIER CHANT'S TALE. 


| FP.OM CHAUCER. 
ERE liv*d in Lombardy, as Authors write, 


| 


Augments his joys, or mitigates his pains, Wy 


| Like empts ſhadows, paſs, and 
One ſolid comfort, our eternal wite, 
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But in due time, hon ſixty years were ofer, 
He vow'd to lead this vicious life no more: 10 
Whether pure holineſs inſpir d his mind, 


Or dotage tury'd his brain, is bard to fnd ; 
But his high courage pr ck d him forth to wed, | 
And try the pleaſures of a lawful bed. 


This was his nightly-dream, his daily care, 
And to the heaven.ly powers his eonſtant 
Once e er he dy, to taſte the — ke 
| Of a kind huſtand and a loving wife | 
Theſe thoughts be tor:ity'd with reaſon fil, 
(For none want reaſon to confrm their will). 20 
Grave authors ſay, and witty poets ſing, 
That honeſt wedlock is a glorious thing: 
But depth of j nt moſt in him appears, 
Who wiſely weds in his maturer years, 
Then let him chuſe a damſel young and nw 25 3 
To bleſs his age, and bring a worthy heir ; 
To ſooth his cares, and, free from noiſe and ſtriſe, 
Conduct him gently to the verge of life. | 
Let finful batchelors their woes de plore, 
Full well they merit all they feel and more: 
Unaw'd by precepts human or divine, 
| Like birds and bcafts promiſcuouſly they join: 
ow know to make the preſent bleſſing lait, 
To hope the future or e:teem the paſt : 
But vainly boaſt the joys they never try'd, 
And find Uivulged the ſecrets they would bide. 


= 


| The mary'd man may bear his yoke with caſe, |, 


Secure at once himſelf and heaven to pleaſe ; 

And paſs his inoffenſfive hours away, | | 

In bliſs all night, and innocence all day: 40 

Though fortune change, his conan ſpouſe re- 
mains, 


| But [ws pure which euvious tongues. will ; 
re? | 

0 Some wicked wits lav libell d all the fair, 

With matclileſs impud-nce they ſtyle a wife 45 

The dear- bought curic, and lawjul PRE or liie 3 


| A boſom- ſerpent, a domeſtic evil, 


A night invaſ on, and a mid-day devil. 

Let not the wiſe theſe ſlande rous words 

But curſe the bones of every lying bard. 
All other goods by fortune's hand are given, 
| A wite is the peculiar gift of heaven. 

Vain fortune*s favours, never at a ſtay, 
glide away 3 


5 . 


Abuudar tly ſupplies us all our liſe: od 5 


| | This bleſſing laſts (if thoſe who try ſay _ 


As long as heart can wiſh—aad longer too. 

Our grandlire Adam, ere of eve polieſs'd, 
Alone, an ev'n in Paradiſe unbleſs'd, 60 
With mournful looks the blitsful ſcenes furvey'd, | 
And wander'd in the folitary ſr ade: 


| 


| | The Maker ſaw, took pity, ard beſtow'd 


Woman, the laſt, the bett reſerv'd of Gece. 


Yet, led aſtray by Venus? ſoft delights, 

Fe ſcarce could rule ome idle appetites : 

For long ago, let Prieſts ſay what they 500] 
Wenk fnfnl layinen were dut feth and bloc. 


In days af old, a wiſe au worthy Knight; 
Of gentle manners, as of generous ract, 

Piet with mueh ſenſe, moreriches, and ſome grace } 
| 
my 


A wite ! ah, gentle deities, can he 6; 

That has a wiſe, e*cr feel adverſity ? 

Would men but follow what the ſex adviſe, 

All things would proſper, all the world grow 
wiſe. 

was hy Rebecca's aid that Jacob won 


£lts father's bieſſing from an clder ſun 0 


% 
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Abucve Naval ow*d his ſorſ2it life | FO as Lam, my buſty limbe zyprar IS 
To the wife cout of a prudent wife: Lite winter greens, thet — all tha yer, 
Heroic Judith, as old Hebrews ſhow. - Now, Sirs, you know to what I ftaad irclivd, | 
Prefer vid the Jews amt { ew the Afﬀyrian ſoe: Let every friend with freedom ſpcał his mind. 
At Hetter's ſuit, the perſecuting ſword 73 © He fail; the reit iu ditterent parts di ide; 
Was ſheath'd, and Ifracl liv'd to bleſs the Lord. The knotty point was urg'd on either ide: 143 
Theſe weighty motives, January the ſage Marriage, the theme on which they all dechaimed, 
Maturely ponder'd in his riper age; Some prais'd with wit, and ſome w ih reafou 
Aud, chard with virtuous joys and ſober Ble, band; 


World try that Chrittian comtort, call'd a wie. Till, what with proof?, objections, and replies, 
His friends were ſummo d on a point fo nice, Each wordrous puſitive, aud wondrous wiie, 
Fo paſs their judgment, and to give advice; There fell between hi; brothers a debate; 145 
Put i'd b. fore, aud well reſolv*d was he; Placeho this was ealꝰd aud juitin that. 
(men that aſk advice are wort to be.) | Firit tothe Knight Placebo thus begun 
F My friends, he cry'd (a. d cait a mournful look | (Mil were his looks, and pleating was his tone): 
 Arourd the reom, ard ſgh'd be fore he ſpoke) : | Such prudence, Sir, in all your words appears, 
Benrath the weight of three core years I bend, | As plainly proves, expericuce dwells with years! 
And worn with cares, and hastening to my end; ; Yet you puriue ſage Solomon's ailvice, F;1 
How TI have liv'd, alas! you know too well, To work by counſel when affairs are nice: 
In worldly follizs, which I bluſh to tell; go / But with the Wife Man's leave, I muſt proteſt, | 
Nut gracious heaven has” ope'd my eyes at laſt, So may my foul arrive: at eaſe and reſt 


Vith due regret I view my vices paſt, As itili I hold your own advice the beſt. 155 

And, = the precept of the Church detrees, ff Sir, L have liv'd a Courticr all my days, | 
Will take a wife, and live in holy eaſe. And ftudy'd men, their mancers, aud their ways; 

Nut, fince by counſel all things ſhould be done, And have obferv'd this uſeful maxim {til}, 

Ard many heads are wiſer ftill than one; To let my betters always have their will. 

Chuſe you for me, who bef hall be content Nay, it my Lord affirm'd that black was white, 


When my defre's approv'd by ydur conſent. My word was this, Your bonout *s in the right, 


One caution yet is needful to be told, Th aſſuming Wit, who deems himiclt fo wiſey : 


Lo guide your choice 3 this wiſe muſt not be old: As his miſta en patron to adviſe, | 
There goes a ſaying, and %twas frewdly _ Let him not dare to vent his — thought, 


Ota fiſh at table but young fleſh in bed. A noble fool was never in a fault. tos 
Fly ſoul abhors the taſteleſs, dry — I This, Sir, affeds rot you, whoſe every word 
_ Cf a itale 5 with a winter face: | Is weightd with judgment, and bets a Lr: 


Ia that cold feaſon Love but treats his 20 104 | Your will is mine; and is (I will mai: w_ 
With bean- ſtraw, and tough forage at the beſt Plcaiing to God, and ſhould be fo to ma! 
Io crafty widows all approach my bed; 
flieſe are too wiſe for bachelors to Wed: Who dare to wed in your declining days. 71 
As ſubtle cleri.s by many ſchools are made, | Indulze the vigour of your mounting blood, 
Twice marry'd dames are miſtreſſes o/ th? wales Aud let grey fools be indolently good, | 
But young and tender virgins, ruPd with enfſe, Who patt all pleaſure, damn the joys f ſcaſe, 


* 8 TOM i: Wax, . 1d mould them as w pleaſe. Wi iti rcvernd dulaoeſs, and grave impotencs. 175 | 
Conceive me, Sire, nor take my ſenſe amits; 1 Juitin, han filent fat, and heard the mau, 


”[i> what concerns my ſoul's eteri.al bliis: Thus, with a philoſopbic frown, _ 

Since if I found wo prong gh in my ipoulc, mg. A heathen author of the fir it _ 
As ''efh is frail, and who (God help me) inows (Who, tough not Faith, had Senſe a5 well 25 we) . 
Taen I ft ould live in J-wd adultery WEE: | Bids us be certain our coucerns to truſt 2185 
Ard fink 6ownright to Satan when I die? To thoſe of generous principles, and juſt. | 
Gr wer? [ curs'd with an unfruitivl bed, The venture 's gr2ater, I Il preſume to fay, | 


Ihe rizhtevus eud were loft, for which I wed ; | 'To give your perſon, than your goods away: 
To rife up ſ-cd to bleſs the powers above, 121 | And therefore, Sir, as you regard your relt, 


An' not for pleaſure only, or for love. Firſt learn your lady's qualities at leaſt: 18; 
ink Fot J doat; tis time to take a wife, Whether i.e 's chaite or rampant, proud or civil, 
ww en vizerous blood forbids a citafter lite: Meek as a faint, or hanghty as the devil; : 


Thee that are Hit with ſtore of grace divine, 125 | Whether an eaſy, fond, familiar fool, 
hp wo Hive like foints, by heaven's confent and mine. Or ſuch a wit as no man e er can rule. 


Ai. fnce I ſpeak of wedleek, let me fay, liz true, perſe gion none muſt hope to fn 159 
65 „ i wk ny fars, i in modeſt truth I may) In all this world, much leſs in womankind; 
25 „ imbs me active, ft Pm ſourd at heart, But, if her virtues prove the larger ſhare, 
ea EW vigovr ſprings in every part. 130 Bl:i5 the kind fates, and think your fortune rate. 
ink not my virtue loft, though time has ſhed Al, gentle Sir, take warring of a friend, 
T b fe reve rend honours on my heary head; V ho knows too well the fte you thus commend : 


Thus tre:3 are crown'd with bloſtoms white as And, ſpite of all his praiſes, muſt declare, 1% 
ſnow, All he can find is bentlage, coſt, and care. 
TH: vil frm chen riſag from below ; 1 | 


ens ef te ad oa ie a7 a. woe 9. ria6z=z. oc zeas 
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At leatt, your courage all the world mum praiſe, | 


„n © 3 RR XY or CL RO IO * 


W ö ad wm =a9 tm asn r 


© A Mirroue ſr os ths Fgures roving by; 


But cv ry charm 


licaæren knows, I ſhed full many a private tear, 
And fg in {lence, len the werld M. ould hcor ! 
While all my friends applaud my bliſsful lice, 
And ſwear no mortal i bappicr in a wie; 201 
Demure and chatte as any veftal Nun, 
"he meeke ſt creature that beholds the fun! | 
But, be the im, nortal powers, I ic the pain, 
And he that ſmarts has rcaſon to complain. 205 
Do what,you liſi, for me; you nuit be age, 
And cauticus ſure 3 .10r, WiiGonm, is in age: | 
But at theſe y. ars, to, venture on the iairzg 
By hin who made the ocgan, earth, ant air, 
Lu pl-ate a wil, when her occalious call, 210 
Would buſy the moit vigorous oc us all 
And truſt me, Sir, the chaſts{ you can. chuſe 
Will zur cbtervance, aud exact her dues. 
If what 1 ſyeak my roble Lord oflend, 
My.tedious ſermon here is at an, end. 214 
Tis well, s wougrous well, tue Kaight re- 
Nfoſt wth. — faith you ire mighty wiſe! 
We, Sir, are fools, and mutti revgn the cauſe 
To heatheniſh authors, proverbs, and old laws. 
He ſpoke with ſcorn, and turnꝰd agothcr way — | 
Whag does my ſriand, my dear Placabo, ar? 
I fay, quoth he, by heaven 
To ſlander wives, and wedlack's holy maine. 
At this the council roſe, without delay; | 
Each, in his own opinion, went his way; 225 
With full conſeut, that, all diſputes appea d, 
Tube knight ſhould marry, when and where ke 
| pl-a5'd. %% er wo, | 
VWhe-now but January exults with. joy? 
The charms of wedloct: ail his foul employ 3 
Lach ny mph-by turas his wave ving rind poſſeſt, 
And reigud the ſhort- lid tyrait of ids breaft ; 
Whilc fancy pictur'd every Brel par, 
And each bright jimnage wander'd Ort his heart. 
Tus, in forme public Forum vu on high, 


; 


4 
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Still one by one, in ſwittdſuceciong paſs 

The aldi ſhadows oer the poliſn'd glaſs. 

1¹ Lady 

But vile ſuſpicions had aiper-*dherfame'; 

Tut was with ſe: ſo, but nat & it virꝛue, bleſt; 
Md h bad grace, ij at war te; all the reſt, 241 


I C. „ ab loft open th: vouthful Map. | 
Flor fh br knew not, Love is alu ay blind, 
revaolv'd within his nt: 
luer te: derage, her form diviancly fair, 
Mer eaſy uin her attract d , 
er feet hebaviour, hor cachanting face, 


Her moving ſoftneſs, and mazeitic grace, 


Ahe dogbtidis long what nymph he (auld obey, | 


Much ia bis prudence did our knight rejoice, 
Apd though; no mort. cond diſpute ne choice : 
Cnce more in halle he ſummarer*d every friend, 
Aud tchl them all, their pains were at aa e. 
 VToaver, that (faul he) infpir'd me fir to wed, 
 Byreyides a copſort worthy of my hed: 

Let none oppoſe the” dect m, ſnce An this 
Deperds my oviet, aac my ſuture dlifs. 

A dame there is, the darling of my cyes, 
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Cf hoack parents, and may ſerve my turn. 
Her wjil IJ wed, if gracious Feavca {o plat, 
To paſs my age in /aiflity ard cate ; 

And thanx the powers, 1 roy poflcis alone 


| My Joys are full, any happize!s 35 fare, 


The parents, 


Andr hei Hate the bridegroom: and the tris 


Yrungs beautzous, artleſs, innocent, aud wiſe ; 


Chaſic, though net rick ; aud, thought not noble 
born, 200 


7 be lovely. prize, and ſi are my bliſs with non ! 
If you, my frienCe, this virgin can precute, 
Ore only. doubt remains: Full oft I -ve heard, 
By caſuiſts grave, aud deep divincs averi'd, 
That djs too much for hun an race to know 
The LIjfs of heaven deve, and cartl; bole, 
Now ould thy nuptial pl-aferes provee io greats 
To wetci the blefſingsof the future fat, 
i hoſe endleſs ys were ill-excliug'd ice e; 
Then clear tlũ- doubt, and fer wy mind at caſe, 
This juſia heard, nor covkd hig foleen control,” 
Touc!?d to the quic\, awd to! I d at the tl, 
Sir Knight, be cry'6, if this ire all you Cnad, 
Heaven, put It pait your deut, whene'cr row 
wed; 1 
Ind. to my fervent prayers & ſar enſent, 280 
That, ere the ries are or roy may repert! 


270. 


2 * cod Heaven, no doubt, the puptel fee a 
man s. to blame, „ eee, Ek : 
Since it;chaſtiſes ſtil} what be ſi it Ives. 


Then be not, Sir, abanconkt to deſpair; K 
Seek, and perhaps you N find among the fair, 1. 
One that may do your buſinc's to a hui; * 
Not ev'n in with, your happigeſs delay, 

But prove the ſcourge to lamm vob on vere vrt: 


Then to the f ies your maunting ſaul ſhall go, 
Swift as an arrow ſoaring ſrom tie bow! 
Prewideil ſtill, you moderate yours joy. 

| Nor in your vI-aſvres all your migit employ, 
Let reaſo,,% ri le your {iron det res al alc, 
| Nor pleaſe too Iivift ly your gentle mats. 
Old wives there are, of judgirent mo ace, 
Who ſexre theſe cue jonas bevond all dfpiite ; 


290 


Conſuit will thoſe, and Le 15 better che ir; 


! Marry, do penance, and diſmi's your furor, 
'; charms tho niccft could nor blame, 


do ford, they raſe, ner more the wor”: Ale; 
The imaich was offer, the propofils mile. g 
you may tin, would foon come 
ply -- | | | | 
The Uie have irtereſt ever in their oye, 
Nor was it : to move the Lacy“ mints; 


. 5 


+ Wika ſo tune lavaur:, fill the lar are Enel. 


1 xaſs each previcus 3 ttlemcrt and died, 56 7 


Too long for me to writs, or you toren; 

| Nor wWIII with <,uaii,! inigertinerc- din! 75 

The pomp, the pageantry, the proud array, 
The tine ap proacive, toe lurch the partic: ont 


At orce with corel aud devout intent: 212 
Forth Cane ths Prief, 1106 L FI 47.9 bet sent *. * 
Li! e Safah or R. et ea led ite l; | 


| Then pray ?d the powers the multi] bed to ills, 
Ard Made all fare cnougu with boline:s, 
£53 | | 


The guefs appear in orfier, fde by de, 


Ard now the palace-gates are cren'd wide, ? 
42 
le. ( 


The breathing flute“ oft notes are heard around, 


| | Aud the {t.cill trum pets mix their ſilꝰ er found ; 


1 


Feen e light; 
y. 


344 

| The vaulted roofs with muſic ring, $320 

LE thaſe the trem- 
bling ſtring. 


Not thus Amph on tun'd the warbiiog lyre, 


Nor Joab the ſounding clarion could inſpire, 


Nor ferce Theodomas, whoſe ſprightly ſtraia 
G to rage, and the martial | 


Bacchus himſelf, the nuptial feaſt to grace, 
(So Poets fing) was preſent on the place: 
And Venus, Goddeſs of delight, 
Shook high her flaming torch in open ſigh 
And danc'd around, and ſmiPd on every Knight: 
Plea d her beſt ſervant would his courage try, 
No lefs in wedloet: than in liberty. 

Tull many an age ald Hymen had not fpy'd 
So kind a m, or ſo bright a bride. © 
Ye bards! renown'd among the tuneful throng 
For gentle lays, and joyous nuptial ſong ; | 
| Think not your ſo teſt number: can diſplay w 
The matchlef* of this bliſsſul day ; 

joys are fuch as far tra: :ſcend your rage, 
| Whes tender youth hes weste ficoping oge. 

The beauteous dame ſat ſmiliug at the board, 
And darted amorous glances at her Lord. 

Not He ter's ſelf, whoſe charms the Hebrews fing, 
er look d fo lovely on her Perfian King; 
Bright as the rifing ſun in ſummer's day, 345 
And freſh and blooming as the month of Mag! 
The joyful Knight furvey d her by his ſ.de, 
Nor envy'd Paris with the Spartan bride: 
Still as his mind revolved with vaſt delight 
T' entrancing raptures of the approaching night, 
Neſtleſs he fate, invokin 2 — $88 
| To ſpeed his bliſs, and 
| Meantime the vi s dancers r bebe 
And -- - ow ſung, and flowing bow 
roun 

6 7 — 
And mirth and pleafure ſhone in every face. 
Damian alone of all the menial train, | 
Sad in the midft of triumphs, fighd for pain ; 
Damian alone, the Knight's obſequious _ 
Conſumꝰd at heart and fed a ſecret fire. | 
His lovely Miftreſs all his ſoul poſſeſs'd ; 
He loo%'d, he languiſh'd, and could take no reſt ; 
His taſk 22 do ſadly went his way, 
Fell on his bed, and loathꝰd the light of day. 
There let him lie, till his relenting dame 35g 
Weep in her turn, ard waſte in equal flame, 

The weary fun, as l:irned Poets write, 


While glittering ſtars bis abſent beams ſupp 
And night's dar; mantle overſpread the ſky. 370 
Then roſe the gueſts; and, as the time requir'd, 
Each paid his thanks, and decently retir d. 

The foe once gone, our Knight prepar'd t- 

___ undreſs, 

So keen he was, and eager to poſſeſs 
But firſt thought ft th' aſſi Fance to receive, 375 


of 
. 


Which grave Phyficjans ſeruple not to give; 


Satv rion near, with hot Eringos ſtood, 
Cantharides, to fre his lazy blood, 
Whoſe uſe old Bards deſerive 3 in luſcious rhymes, 


And Critics karn'd explain to mod ern time:, 


. 


380 


| Tl 


_ | Till the bell toll 15 


38 Ye ow draw near, 
| | Your gentle minds to pi 
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| | By this the Gets were {pred, the bride e. 
The and 

ha” ra ſprinkled, the bed wa; 
E. Nen 


| As all were 


be had done by by-night ; 
And 


pp'd his cordial as he ſat upright. 


| He kilo d his balmy ſpouſe with wanton play, © 


And feebly fung a luſty roundelay: 


For every labour muſt have reſt at laſt. 
| But anxious cares the penfive Squire 
| Sleep fled his eyes, and peace forſdok his breat: 


' | The raging flames that ia his boſom dwell, 


F e wanted art to hide, and means to tell; 39% 
Yet hoping ime the occafion might | 
Composꝰ d a ſonnet to the lovely May; 
Which, writ and folded with the a 
He wrapp'd in filt, and laid upon his heart. 
| When now the fawn revedebng & day was run 
Forth from | ad Cancer had recetv%d the gos) 


bride ; 
The ola mowd nowly 
| lord ar was — they feaſted i 21 el: 


The Squire alone was abſent from the board, 


Ad much his ſtreſs ber bis worty ” 
Who rana his ſpouſe, attended with her | 


train, 
To viſt Damian, aud divert his pain, 
Th · obliging dames obey'd with one conſeat 
They left the hall, and to his lodging went. 
The femal- tribe ſurround him as he hy, 
And elaſe beſ de him fate the gentle May: 
Where, as ſhe yd his pulſe, he ſoftly drew 


n and eaſt + movrnful view! 41 | 
{| The Wit eve rows, 6 ee a deren, = 2 
ith ſecret | 


vows, to favour his deſign. 

" Win ———— 
On her ſoft couch uneaſily ſhe lay: 

The lumpiſh huſband ſaor'd away the night, 4:9 
eoughs awak*'d him near the mori . 
What then he did I'll not preſume to tell, 
[ee © he I Gt in heaven or hell: 
Honeſt and dull in 17 LW lay, 


Were it by forceſi 


deſtiay decreed, 


Or that ſome ſtar, with afpe& kind to love, | 


Shed its ſelected influence from above : 3 
Whatever was the cauſe, the tender dame 438, 


Felt the firſt motions of an infant flame; 
Receiv'd the imprefions of the love fick Squire, 
And waſted in the ſoft inſeaious fre. 


r thoſe who love! 43: 
Had ſome fierce tyrant in her ſtead been found, 
Thr: poor adorcr ſure had * or drown'? 


* 


— 


Then on the couch his weary limbs he cat; mY 


to tn rater ora 


The ſervants round ftood ready at their call. s 


r CO PR ano. 


Lal arſe to prop. 42g | 
Or cr from ce or ratres power r. 1 


let May's example 


„„ CAS —w x. oa... 4s os : 


PEEP 


$55 


| Pleaſure the ſovereign bliſs of human-kiad : 


Was compaſ 8 . 
Priapus could not lialf deſcribe the grace 450 


| In deſcriptions and ex:eed Nomance- 3 
| — to ame the gentleſt Bard that ings 


A eryſtal fountain fpread its ſtreams around. 
The fruitfulhanks with verdant laurel; erown'd ; 


While tuneful ſprit2s a merry concert made, 
And airy muſic warbled through the #} ade. 


0 ＋ te | 
The: filver key t ut lock'd the garden=door. 


. Solus eum foh,” wich his ſprightly May: 
For whatz%er work was undiſe 


| Was captive'-pt; he wateb'd hernight and day, 
ft Abrrdg%d her plenſures, and confin'd her tray.) 
| Full» in teur: did hapleſs May complain. £90 
| Aid"gP41 full ot; but ſigh'd and wept i vaia: 


Wäch'd as ſhe wn, yet ehh he nt refraia 
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at the, your ſex's mirrour, free from pride, 
2 much too meek to prove a homicice. 
But to ny tale : Some ſages have definꝰ d 440 


Our Knight (ho ſtudy'd much, we may ſuppoſe) 
Deriv'd bis Ned plũloſophy from thoſe : 
For, like a prince, he bare the vaſt expence 
Of laviſh pomp, and proud magnificence: 445 
His houſe was ſtately, his retinue gay; 

Large was his train, and gargeous his array. 

His ſpacious garden, made to yiekt to none, 

22d round with walls of ſolid ſtone 3 


( Chough Gad of gardens) of this charming place: 


Of painted meadow3, and of purling ſprings. 455 
Full in the centre of the flowery gr 


About this ſpring (if aacient fam: ſay true) 

The dapper Elves their mon- light ſports purſu®: 
Their pigmy king, and little fairy queen, 401 
In circling dane23 gambol'd nn the green, 


Hither the nobl> knight would oft repair, 465 
2aſure, and peculiar care) 


To this ſweet place, in ſummer's ſultry heat. 
He ud from noiſe and buſmeſs to retreat; 470 - 
An here in dallia ge: ſpend the Iive-long day, 


red a-bed, 
The duteous kaight in this fair garden ſped. 


But, ab! what mortal lives of blifs ſecure? 


| How ſhorta ſpace our worldly joys endure! 476 
0 Fortune, fair, lik* all thy tr-acherous kind, 


But faithl2(s ſtill, and waveriag a3 the wind! 
© painted mnniter, form'd mankind to cheat 


Wich pleaſing poiſon, and with ſoft dee-it! 430 
This rich, this amorous venerable knight, | 
Amidſt his eaſe, his folace and delight, 
Struck blind by theo, re{gns his days to grief, 
And cells on deith, the wreteb's hft relief. 


| The rag:of jzalouſy then ſeiz'd his mind, 485 


For nue he fem? d the faith of woman-kind, 
His wife, not ſutfer'd iron his Gde to tray, * 


She loo 21 Da nĩan with a lovers eye; 

For, oh, *twas fix d, fh> muſt po ſeſs or die ! 
Nor leſs i npatienee ve vd her amor Squire, 
Wild with delay, and burning with der-. 495 


Ey fecrct writing to diſeloſe hi; pan: 
The dame by (g reveabd her ia“ intent, 
Till both were conſcious what each other meant. 


Ah, gentle Knight, what coulil thy eyes avail, 


1 


. | The ſun adorns the fields, and brightens all 
I Fair without ſpot, whoſe every charming part 


And hand ia hand wit 
| Blind as be was, not doubting all was ſure, 
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Than be deluded when a man can fee ! 

| Argus himſelf, {6 cautious and ſo wiſe, . 
Was over- watebꝰ'd, for all his hundred eyes: 595 
So many an honeſt huſtaud may, tis known, 


| Procurid the key ber Knight was wont to bear; 


By means of this, ſome wonder ſhall appear, 


Well ſung fweet Ovid, in the days of yore, 
What fli 
And Pyramus and Thiſbe plainly ſhow —_ 
| The feats true lovers, when they lift, can do: 


They found the art of kiffing through a wall. 
But now no longer from our tale to ſtray; 71 


7 | It bapp'd, that once upon a ſummer”s day, ) 


plex; | 

He rais'@ his ſpouſe ere Matin-bell was rung, 

Aad thus his morning canticle he ſung. bay og 
Awake, my love, liſeloſe thy radiant eyes: 


winter 's paſt ; the olouds and tempeſts fy ; 


KV e 85 
My boſom wounds, and captivates my heart; 
Come, and in mutual pleaſures let's engage, 

| Joy of my life, and comfort of my age. 
This heard, to-Damian itraight a 


And ambuſl'd cloſe behind att arbour Ly. 
It was nt 2 — came, 


He turn'd — aad malle the gate ſecure. 
Hlere let us walk, be faid, obſerv'd by none, 
Conſcious of pleaſures to the world unkyown : 
Sn may my ſoul have joy, as thou, my wife, 515 
Art far the deareſt ſolace of my life; ih 
Ad rather would I chuſe, by Heaven above, 
To die this inftaat, than to loſe thy love. 
Reflect what truſt was in my paiſion ſhown, 
When unzadow'd I took thee for my 
And ſou 
Old as Ian, and now depriv'd of fight, 


Zach other lots with patience I can bear, 344 
The loſs of the= is what I only fear. | 


| Conſd:r then, my lady, and my wiſe, 


The ſolid comforts of a virtuous life, 


| ar th ö 
My whole e ſtate ſall gratiſy your lov⸗: 


Tuouch tu y could fee 43 far as {Lips can ſail 2 
— — eee Ce 


- - 


Make your owa terms, and ere to- morrow- u 


Diſplays vis light, —— it ball, be done. 


„ 
175 better, ſure, When blind, deceivd to 5, GH 


| Who, wiſely, never thinks the caſe his own. 6. 
1 The dame at laſt, by diligence and care, 


She took the wards in wax before the fire, 30 
And gave th impreſſion to the truſty Squire. 


Which, ia due place and ſeaſon, you may hear, ' | 
cht is that, which love will not explore? 


Though watch'd and captive, yet in ſpite of all, ; | 


| Ariſe, my wife, my beauteous lady, riſe ! 526 
I Hear how the doves with penfive notes complain, 
| = in ſoft murmus tell the trees their pain: 


| a the made, 
I To haſte before; the gentle Squire obey%d; 326 
| Secret, and undeſery'd, be took his war, 


him his lovely dime; 542 


| n 
ght o treaſure but thy heart alone. 


Whilf thou art faithful to thy owa true Knight, ( | 
For ate nor blind 1ef3 rob me of d licht. ) - 


A, firit, the love of Chriſt hi mſelf yau gain We 
Next, your owa honour unde fill maintain; 37 
| And laſtly, that which furs your miad muſt 


And hung with dangling 


The knights fo nimbly oer the greenſword 
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kind: 5 
love, not jealouſy, that fires my mind. 

thy charms my ſober thoughts engage, 
joined to them my own unequal age, 570 
thy dear fide I have no power to part, 
warm my melting heart. 
who, that once thoſe heaenly 


cry*d) | | 
Heaven knows (with that a tender figh 
I have a foul to fave as well as you, 
And, what no lefs you to my charge commend, 
My deareſt honour, will to death defend. 380 
To you in holy Church I gave my hand, 
And join'd my heart in wedlock's facred band: 
Yet, after this, if vou diſtruſt my care, N 
Then hear, my Lord, and witnefs what I fwear. 
Firſt may the 
And let me hence to hell alive deſcend; 
Or die the death I dread no leſs than bell, 
Sew'd in a fack, and plupg'd into a well; 
 Ere I my fame by one lewd act diſgrace, | 
Or once renounce the honour of my race: 390 
For know, Sir Knight, of gentle blood I came; 
I loath a whore, and ftartle at the name. ” 
But jealous men on their owa crimes reflect, 
And learn from henes their ladies to ſuſpet : 
Elſe why theſe needleſs cautions, Sir, to me? 595 
Theſe doubts and fears of female conftancy! | 
This chime ſtill rings in every lady*s ear, 
The only ſtrain a wite mutt hope to hear. 
uus while ſte ſpoke, a fidelong glance ſhe caft, 
Where Damian, kneeling, wor ſt. ĩppꝰd as the paſt. 
She ſaw him watch the motions of her eye, 601 
Aud ſipgled out a pear-tree planted nigh: 
Tas charg'd with fruit that made a goauly ſhow, 
pears was every bough, 
Thither tl obſequious Squire addreſs'd his pace, 
And, climbing, in tke fummit took his place; 
The 
Where let us leave them, and our tale purſue, 
"Twas now the ſeaſon when the glorious fun 


586 


And Jove, exalted, his mild influence yields, 


To glad the gl-be, and paint the flowery fields. - | 


Clear was the day, and Phabus, rifing bright, 
EFad ftreak'd the azure firmament with light ; - 
He pierc'd the gliftering clouds with golden 


And war nꝰd the wombot earth with genialbeame, 
It ſo befel; in that fair morning=tide, ) 
The Fairies ſported on the garden-ſ de, 
And in the mid their Monarch and his bride. 

So featly tripp'd the light» foot ladies round, 620 


bound, | | 
That ſcarce they bent the flowers, or touch'd 
the ground. ES ES | 
The dances ended, all the.fairy train 


Tor pinks and daiſies ſearch'd the flowery plain; 


865 6 While, on a bank recliu'd ot rifng green, 425 
3 | A thouſand authors have this truth made out, 


1 
the drew) 


yawning earth her boſom rend, 


| For her, and for her daughters, 


Knight and Lady walk'd beneath in view, 


Who only is, and is but only One. 


| | And didas much for Idol gods, er more 
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Th: 5, with a ſrown, the King beſpoke his Queen, 
"Tis too apparent, argue u hat you can, 
The treachery you women uſe to man : 


And fad experience leaves po room for doubt, 6 

Heaven reſt thy ſpirit, noble Solomon, 
A wiſer monarch never ſaw the ſun; I 

All wealth, all honours, the ſupreme degree 

Of eartbly bliſs, was well be cw d on thee ! | 

For ſagely taf thou faid : Of all manbiad, 636 

One only jutt and righteous hope to Fnd : 

But ſhouldſi thou ſearchthe ſpacious world around, 

Vet one good woman is not to be found, 

Thus fays the King, who knew your wicked. 
neſs - | | 


The fon ot Sirach te tibes no lefs, _ 

So may fome wildfire on your bodies fall, 

Or ſome devouring phgue copſume you all. 

As well you vicw the-leacher in the tree, - 

| And well this honouralle Knight-you ſee: 

But ſince he *s blind and old (a helpleſs caje), 

His Squire ſtall cuckold him before your face. 
Now, by my own dread majeſty I ſwear, 

And by this awful ſceptre which I bear, 

No impious wretch ſhall *ſcape unpuniſh'd long, 

| That in my preſence offers ſuch 1 wrong. 652 


I will this inſtant undeceive the Knight, 
And ſet the ſtrumpet here in open view, 


C48 


And in the very act reſtore his fight; 


| A warning to theſe Ladies, and to you, .Þ 
And all the faithleſs fex, for ever to be true. 


And will you fo, reph d the Queen, indeed?) 
| Now, by my mother's ſoul it is decreed, | 
{ She ſhall not want an anſwer at her need. ) 
| Ip engage, | 
And all the ſex in each ſucceeding age! 
Art ſhall be theirs, to varniſh an offence, 
And ſortify their crime with confidence. 
Nay, were they taken in a ſtrict embrace, 
Scen with both cy<s, aud pinion'd on the place; 
All they ſhall need is to proteſt and ſwear, e 
! Breathe a ſoft gh, and drop a tender teur: 
Till their wiſe huſrur de, gull'd by arts like theſe, 
| Grow gentle, tradable, and tame as geeſe. 
What though this ſlanderous Jew, this Solomon, 


n 
How conſtant, chaſte, and virtuous, women are: 
Witneſs the martyrs, who ref gn'd their breath, 

Serene in torments, unconcer r' in death; 55 


How Arria, Portia, and Lucretia fell. 
But, ſince the ſacred leaves to all ure free, 
And men interpret texts, why ſhould not we? SN 
By this no more was meant, than to have ſhown, } 
That ſovereign goodneſs dwells in him alone 5 
£37. 


But grant the worft; ſhall women then be 


_. weigl'd | | 
By every word that Solomon has fail? 
What theugh this King (as ancient ſtory boaſts) 
Built a fair Temple to Lord of Ho!'s; 


685 
He ceas'd at laſt his Maker to adore, af 


60 : 


_ | CalPd women fools, and knew full many u 0023 | 
| | I The wiſer wits of later times declare, 
His heavenly progreſs through the Twins hadrun; 


And witneſs next what Roman authors tell, 67 
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Beware what avid praiſes you confer In that nice moment, lo! the wonderiog 
On a rank leacher and idolater ; IG; | knight Rt * 
Whoſe reign, indulgent God, ſays holy writ, |} Look'd out, and ſtood reftor'd to ſudden ſight. 


Did but for David's righteous ſake permit; | Straight on the tree his eager eyes be bent, 750 
David, the monarch aftcr Heaven's own mind, {| As one whoſe thoughts were on his ſpouſe intent; 
Who loved our ſex, and honour'd all our kind. | But when he ſaw his boſom-wife ſo dref#%d, 
Well, I'ma Woman, and as ſuch muſt ſpeak; | His rage was ſuch as cannot be expreſ&#d : 
Sile ace would fwell me, and my heart would | Not frantic mothers when their infants die, 
break. : e With louder clamours rend the vaulted ſky : 755 
Know then, I ſcorn your dull authorities, He cry'd, he roar'd, he ſtorm'd, he tore his hair ; 
Your idle wits, and all their learned lies. Death! hell! and furies - what doſt thou do 


By Heaven, thoſe authors are qur ſex's foes, rs uw | | 
| Whom, in our right, I muſt and'will oppoſe. | TT we” the trembling dame re- 
. . Nay (quoth King) dear Madam, be nog ds; 5 
„ of + =o * | _ | thought your patience had been better try'd: 
Tyield.it up; but fince J gave my oath, 700 | Is this your love, un and unkind, 76 
Fhat this much- injurꝰd knight again ſhould ſee, This my reward for having cur'd the blind? | 
It muſt be done—l am a King, faid he, Why was — make my huſband ſee, | 
And one, whoſe faith has ever ſacred been. | By ſtruggling with a Man upon a Tree? YO 
| And fo has mine (the ſaĩd) I am a Queen: | Did for this the power of magic prove? j 
Her anſwer ſhe ſhall have, I undertake; 706 | Unhappy wife, whoſe crime was too much love! | 
And thus an. end of all diſpute I mate. | 


| If this be ſtruggling, by this holy light, 766 

Try when you liſt; and you ſhall ind, my Lord, | 'Tis ſtruggling with a veugeance (quoth the 

It is not in our ſex to break our word, | Knight): | 5 
We leave them here in this heroic ſtrain, 410 | So Heaven preſerve the fight it has reſtor'd, 


And to the Knight our ſtory turns again; As with theſe eyes Tplainly faw thee whor'd; | 
Who in the garden, with bis lovely May, Whor'd by my flave—perfidions wreteh! may | 

Sung merrier than the Cuckow or the Jay; bell | 71770 | 
This was his ſong ; Oh kind and conftant be, | As ſurely ſeize thee, as I ſaw too well! | 
0 (0;:{taat and kind I Nl ever prove to thee? {| Guard me, good Angels! cry'd the gentle 


Thus Gaging as he went, at laſt he drew 716 May, | | | 
By eaſy ſteps, to where the Pear- tree grew: Pray Heaven, this magie work the proper way? | 
| The longing dame look d up, and ſpy'd her Love | Alas, my love I tis certain, could you ſee, | 
Full fairly pereh'd among the brughs above. Tou ne'er had us'd theſe killing words to me: 
| She ſtopp'd, and fighing: Oh good Gods! ſhe | So help me, Fates, as tis no pere 1 | 
__ cry%d, | = I | But ſome faint glim:mering of a doubttul light. 
| What pangs, what ſudden ſhoots, diſtend my | What I have faid (quoth he) I muſt maintain, 
| __; GE a 5 r 
O for that tempting fruit, ſo freſh, ſa green; | By 1 powers, ſome frenzy ſeiz — 


Help, for the love of Heaven's immortal Queen ! m 2 © 
Help, de reſt Lord, and fave at once the lite | (Reply'4 the dame): are theſe the thanks I find? ( 
Ol thy poor infant, and y longing wife! 723 Wretch that I am, that &er I was ſo king! J©®D 
| Sore ſightd the Knight to hear his Lady's cry, de fad! a rifing ſigh exprefs'd her we, 
But could not climb, and had no ſervant nigh: | The ready tears apgee began to tow, 
, Old as he was, and void of eye-ught too, | And, 15 they fell, ſhe wip'd from either eye 785 
| What could, alas! a helplefs huſband do? The Crops (for women, waca they liſt, can cry). 
| And mutt Hlangui+ then, the faid, and die, 730 The Knight was tauch'd, and in his looks ap- 


R 5 2 "= * | ar'd | | 
; Vet view the lovely fruit before my eye? N Pe „ Ez WE, 
| At lead, kind Sir, tor charity's ſweet fake, | Signs of remorſe, while thus his ſpouſe he 
|  VFouchſafe the trunk between ybur arms to take; chear*d: 3 1 8 
5 1 5 ben from your baek I might aſeend the tree | — 282 | my nou anger 2 : 
FE | e Do you but ſtoop, aud leave the reſt to me. 735 Excuſe me, j or, ir = * d, — . 
+ ith all my ſoul, he thus reply'd again, For, on my ſoul, ameuds ſhall foon be made: 
| 1 'd ſpead my dearcit blood to eaſe thy pain. Let my repentane: your forgiveneſs draw, 

| | | 2 that, his back againſt the trunk he bent, By Heaven, I ſwore but what I Auf I fa . 
= She ſciz'd a twig, and up the tree the went. | Ah, my lov'd lord! *twas much unkind (he 
1 „„ r 
1 | Nor let on me your l . i — upon | — 
| Ti truth 1 20, though not i phraſe refin'd; | But, ill your ght w eftablify@, for a waile, 

[ | Though blunt my tale, yet honeit is my mind. | Lmperfen objetts may your ſenſe beg gde. 3 
) | M hat feats the Lady in the. Tree might du, Thus when from flecp we firſt our eyes dis 1 
Sj 22 as gambols never knoun to ou; 745 play, 2 VEN | 

Rut ture it was a merrizr fit, ſhe ſwore, | The balls are wounded with the Piercing ray, 


Than in her life ſhe ever felt before... _- - | And dukky * 


—— 


1 


a 
3 
p 
» 


— 


* 


343 


So, juſt recovering from the ſhades of night, } 
Your — eyes are drunk with ſudden ; 
Strange phantoms dance around, 2 Kim be- 

fore your ght: 

Then, Sir, be cautious, nor too raſhly deem: 
Heaven knows how ſeldom things are what they 
ſeem! 80+ 
Conſult your reaſon, and you ſoon ſhall find 
*T was you were j alous, not your wife unkind : 
Jove ne er ſpoke oracle more true than this, 
we | dge ſo wrong as thoſe who think amiſs. 
that ſe leap'd into her Lord's embrace, 
" With well-difſſemblcd virtue in her face. 
He hugg*d her cloſe, aud ki's'd her oer and oer, 
 Difturd's with doubts and jealoufies no more: 
Both, plca:'d and bleſs'd, renew'd their mutual 
vos, | 815 
A friiitful wife, and 2 believing ſponſe. | 
Thus ends our tale; whoſe moral next to make, | 
Leet all wiſe huſbands hence example take; 
And pray, to crown the pleaſure of their lives, 
e 220 


3 

WIFE OF BATH 

HER PROLOGUE, | 
FROM 


CHAUCER. 


FHOLD the woes of matrimonial life, | 
And = with reverence an —— 
| wife 

Va dear. hought wiſdlom give the credit due, 
And think, far onee, a woman tells you true. 

In all theie trials I have borae a part, 5 


vas myſel the ſcourge that caus'd the ſmart ; 3 


FE take the 


Vor, ſince wteen iu triumpb have I led 

Five captive Hutvar:ds from the Church to bed. 

— Chrit ſw a weddir.g once, the Seripture ſays, 
_ Ard ſaw but one, tis thought, in all his days; ; 


 Vherce forne i ner, whoſe couicience is too nice, | 


No pious Chriſtian oug]:t to marry twice. 


But let them read, ard ſolve me, if they can, 


7. ne words addreis'd to the Samaritan : | 
| Five times in lawful wedlock ſhe was join'd; 15 
And ſure tae certain ſtint was ne*%er defin*:l, 
. Euer. — and multiply,“ was Heaven's com- 
man bg 


A W thats a tent I clearly under ſtand. 


TOTO « Let nien their fires and mothers 
Save, 

c And to their dearer wives for ever . 

ore wives than one by Solomon were -— Ga 

ir &ſ> the wiſeſt of mankind's bely'd. 

I've bad. myſel g̃ull many a merry. fit 

end truſt in heaven, I may have many yet, 
Vor when my tranſitory ſpouſe unkind. 25 

hal! de. aad leave his woeful wiſe behind, 
the next goce, Chriſtian I cau fnd. 


* 


If I but ſee a couſin or a friend, 


And give up all that's ſe male to the devil. 


28 Z 


POPE'S POEMS. 


Paul, knowing one eould never ſerve aur turn 


Declar*d *twas better far to wed than burn. 


Foy danger in afſemblicg fre and tow; 30 


| Ln them that, and what it means you know, 
1 


ſame apoſile ton has elſew here own'd, 
No precept for Virginity he found: 
ris but a counſel - and we women fiill 


leuvy not their bliſs, if he or ſhe 
Think fit to live in perfect chatiity; 


| Pure let them be, and tree from taint of es 


I, for a few ſight ipots, am not ſo nice. | 
Heaven calls us dificrent ways, on theſe beſtows | 


_ gift, another grants to thoſe: 41 
Not every man's obliged to iell his ſtore, | 

Ard give up all his ſubſtance to the poor; 

Such as are perfect may, I cart dery; 

But, by your leaves, Divines, ſo am not I, 45 


Full many a Saint. ſince firſt the world began, 


Lied an unipotted Maid, in ſpite of man: 


| Let ſuch (a-God*s-name) with ſine wheat be 


— 
And let us honeſt wives eat barley bread. 


For me, Pll keep the poſt aff gi% by i 50 


And uſe the copious talent it has given. 

Let my good ſpouſe pay tribute, do me right, 

And }cep an equal reckoning every night. 
proper body is not his, but mine? 


WEE: ſo ſaid Paul, and Paus a ſour d divine, 5 


Know then, of thoſe fve buſlai ds J have 


I Three were juſt tolerable, two were bad. 
| But Snee their wealth (the beſt they had) bs. 


The three were old, but rich and fond be. de, | 
And toil'd moſt piteouſly to plcaſe their bride : 


| 60 


15 The reft, "without much Joſs, J could reſign, 


Sure to be lov'd, I took no pains to pleaſe, 

Yet had more Pleaſure far than they bad Eaſe. 

| Preſents flow'd in apace: with ft.owers oi 

| made their court, like Jupiter of old. 

If I but ſmiPd a ſudden youth they found, 
And a new pally ſe 2d them when I frown'd. 

| Ye ſovereign wives! give car and unde rſtand, 
Thus thall ye ſpea:;, and exerciſe command. 
For never was it giveu to mortal man, | 
To lie fo boldly as we women can: 


—— —— 


eyes 
And call your mails to witneſs how he lies, 
Hark, old Cir Paul, ( twas thus I us'd to ſay) 


W ny io her houſe doſt thou ſo oft repair ? : 
Art thou ſo amoroue ? and is ſſ e fo fair? 


Lord! how you ſwell, and rage lie any fiend! 
But you reel home, a drunken beaſily be ur, 
Then preach till midu ght in your caſy eliair: 
| Cry, wives are ſal.e, and every woman e vil, 


If poor (you fay ) ſhe Crains her huſhard*s purſe; 
If rich, ſhe keeps her prieſt, or fomething worſe; 
— Righlz born, intolerably vaiug 


Vapours aud pride by turas poſleſs her brain, 


* 3 
— 


- 
Ty af v 


E Take which we like, the counſel, or our will. 38 | 


ot As a a 


FO TE e e 


Forſwear the fad, though ſeen with boch ks 


22 22 228 


Whence is our ncighbour's wre ſo rich aud gay? 
Treated, care!s*d, where%er ſhe's pleas'd to roam 
I bt in tatters, and immur'd at home. 


— 


3 | 


* 


8 
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| f 
Now gayly mad, now ſourly ſplenetic go, I told them, thus you ſay, and thus you do, 159 
Lark — well, aud fretful when ſhe *s fick. And told them falle, but jenkin ſwore *twas true. 
If fair, then chaſte ſhe cannot long abide, I, like a dog, could bite as well as whine, | 
By preſſing youth attack*d on every ie; And firſt complain*d, whene*er the guilt was 
If foul, her wealth the luſty lover lures, 7 mine. = ug e 
Or elſe her wit ſome fool-gallaut procures, 95 | I tax'd them oft with wenching and amours, 


Or elſe ſhe dunces with becom ing grace, Wen their weak legs ſcarce dragg*d them out of 
Or ſhape excuſes the defecis of face. [ doors; . +. 0 
There ſwims no gooſe fo grey, but, ſoon or late, | And ſwore the rambles that I took by night, 9 
She nds ſome honeſt gander tor ber mate. = * to ipy hs damſels . ; 

| * ö | as ur brought me mauy Oi 3 | 
N _ Hour 6 * For all this wit is given us trom our birth. : | | 
But wives, 2 random choice, urtry'd they take; | Heaven gave to women the pecular grace, 160 i 


1 > in wedlock wake: 1 0 fpin, to weep, and eully human race. | 
5 . — _ ld courtſhip, _ ven. . By tnis vice conduct, aud this prudent courſe, 
en, nor till then, the veil s remov'd aways By mur muri ig, wheedling, ſtratage m, aud force 
And all the woman glares in open dag. 11 fin — 2 wands dy in the right, * 
You tell me, to pre ſer ve your wite's good Crace, | Ur eurtain- lectures made a refile:s night. 165 | 
Your eyes mutt always languiih on my lacc, It once my huſbandꝰs arm was o*cr my ſide, = 
Your tongue with eon ſtant natteries feed my ear, What! ſo tamlliar with your ſpouie? I cry'd; 
And tag cach fentence with, My life ! cy dear! T levied {rit a tax upon hisneed : | 


. . — —__ — ̃ —— —- 


If, by range chance, a modett bluſh be rais'd, | Then let him twas a nicety indeed! 5 Y 
Be fure my fine complexion muſt be praisꝰd. Let all maakiad this certain maxim hold, 170 

My garments always muſt be new and gay, | Marry who will, our ſex is to be fold. | 

And feaſts ſtill kept upon my wedding-day. With empty hands 1.0 taflels you can lure, 

Then mu my nurſe be pleas'd, aud lavour ite Rut fulſonie love tor gain we can endure; 
maid; | | For gold we love the impotent and old, 


And endleſs treats, and endlefs viſits paid, 115 | 2 | 5 
rere e ee e e 
All this thou fay*it, and all thou fa) ft are lies. | yet with embraces, curſes oft I mix'd, * 1 
on Jenkin too you caſt a ſquinting eye: | Then kiſ#d again, and chid, and railꝰd betwixt. 4 
| What! can your prentice raile your jealouſy? Well, I may make my will in peace, and die, e 
Freſh are his ruddy cheeks, his fore head fair, 120 | For not one word in man's arrears am J. | | 


And lise the burnift'd gold bis curling hair. Io drop a dear diſpute I was unable, . | 
But clear thy wrinkled brow, and quit thy ſorrow, | Ev'n though the Pope himſelr had fat at table. 


| I'd feorn your *prentice, ſhould you die to- Eut when my poiut was gain'd, then thus I ſpoke: 
| merrow. ata 8 V5 „ Billy, my dear, how ii eepiib ly you lock: | 
| Why are thy cheſts all loch d? on what def gn | © 9 ſpouſe, aud let me kifs thy | 
Are not thy worldly goods and treaſure miue? * 1 iis ls hs . 
| Sir, I'm as tool; nor ſhall you, by St. Joho, * N "OR ng" - 
| Have goods and body to yourſelt alone. — E [= 
| — add ia fpite of beth your eyes— 238 Rr 
aher 1, the bon, and Kere and ſpies. n. ht ado turd 
. you kt wi; you Vin, < Go when you will} | y · v 
| « Dear ſpouſe, Teredit act the take: they tell: . Mis difficult todo, I muſt allow, 
| © Take ail the freedoms of a married he: | Gr tb Wy biegt will ialtrudt you bow, | 
I . 1 * po « Great is leſſing of a prudent wife, 199 
" #inviy Gar — * I“ Wao puts a period to domeſtic ſtrife. * | 
Lord! when you have enough, what need you | One of us two muſt rule, and one obey; Y 
1 care 1 F And ſinee ia man right reaſon bears the ſway, 14 


Haw merrily ſoever others fare? 135 Let that frail thing, weak woman, have her 

| Though all the day I give and take delight. | « wav. e 

| | Doubt not, Lufficicat will be leit at night. The wives of all my family have rul'd 199 
| ?Tis but a jul and rational dere. | « Their tender huſbands, and their paſſions 


: | To light a taper at a neighbours fire. pM « cnoPd, 
There os danger too, you think, in rich array, | © Fy, *tis unmanly thus to Fgh and groan; 
Aud none can long be modeſt that are gay. 141 | * What! would you have me to yourſelf alone? 


The Cat, if you bat finge her tabby kin, « Why take me, Love! take all and every part! 
The chimmey keeps, and fits content within ; « Here 's your revenge! you love it at your 
But once grown ſleek, will from her corner run, | © heart, 200 


ort with her tail, and wanton in the fun 3 145} © Would ] vouchſaie to ſell what nature gave, 
She licks her tair found face, and friſks abroad, | © You little think what cufiom I could have. 


To ſkew her fur, and to be catterwaw*d. « But fc! I'm all your own—nay hold fo 7 
Lo th a Gland I 1olit to my deſire { « ſhame; | _ 
—_— Lee, e, ee k What means my dear—indecd—you are to 


Theſe chreè right aucient venerable fires, « blame,” 


ih. A 


350 POPE*'S 
Thus with my firſt three Lords I paſt my life: 


A very woman, and a very wife. 206 
What ſums from theſe old ſpouſes I _ 1 


 »- Procur'd youn 


| GA. 
Fry * 


| He ke 
Not with my 
But I fo dreſgd, and dane, and drank, and 


| How fore I ga 


With other goſſips, from Jeruſalem; Þ 
Aud now lies buried underneath a Rood, 245 | 


g huſbands in my Ao =o 
Though paſt my bloom, not yet decay'd was I, 
Wauton and wild, and chatter'd like a pye. a10 
In country dances ftill I bore the bell, 
And ſung as ſweet as evening Philomel. 
To clear my quailpipe, and refreſh my ſoul, 


Full oft 1 dard the ſpicy nut- brown bowl; 


Rich luſcious wines, that youthful blood improve, 

And warm the ſwelling veins to feats of love: 

For *tis as ſure, as cold engenders hail, | 

A liqueriſh mouth muſt have a lecherous tail : 

Wine lets no lover unrewarded go, 

As all true gameſters h y experience know. 220 
But oh, good Gods! whene“er a thought I caſt | 

On all the joys of youth and beauty paſt, 

To find in pleatures I have had my part, 

Still warms me to the bottom of my heart. 

This wicked world was once my dear delight; 225 


No all my conqueſts, all my charms, good night | 


The flour conſumꝰ d the beſt that now I can, 
Is &en to make my market of the bran. 

My fourth dear ſpouſe was not exceeding true; 
„ 'was thought, a private Miſs or two; 
But all the ſcore 1 paid—as how ? you ll ſay, 
body, in a filthy way : 


din'd; | 
Ae fled with cves Wenn bind, | 
As ſiung his heart, and made his marrow fry | 


With burning rage, and frantic jealouſy. 236 
Eis foul I hope, enjoys eternal glory, " 


For here on earth I was his Purgatory, 
Oft, when his ſhoe the moſt ſeverely wrung, 
Ile put on careleſs airs, and ſate and ſung. 240 | 
Id him, only heaven could krow, 
Ard he thath felt, and I that caus'd the woe. 

He dy'd, when laſt from pilgrimage I cane, 


Fair to be ſcen, and rear d of honeſt wood: 
A tomb indeed, with fewer ſculptures grac'd 
Than that Maufolus* pious widow plac'd, 
Cr where inſrin'd the great Darius lay; 
But coft on graves is merely thrown away. 250 
The pit fill'd up, with turf we cover'd oer; 
do bleſt the good man's ſoul! 1 ſay no more. 
Now for my fifth lov'd Lord, the laſt and beſt; 
(Kind heaven afford him everlaſting reit!) 
Full hearty was his love, and I can ſtew 255 
The tokens on my ri. in black and blue; | 


Yet, with a knack, my heart he could have won, 


While yet the ſmart was ff. ooting in the bone. 
Vow quaiat an appetite in women reigns! 
Free giits we ſcorn, and love what coſts us pains : 
Let men avoid us, and on them we leap; 261 
A glutted market makes proviſion cheap. | 

ln pure good-will I took this jovial ſpark, 

Of Oxford he, a moſt egregious clerk. 

| Fic boarded with a widow in the town 265 
A truly goſhp, one dame Alifon. * | 
Full well the ſcerets of my ſoul ſhe knew, 
Motter than er our pari - prieſt eould do. 


POEMS. 


To her I told whatever could befall: 
Had but my buſband piſs'd againſt a wall, 270 
Cr done a thing that might have coſt his life, 


| Shc—and my nicce—and one more worthy wiſe, 


Had known it all: what moſt he 2 
TO theſe I made no ſcruple to reveal. 


| Oft has he blu!!*d fram ear to ear for ſhame, 273 


That cer he told a ſecret to his dame. 
It ſo befel, in holy time of Lent, __ 


| That oft a day I to this goſſip went | 
(My huſhand, thank my ttars, was out of town); 
| From houſe to houſe we rambled up and down, 280 


This clerk, myſelf, and my good neighbour Alſe, 
. To fee, be ſcen, to tell, „ tales. 

itits to every Church we paid, . 
Aud march in every holy ＋ c juerade; | 


At Sermons too I ſhone in ſcarlet gay; 
The waſting moths ne%er ſpoiPd my beſt array; 
The cauſe was this, I wore it every day. | 


wy grew ſo intimate, I can't tell how, i 

n'd my honour, and engag'd mz vow, 
d eber 1 my huſband in his urn, 
That he, and — he, ſhould ſerve my turn. 295 


I ſtill have ſhifts againſt a time of need: 


The mouſe that always truſts to one your *. 


Can never be a mouſe of any ſoul, 


bim; 


And dreams foretel, as — men have ſhown. 
All this I faid ; but dreams, rs, I had none: 
1 follow'd but my craity Crony's lore, 303 


| | Who bid me tell this lie=—and twenty more. 
Thus day by day, and month by month we paſt; 


It pleas'd the Lord to take my ſpouſe at laſt. 


I tore my gown, I ſoiPd my Jocks with duſt, | 


| | And beat my breafts, as wretched widows —muft. : | ; 
| Before my tace my handkerchief I ſpread, 311 


To hide the tivod of tears I did not ſhed, 


modern. 


| | But as he march'd, good Gods! be ed 


pair 315 
Of legs aad feet, fo clean, ſo ſtrong, ſo fair! 
Of twenty winters age he ſeenvd to 12 I 


II (to fay truth) was rwenty more than he; | 
| But vigorous ſtill, 2 buxom dame; 5 
to quench a flame. 320 


And had a wonderous g 
A Conjuror once; that deeply could divine, 
 Afivr'd me, Mars in Taurus was my gn. 

As the ſtars order'd, ſuch my life has been: 
Alas, alas, that ever love was fin ; 
Fair Venus gave me fire and f orightly: grace, 326 
And Mars aſſurance and a dauntleſs face. 
By virtue of this powerful conſte llation, 


II follow'd always my own inclination. 


1 „n © Ma. 8 ILL 


The Stations duly and the Vigils Yun x 3 PY 
Not much we faſted, but ſcarce ever flept. 


Twas when freſh May her early bloſſom yields. 
This Clerk and I were walking in the fields, 291 


We ttraight ſtruck hands, the bargain was agreed; |} 


Tow, 1 farce could lep hace Et] ba. Þ 
"= | 


And Su be 2 


The good man's coflin to the Church was. borees | 
I Arcund, the neighbours, and my Clerk . 


Fear but the fact, and judge yourſelves the caſe. 

Stubborn as any lioneſs was I, CD 
And knew full well toraiſe my voice on high: 
As true a rambler as I was before, 


And old examples ſet before my eyes, | 


Deſerves a foolꝰs-cap, and long ears at libme. 350 


Men, Women, clergy, regular, and lay. 
A certain Treatiſe oft at evening read, 


For all their lies) were in one volume bound, 
| Valerius, whole; and of St. Jerome, part; 
| Chryſippus and Tertullian, Ovid's Art, 360 
Solomon?*s Proverbs, Eloifa's Loves z _ 
Ad many more than ſure the Church approyes. 


Than geod in all the Bile and Saints lives. 
Who drew the Lion yanquiſh'd? "Twas a Man. 
But could we women write as ſcholars can, 
Mien ſhould ſtand marYgd with far more wicked- 


Love ſeldom haunts the breaſt where Learnin 
And Venus ſets ere Mercury can rife. 370 


Then down they fit, and in their dotage write, 
That not one woman keeps her marriage vow. 
(This by the way, but to my purpoſe now). 


Read in this book, aloud, with ſtrange delight, 
Ho the brit female (as the Scriptures ſhow) _ 
Brought her own ſpouſe and all his race to woe. 
Ho Samſon fell; and he whom Dejanire . 331 

 _ Wrapp'd in th* envenom'd ſhirt, and ſet on ſire. 
How curd Er 


POPE'S POEMS. 
But to my tale : A month ſcarce paſs'd away, | 


With dance and ſong we kept the nuptial day. 330 
All I poſſeſs'd I gave to his command, : 

My. goods and chattels, money, houſe, and land; 
But oft repented, and repent it ſill; | 
He prov'd a rebel to my. ſayercign will: | 
Nay once, by heaven, he ſtruck me on the face; 


And would be fo, in ſpight of all he ſwore. 340 
He againſt this right ſagely would adviſe, 


Tell how the Roman matrons led their life, 
Of Gracehms mother, and Duilius* wifes. 
And cloſe the ſermon, as beſeem'd his wit, 245 


With ſome grave ſentence out of Holy Writ. 
Oft would he fay, Who builds his houſe on 
fands ; a We; 


Pricks his blind horfe acroſs the*fallow lands; 
Or lets his wife abroad with pilgrims roam, 


All this avaiPd not; for whoc*er he be 


That tells my faults, I hate him mortally : 
And ſo do numbers more, I boldly ſay, 


My ſpouſe (who was, you know, to keine 


Where divers Authors (whom the devil con- 


found © 


More legends were there here of wicked wives, 


neſs, ' is 
Than all the ſons of Adam could redreſs. ) 


les, 
Thoſe play the ſcholars, who can't 
When old, and paſt the reliſh of delight, 


| chanc'd my buſtand, on a winter's night, 


yphile her lord betray d. 
ad · the dire ambuſh Clyte mie ſtra laid. 
But what moſt pleagd him was: the Cretan Dame, 


— play the men, | 
And uſe that weapon which they have, their pen: 


331 


He had by heart the whole detail of woe 
| Xantippe made her good man undergoc; 
How oft ſhe ſcolded in a day, he knew, | 
How many piſs-pots on the S:ge ſhe threw z; 390 
Who took it patiently, and wip'd his head ; 


| © Rain follows thunder,” that was all he faid, 


He read, how Arius to his friend complain“ 
A fatal Tree was growir.g in his land, * 


| where? 
For hetter fruit did never orchard bear. 


| Give me ſome ſlip of this moſt bliſsful tree, | 
And in my garden planted ſhall it be. 400 
Then how two wives their lords? detrucion 


* 
| ns ane, and one through too much 
—＋ 


That for her huſband mix'd a poiſonous draught, 


| | And this for luſt an amorous philtre bought: } 


The nimble juice ſoon ſeiz'd his giddy head, 495 
Frantic at night, and in the — ary 180 
have ſlain, ” 

And ſome have hammer'd nails into their brain, 


| . and frown'd: | 
| Bat when no end of theſe vile tales I found, 


again, DEFY $i 5 5 
And half the night was thus conſumed in vain ; 


fore, 1 415 
And with one buffet feld him on the floor. 
With that my huſtand in a fury roſe, „ 
And down he ſettled me with hearty blows, 
2 » and lay extended on my fde; 

hb! thou haſt flain me for my wealth (I cry'd), 
Yet I forgive thee—take my laſt embrace—_ 
He wept, kind ſoul! and ſtoopꝰd to kiſs my Jace, 
I took him ſuch a box as turn'd him blue, 
Then figh'd and cry'd, Adieu, my dear, adieu! 

But after many a hearty ftrugg | 
I coadeſcended to be — _— __ 
Soon as he ſaid. My miſtreſs and my wife, 
Do what you lift, the term of all your life; 
I took to — the merits of the cauſe, 


| | And ficod content to rule by wholeſome laws ; 


Receiv'd the reins of abſolute command, 431 
With all the government of houſe and land, 


As for the volume that revil'd the dames, | 
Twas torn to fragments, and condemn*d to 


Now heaven on all my huſbands 16 beſtow 


1 Pleaſures above, for tortures felt below: 
That reſt they wiſh'd for, grant them in the 


And Huſband- bull — oh -menſtroug! $f tor 


On which three wives ſucceſſively had tw ind $95 
| A fliding nooſe, and waver'd in the wind, 
Where grows this plant (reply*d the friend), oh 


And ſome have drench'd them with a deadly 


potion 3 | 

All this he read, and read with great devotion. 

Long time T heard, and ſwelbd, and blufh'd 
: | 411 


Provokd to vengeance, three large leaves 1 


425 


And empire oer his tongue, and oer his hand.) 
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grave E e | 
And bleſs thoſe fouls-my conduRt help'd to fare! 
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FIRST BOOK 
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4 EDIUS King of Thebes, having by ms dale ſui - 


eee had fled from Calyden, having killed his bro... 


conc'udes with a Hymn to Apollo, : | 
| The Tranſlator hotes he need rot apologile fer his 


in hi: 


De mand our ſong ; a ſacred fury fires 


From the dire nation in its early times, 


And reap'd an iron harveſt of his to) do 


the firſt het is obtained by Etercler. Futiter, in 


+ foſer, but to no eſſect ʒ ani Mercury is ſent on a | 


4 FRATERNAL rage, the guilty Thebes alarms, 


THEBAIS. 


Tranſl:.ted in the Year n.pce. nt. ; 


ARGUMENT. | 


his father L:ius, and married his mother Focaſto, 
put out his own eyery and reſigne i the realm to his 
fone, Feexcles and Polynicer, Being neg lecke H 
them, he LAT] hes Ars 
to ſea debote let t the brothers, They agree | 
at laff to reign fngly, each a yery by turns, ant 


a council of the Gods, dealares his reſolution of | 
of a marriage betwixt Polynices and ore of the | 
daughters of Adraſiu: King of Arge. Jure op- 


meſſige to the Shades, to the ghoſt of Lnius, who 
ir to to Eteocler, and trowehe him to break 
the agreemert. Polynices in the men time departs 
frin Thebes by ght, in overtaken by a Norm, and 
_ arrives at Arge, ; where he meets with Deus, 


ther. Alaſrus entertains them, having receive 
an eracle from Abolls, that fis daughters fhonld | 
| be married to « Bear and a Lion, ewhich he under. 
Hamdi to be mennt of theſe firangerr, by on 
the hides of theſe beafls were worn, and who 
arrived at te time wen he lebt an annual feaſt 


in honour of thot Gad. The riſe of this ſolemnity | 


he relates to his gue de, the loves of Phzbus and 
Pſumathe, and ti e flory of Chorabus, He enquire:, 
and is mae acqucinted with their deſcent and | 


| 9 lity. The ſaerifce is renezver, and the book 


choice of this Piece, which was made al 

Childhood , but, firing the Ver fron better than he 
_ extefed, he gave it ſome Correttion a ſe ra years 
( 5 = 


The alternate reign deſtroy'd by impious 
arme, 


My raviſh'd breaſt, and all the Muſe inſpires. 
O Goddeſs, fay, ſhall I deduce my rhymes 3 


Europa's rape, Agenor's ſtern decree, | 
And Cadmus ſearching round the ſpacious ſea ? 


prayer to the fury Nſphone ow Thou, 
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Or how from joining flenes the eity ſprur 
While to his — pon many At ? 
Cr ffall I Juro's hate to Thebes reſound, | 
Whoſe fatal rage th unhappy Monarch found ? 
The fre againtt the ſon his arrows drew, 15 
C*er the wide fields the furicus mother ficw, 
And while her arms a fecond hope contain, | 
Sprung from the rocks, and plung'd ir to the 
| man, | | 

But wave whate er to Cadmus may belong, 


The long con fuſons of his guilty race: 


Nor yet attempt to ſtretch thy bolder wing, 


And mighty Czfar's conquering eagles fing ; 


How twice he tam'd proud Ifter's rapid flood, $5 L 8 


ma mountains ſtream'd with barbareus 


Twice taught the Rhine beneath his laws to roll, 


And ftretch'd his empire to the frozen Pole: 

Gr long before, with early valour ftrove | 

In youthtul arms tꝰ aſſert the cauſe of Jove. 30 
great Heir of all thy father's fame, 

acrcaſe of glory to the Latian name! 

O bleſs thy Rome with an eternal reign, 


Nor let d:firing worlds entreat in vain. | 
What though the ſtars ęontract their heavenly 


ſpace, 


Conſpire to court thee from our world away ; 


And in thy glories more ſerenely ſhine; 40 
Though Jove himſelſ no leſs content woul.l he 


Yet ſtay, great Cæſar! and vouchſafe to reign 
Oer the wide earth, and o'er the watery main; : 


Aud people heaven with Roman deities. / 
The time will come, when a diviner fame | 
Shall warm my breaſt to ſing of Cæſar's fume: 
Meanwhile permit, that my preluding Muſe 
In Theban wars an humbler theme may chuſe: 


A fatal throne to two contending Kings, 

And funeral flames, that parting wide in ur 
Expreſs the diſcord of the fouls they hear: 
Of towns diſpeopled, and the wandering ghoits 
Of Kings unbury*d in the waſted coaſts; 56 


When Dirce's fountain bluſt'd with Grecian 


blood, | 
And Thetis? near Ifmeno's ſwelling cod, 
| With dread heheld the rolling ſurges ſwe2p, 
In heaps, his ſiaughtered ſons into the deep. (0 
What Hero, Clio! wilt thou firſt relate? | 
The rage of Tydeus, or the Phrophel's fate? 
Or how, with hills of ſlain on every ſide, 
Hippomedon repell'd the hoſtile tide ? | 
Untimely fell, to be for ever mourn d? 
Then to feree Capaneus thy verſe extend, 
And fing with horror his prodigious end. 


Nov wretche1 Ocdipns, deprived of figlts 


Led along death in everlaſting night ; 7 


How with the ſerpent's teeth he ſow'd the ſoil, 


7 


Can pierce the darkneſs, aud abhors the day,. 


2 


And fix, O Muſe! the barrier of thy ſong 26 
At Oedĩpus from his diſaſters trace gu 


And croud their ſhining ranks to yield thee placez | 
Though all the ſkies, ambitious of thy ſway, ” | 


Though Phrbus longs to mix his rays with thine, | 


To part his throne, and ſhare his heaven with the; 


Ref gn to ſove his empire of the cies, |, 45 


Of furious hate ſurviving death, the ſings, 51 


4 ²˙ üUʃtLʃ.ʃʃ—— Bx. Ä . oo ale dis. and a. a. 


3 ˙· . ˙· -- 


Or how the youth, with every grace adorn'd, 65 


But, white he dwells where not a chearful ray 4 


at . DD .. DD &..%.o. ed Ss» 


\.- 


or WY - 


White from tis break theſe dreadful accents | 


Es 2 


And nurs'd the hope of miſchiels yet to come: 
It kaving Polybus, I took my way 


Tiught by thyſelf to win the promis'd rein: 
With monſtrous mixture ſtain'd my mother's 


bed, 
For hell and thee begot an impious brood, © | 
And with full luſt thofe horrid joys — FOI —— 


> | Forc'd from theſe orbs the bleedi:.g balls of ſiglit: 
{ © hear, and aid the vengeance I require, 101 


Theſe ſous, ye Gods! who, with fagitious pride, 
' Tofult my daræneſs, and my groans deride. 


And fleeps thy thunder ia the realms above? 110 


Place on their heads that crown diſtain d with 


N gore 
Which theſe dire hands from my ſlain father tore; 
Ert at all the bonds of nature, and 


3 2 ſhalt thou find, if thou but arm their hands, 


|  Couldit thou ſome great, proportion'd miſchicf 
2 1 They ed prove the father from whoſe loins they 


The gliding baud or —0— ſtar. | 
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The clap refleAing mind preſents his fin OP 
In frightkul-views, and makes it day within; 
Returning thoughts in endleſs.circles roll, 75 
And thouſand. furies havnt his guilty foul ;, 
The wretch then lifted to th* unpityiag ſkies. 
Thoſe empty arbs from whence he yore his eyes, 
Whoſe wounds, yet freſh, with bloody hands he 


ſtrook, be 


Cs 
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Through crouds of airy ſhades the wing'd 


| And dark dominions of the ſilent night; 


Swift as ſhe paſs'd, the flitting ghoſts . , 


And the pale ſpeQres trembled at her view: 
| To thi irön gates df Tznarus the flies, 
| There ſpreads ber duſky pinions to the ſkies, 133 
| The day beheld, ard, fickening at the 1. ht, 


Veil'd her fair glories in the ſhades of 


broke: a 80 
Y- Gods! that oer the gloomy regions reign, 


Where guilty ſpirits feel eternal pain; 
Thou, table Styx! whoſe livid tireams are rolb'd 


| Through dreary coalts, which V. though blind, 


be hold: 

Tifph. ne, that oft has heard my prayer, "Ws 
if Oedipus deſerve thy care ! 3 

If you rec-iv'd me fromm Joeaſta“s womb, 


To Cyrrha”: temple, on that fatal day, 

When by the ſon the trei blu g father dy'd, 
Where the three roads the Phocian fields divide: 
If I the Sphynx" riddles durſt explain, 


If wretched I, by bale ul Furies led, 


Then ſelf- onde mud to f}.ads of endleſs night, 


If worthy thee, and what thou mightft inſpire | | 
My ſons their ld unhappy fre deſpiſe, 

Spoibd of his kingdom, and depriv'd of eyes; 
Guideleſs I wauder, unregarded mourn, 10 5 
While theſe exalt their ſceptres o'er my urn; 


Art thou a Father, unregarding Jove ? 


_— 


Thou Fury, then, ſome latiag curſe entail, 
Which Oer their children's children ſhall prevail: 


Go, and a parent's heavy curſes bear ; 


115 
Their ':indred ſouls to mutual hate and war. 
Give them to dare, what I niight wiſh to ſee | 
Blind as I am, fome glorious villainy ! = 


Ihrir ready guilt preventing thy commands: 
frame, 


came. 
The Fury heard, while on Cocytus? brink 
Her ſnakes unty'd ſulphureous waters drink; 125 
But at the ſummons rolFd her eyes around, 
And fnatch'd the fiarting ſerpents from the | 
ground 


Not half ſo ſwiftly ſboots along in air 


Attriglted Atlas, on the diſtant ſhore, 
Tre mblẽd, and ſt ook the heavens ard gods he Þore. 
Now from beneath Nialea's airy beight 140 


{ Alot ſſ. e fprurg, and fleer'd to Thebes her 4 
V ith cager ſpecd the well-known j journey took, 


Nor here regrets the hell fe late forſook. 
A hundred frakes her gloomy viſage ſhade, 
A hundred ſerpents gnard her horrid head, 


In ber ſunk eye-balls dreadful meteors glow : 


Such rays from. Fhæbe's bloody circles flow, 


from high N 
A ficry ho and reddens all the fey. | 


|. Blood itai. d her cheeks, and from her mouth. 


there came , I 50 
Blue ſteaming poiſons, and a length of fame. © 
From every blaſt of her contagious breath, | 
| Fane 2uddroug procecd, and plaguee, ang 
A robe obſcene was o'er her ſtaylders thrown, 

A Ereſs by Fates and Furies worn alone, 
She toſs d her meagre arms ; her better hand 
Tn waving circles whirPd a funeral brand ; 
A ſerpent from her left was ſeen to rear : 
His flaming creſt, and laſh the yielding air, 
But when the Fury took her ſtand on 
Where vait Cithæron's top ſalutes the fey, 


| A hiis from all the ſndky tire went round: 


The dreadful ſignal all the rocks rebound, 


And through ti Achaiqa cities ſend the found, ) 


Eurota-? bants remurmur'd to the noiſe; 

Again Leucothos ſhook at theſe alarms, 

Aud preſ'd Pala mon cloſer in her rm. 
Feadlong rom thence the glowing Fury ſprings, | 


Once more invades the guilty dome, and 
Its bricht pavilions in a vel of clouds. 


| Stung to the ſou}, the brother !tart ſrom reſt 
a ad aÞ their Furies wake withiu their breaſt, 


Straiglit with the rage of all their race XY 


| —_— tortur'd minds r2piniog Envy tears, 
And Hate, engender'd Ly 7ufpicious fears z 
Ai.d ſacred Thirſt of iway ; aud all the ties 
Of Nature broke; aud royal Perjurics ; 

And n Def re to reign alone, 


That fc2zys the dull reverſ on of a throne 3 

Hach would the ſweets of ſorereign rule devour, 
While Diſcord waits upon divid:d power. 

As flubborn ſteers by brawuy plow men brote, 
And jo red reludlant to the galling yoke, 185 
| Alite diſdain with ſervile necks to bear | 
the unworted weight, or drag the cruoked ſhare, 
But ren the reins, and bound a different way, 


| And all the furrows in contu;'on lay; . 
Snch was the difecrd of the royal pair, 


150 


Vor. VI. 


| hem fury drove precipitate to war, 
TT 


high, 160 


And oer the Theban palace fpreads her wings, 
ſhrougs 
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6 8 


143 


When, labouring with ſtrong charma, the ſhoots | 


155 : 


Cete, with high Parnaſius, heard the 2 165. - 


176 5 


180 i 
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In vain the chiefs eontriv'd a ſpeeious way, 


To govern Thebes by their alternate ſway: 
Unjuſt decree ! while this enjoys the ſtate, 
That mourns in exile his unequal fate, 
And the ſhort monarch of a haſty year 
Foreſces with auguith his returning heir, 
Thus did the lea gue their impious arms reſtrain, 


| 6 


But ſcarce fubſſted to the ſecond reign. 


Nor { Iver vaſes took the formĩug 
Nor gems on bowls emboſs'd = 4 


Say, to what end your impious arms engage ? 


Vet then, no proud aſpiring piles were rais'd, 
No fretted roofs with poliſtod merals blaz'd ; 


No labour d columns in long order plac'd, 


No Gr-cian ftone the pompous arches grae d 
No nightly bands in 12 armour wait 
Before _—— ſlceple ſs nt's guarded gate; 205 
No then were — ay in ape gold, 
mold; 


42 to ſhine, 
Blaze on the brims, and ſparkle in t 
Say, wretched rivals ! what provokes your ir rage? 


Not all bright Phœbus views in early morn, 
Or when his evening beams the weſt adorn, 


What 
Pleas'd to behold unbounded power thy own, 


When the ſouth glows with his meridian ray, 
And the cold north receives a fainter day; 215 
For crimes like theſe, not all thoſe realms ſuffice, 
Were all thoſe realms the guilty victor's prize! 
But fortune now (the Jots of empire thrown) 
Decrees to proud Eteocles the crown : 
joys, oh Tyrant! ſwelbd thy ſoul that day, 
When all were ſlaves thou couldRt around ſurvey, 


And fingly Il a fear'd and envy*d throne ! 
But the vile Vulgar, ever di content, 
Their growing fears in ſecret mur murs vent; 225 


Still prone to change, though fill the faves of 
ſtate, 


5 And ſure the monarch whom they have, to hate ; 
New lords they madly make, then tamely bear, 


And foſtly curſe the Tyrants whom they fear. 


And one of thoſe who groan beneath the ſway 230 | 


_ Of Kings impos'd, and grudgi: gly obey, 


(Whom envy to the great and vulgar ſpight 


With ſcandal arm'd, ti iguoble minds delight) 


| Theſe now control a wretched people's 
I ᷑ beſe can divide, and theſe reverſe the ſtate: 
Een Fortune rules no more: O ſervile la OY 
 Wheree:ziPFd tyrants ſtill by turns command ! 


What woes attend this inauſpicious reign ! 


Exclaim'd O Thebes ! for thee what lates remain! 


235 
Muſt we, alas! our doubtful necks prepare, 7 


Each haughty maſter's yok by turns to bear, 
And ftill to change whom chang'd we Rill muſt * 
fear? 


fate, 


Thou Fre of gods and men, imperial ſove !- 


Is this th' eternal doom decreed above? 
On 


thy own offspri g hat thou fix'd this fate, 245 
From the firſt birth of our unhappy ftate ; 
When baniſh'd Cad mus, wandering o'er the main, 


For Inſt Europa ſearch'd the world in van, 


A rifing empire on a foreign 


How all the tyrant in his face appears! | 


And, fated in Baotian fields to found 

ground, 250 
Firſt rais'd our walls on that Lomer-d plain, 
Where earth- bern brothers were by brothers ſlain? 
What lofty looks th? unrivabd monarch bears! 


And all the trembling 
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Gods! how his eyes withthreatening ardoyr glow! 
| Can this imperiuus lord forget to reign, | 
Quit all his ſtate, deſcend, and ſerve again? 

Yet who, before, more popularly bow'd, 


Patient of right, familiar in the throne ? 

What wonder then ? he was not then alone. 

O wretched we, a vile ſubmiſhve train, 3 
Fortunes tame icolz, and flaves in every reign! 1 


As when two winds with rival force contend, 
This way and that, the wavering fails they bend, 
While freezing Boreas and black Eurus blow, 
Now here, now there, the reeling veſſel throw, 
Thus, on each ſide, alas! our tottering fiate 
Feels all the fury of refiſileſs fate; ; 

And doubtful ſtill, and {till diſtracted flands, 


mands. | 
+ And now th? Almighty Father of the Gods 
| Convenes a council in the bleſt abodes ; 
Far in the bright receſſes of the ſk ies, 
High oer the rolling heavens, a manſion lies, 
Whence, far oo the Gods at once ſurvey 
The realms of riſng and declining day, 


and ſea. 
Full ip the midſt, and on a ſtarry throne, 
The Majeſty of heaver ſuperier ſhone ; 
Serene he look'd, and gave an awful nod, 
pheres confeſs'd the God. 
At Jove's aſſent, the atities around 

In folemu ſtate the confiitory crown'd.. 
Next a long order of inferior powers 
Aſcend from hills, and plains, and ſhady bowers ; 
Thoſe from whoſe urns the rolliug r vers flow; 
And thoſe that 


And facred ſilence reigns, and univerſal un. 
A ſi ining ſynod of majettic Gods | 
Gilds with new luſtre the divine abodes; 
Heaven ſeems improv*d with a ſupericr ray, 
And the bright arch re!!eQs a double day. 
The Monarch then his folemn ſle ce broke, | 
| The full creation liſteuꝰd while he ſpoke ; 
Each facred accent bears eternal weight. 


And each irrevocable word is Fate. | 
I 
defy, 2⁰⁰ 


1 | And force ur. willing vengeance from the ſky ! 
Ich race contederate into crimes, that prove 
| Triumphant oer th? cluded rage of Jove ! 
This weary arm can ſcarce the bolt ſuſtain, 


And unregarded thunder rolls in vain : 
Th' overlJabour'd Cyclop from his taſk retires; 
Th Xclan forge exhauſted of its fires. 

For this I ſuffer*d Pha bus? ſteeds to ſtray, 

And the med Ruler to miſguide the day, a 
When the wide earth to heaps of aſhes turn'd, 
And heaven itfelf the wandering chariot buru'd, 
For this, my Þrother of the watery reign 
Releas d th impetuous fluices of the main. 


But fames TS aud billows * vain. 


| What fallen fury clouds his frornful brow? 255 


27, 
2756 


And all th? extended — 
270 


25s 


295 


305 | 


Who more propitious to the ſuppliant croud? 260 


While that Prince threatens, and while this com- 


give the wandering winds to blow: 4 
— - their rage, and even their murmurs 


290 


E Thoſe baſhful crimes diſguisd in borrow 
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' Two races now, ally'd to „ offend : 315 
To puniſh theſe, ſee Jove himſelf deſcend. 
The Theban Kings their line from Cadmus trace, 
From Perſeus thoſe of Argive race. 
Unhappy Cadmus? tate who does not know, 
And the long ſeries of ſucceeding wor ? 320 
How oft the Furies, from the deeps of night, 
Aroſe, and mix'd with men in mortal fight: 
_ Tiy exulting mother, ftain'd with filial blood: 
The ſavage hunter, and the haunted wood? 
The direful banquet why ſhould I proclaim, 325 
And crimes that grieve the trembling Gods to 
name ? | 
Ere I recount the fins of theſe prophane, 
The ſun would fink into the weſtern main 
And riſing gild the radiant eaſt again. > 
Have we not ſeen (the blood of Laius ſhed) 330 
The murdering ſon aſcend his parent's bed, 
Through violate:! nature force his way, | 
And ſtain the ſacred womb where once he lay? 
Yet now in darinefs and deſpair he groans, 
And for the crimes of guilty fate atones; 335 
His ſons with ſcorn their eyeleſs tather view. 
Infult his wounds and make them bleed anew. 
Thy curſe, oh Oedipus, juſt heaven alarms, 
And ſets th' avenging Thunderer in arms. 
I from the root thy guilty race will tear, 
And give the nations to the waſte of war. 
Adraitus ſoon, with Gods averſe, ſhall join 
In dire alliance with the Theban line: 5 
Hence ſtrife ſhall riſe, and mortal war ſucceed ; 
The guilty reabns of Tantalus ſhall bleed: 345 
Fix'd is their doom; this all-remembering breaſt 
| Yet harbours vengeance for the tyrant's feaſt, 
He faid; and thus the Queen of heaven re- 
| turn d 4 
(With ſudden grief her labouring boſom burn'd): 
Muſt I, whoſe cares Phoroneus? towers defend, 
luſt I, oh Jove, in bloody wars contend? 351 
Thou know'it thoſe regions my protection claim, 
_ Glorious in arms, in riches, and in fame: 
Though there the fair Egyptian heifer fed, 
And there deluded Argus ſlept, and bled; 355 
1 there the brazen tower was ſtorm'd of 
old, 8 | | e 
When Jove deſcended in almighty gold. 
Yet I can pardon thoſe oh eurer rapes, 
d ſhapes; 
But Thebes, where, ſhining in c:leftial charms, 
Thou ca m'ſt triumpha..t to a mortal's arms, 361 
When all my glories over cher limbs were ſpread, 
And blazing lightnings danc'd around her bed; 
Curs'd Thebes the vengeance it deſerves may 


Au, why ſhould Argos ſeel the rage of Jove? 365 
Yet, ſince thou wilt thy fitter Queen controul, 
Since ſtill the luſt of diſcord fire; thy foul, 
Gu, raſe my Saines, let Mycene fall, 
And level with the duſt the Spartan wall; 
No more let mortals Juno's power invoke, 370 
Her fanes no more with eaſtern incenſe ſmoke, 
Nor victims ſin beneath the ſacred {troke ; 
But to your 1135 all my rights transfcr, 
Let altars blaze and temples ſmot:e for her; 


| 


| 


4 
340 | 


| No leſs Dione might ior Thebes contend, 


| And give up Laius to the realms o. day, 
| Expects its paſſage 


| And veil'd the ſtarry glories of his head. 


355 


But if thou muſt reform the ſtubborn times, 
Avenging on the ſons the father's crimes, 

And from the long records of diſtant age 5 

Derive ineitements to renew thy rage ; 380 


Say, from what period then has jove 
To date his vengeance; to what bounds confind ?. 
Begin from thence, where . rit Alpheus hides 

His wandering ſtream, and through the briny 

tides 

Unmix'd to his Sicilian river g'ides, 235 
| Thy own Arcadians there the thu. der claim, 
Whoſe impious rites di grace thy mighty name; 
Who raiſe thy temples were the chariot flood _ 
Of fierce Oenomaus, defd with blood; 


> | Where once his ſteeds their ſavage banquet found, 


And human bones yet whiter, ali the 
* honours pleafe ? and ca. it thou 


Preſumptuous Crete, that boaſts the tomb of Jore 
And ſr all not Tantalus's kingdom ſtare k 


| Thy wife and ſiſter's tutelary care ? 1 
| Reverſe, O Jove, thy too ſevere decree, 
Nor doom to war a race deriv*d from thee z 
On impious realms and barbarous Kings impoſe 


Thy plagues, and curſe them with ſuch ſons aa 
| thoſe. | | 


The rage and grief contending in her breaſt; 


| Unmov'd remain'd the Ruler of the ky, 


And irom his throne return'd this ſtern reply: 
Twas thus I deem'd thy haughty foul would 
*»—o_ 28885 | 

The dire, though juſt, revenge which I prepare 
Againft a nat. on thy p. culiar care: 

Nor Raechus le; his native town defend : 

Yet theſe in {Jence ſee the fates fulfil | 
Their work, ard reverenee our ſuperior will. 410 
For, by the black internal Styx I ſwear, | 
(That dreadful cath which birds the Thunderer) 
"Tis .d; th? irrevocable doom of ꝰοοõ’; _ 
No force can bend me, no perſualion move. 
Haſte then, Cyllenius, through the li vid air; 


Y Go mount the winds, and to the ſt ades repair; 


Bid helPs blac': monarch my commands obey, 
Whoſe ghott, yet ſhivering on Cocytus“ ſand, 

to the tarther ſtran 420 
Let the pale fre reviſt Thebes, and beer 
Theſe pleafing orders to the tyrart's ear; 


| That, from his exild brother, fired with pride 


Ot foreign forces, and Eis Argive bride, 
Almighty ve comma::ds him to detain 
The promi: d empire, and alternate reign ; 
Be this the cauſe of more than mortal hate: 
The reft, ſucceeding times i all ripen into Fate. 
The god obeys, and to his feet applies IR 
Thoſe golden wings that cut the yielding feics, 
His ample hat his beamy locks 9*:ripread, 432 


428 


. 

He ſciz'd the ward that cauſes ſleep to fly, 

Or in ſoft umbers ſeals the wakeſul eye; 

That drives the dead to dar k Tartarian coafts, 435 


For her, through Egypt's fruitful clime renown'd, 
Let weeping Nilus hear the timbrel found, 376 


\ 
. 


Or back to life * the wandering ghoſs, 
— — . 


And fam'd M 


356 
Thus, through the parting elouds, the ſon of 


May 
1 Wings on the whiſiling winds his rapid way; 


Now \-noothly ſteers through air his equal {ight, 

No ſprings aloft, and towers th? ether ial height; 

Then wheeling down the ſleep of heaven he files, 

And draws a radiant circle o'er the ſkies. | 
Meantime the baniſh d Polyniees roves 

(His Thebes ahandon'd) through th* Aonian 


groves, . 
While future realms his wandering thoughts de- 


-" Keke. 
His dadly vifon, and his dream by night; 
Forbidden Thebes appears before his eye, 
From whenee he ſecs his abſent brother fly, 
With tranſport views the airy rule his own, 
And fwells on an imaginary throne. 

Fain would he caſt a tedious age away, 

And live out all in one triumhant day. 

He chides the lazy progreſs of the fun, 
And bids the year with ſwifter motion run. 
With anxious hopes bis cravivg mind is tot, 455 
And all his joys in length of wiſhes loſt, 

The hero then reſolves his courſe to bend 
Where ancient Danaus? fruittul nelds extend, 
ycene”s lofty towers aſcend, 
(Where late the fun did Atreus“ crimes deteſt, 
And diſappear d. in horror of the feaſt,) 
And now, by chance, by fate, or kuries led, 


From Bacchus? conſeerated caves he fled, 


Where the ſhrill cries of trantic matrons. ſound, 


A fweet for 


And Peatheus? blood enrich'd the rifing ground, 


3 Then ſees Cithzros towering oer the Plain, 
And thence declining gently ro the main. 
Next to the bounds of Niſus“ realm repaits, 


Where treacherous Sey lla cut the purple hairs: 


ſ T he 2 cliffs of Scyron's rock explores, 470 | 


e murmurs. of the difſerent ſhores ; 
| Falſe the ſtraight that parts the founjag ſeas, = 
© And ſtately Corinth's lea ſing ſte ſurveys, . 

Twas now the time when Pherhus vields to 


And 5 Cynthia ſheds her ſilver light, 47 5 
Wide &er the world in folemn pomp ſhe drew | 
Her airy chariot hung with pearly dew ; | 
All birds and beaits lie huſr?d : Sleep ſteals away | 
The wild defires of men, and toils of day, 
And brings, deſcending through the ſilent air, 
getfulneſs of human care. 481 
Yet no red clouds, with golden 9 guys 
Promiſe the ſkies the bright return of day; 
No faint reflections of the diftant light | 
„Streak wa long gleams the ſcattering ſſ. ades of 


OT" dawp earth i impervious vapours riſe,” 
1 the darkneſs, a d involve the ſkies, 
At once the ruſbing winds with rearing ſound 
Burſt from th? Acoligu caves, and rend the ground, 
With equa] rage their airy quarrel try, 


And win by turns the Lingdem of the ſky 3 


But with a thicker night black Auſter ſt rouds 5 
The beavens, and drives on heaps the rolling 


| clouds 
From what dark acc a rattlin tempeſt pours 
Which the eold North congeals to baily ſhowers, 


450 
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From pole to pole the thunder roars aloud, 
| Aud broken bgitnings Yaſh from every cloud, 
Now ſmoaks with | owers the miſty mountain 
ö grour rd, Ml | * 

And tloated fields lie undiſtinguiſh'd round. 

TI inachian ſtreams with headlong fury run, 
And Erit nus rolls a del:ige on: 

| The foaming Lerna ſwells above its bour:d«, 
And ſpreads its ancient poiſons oer the grounds ; 
Where late was duſt, now rapid torrents play, 
Ruſh through the mounds, and bear the d:ms 
away: 

Old limbs of trees from cractling foreſis torn, 
Are whirPd in air, aud on the winds are borne : 
The ſtor in the dark Lyczan groves di:play'e, 
Ind ſirſt to Fght expose the facred ſkade. 

T intrepid Theban hears the burſting ſky, 


5160 
Sees yawning rocks in maſſy fragments tly, 


And views aſtoniſh'd from the hills afar, 


The floods deſcending, and the watery war, 
| That, driven by ftorins, and pouring o'er the 
| plain 5 
Swept herds, and hinds, and houſes to the main, 
Through the brown horrors of the night he fed, 
Nor knows, amaz'd, what doubtful path to tread; | 
His brother's image to his mind appears, 


| Inflames his heart with rage, ad bis feet g 


with fears. 


So fares a failor on the ſtormy main, 3 


1 When clouds conceal Bovtes golden wain, e 


When not a ſtar its fr endly luſtre keeps, 
Nor trembling Cynthia glimmers on the deeps; 


| He dreads the rocks, aud ſhoals, and ſeas, and 


fk ies | 
While ater rears, ard Hghtning round tim | 
HR You 5 
| Thus trove the chief, on every ſide ditreſs'd, 
Thus ftill his courage with his toils enereas 
With bis broad f}.icld oppos'd, he forc'd his way 2 


2 f thickeft woods, ad rous'd the beaits of 


Till E beheld, where from Lariſſs's height 330 
The ſhelving walls reflect a glance ing light: 5 
Thither with hatte the The ban Hero {ics ; * 
On this ſ de Lerna's poiſonous water les, c 
on that Proiy mna's grove and temple riſe: ) 


: | He paſꝰd the gates which then unguarded lay, 
And to the reg 


gal palace bent his way; 536 
Orr the cold v4 ſpent with toil he lics, 
And wait till pleaſing flumbers ſeal his eyes. 


| Adraus here his happy people ſways, 


Eleſt with calm peace in his deelir.ing days. 549 
By beth his parents ot deſcer:t divine, FI 
Great Jove and Phabus grac'd his noble line: 
| Hcaven had not crywn'd his wiſhes with a fon, 
But two fair daughters heir'd his ſtate and throne. 
To him Apollo (wondrous to rolate! £45 
Rut who can 2 into the depths of fate?) 
Had ſung—* Expect thy ſons on Argos? ſhore, 
% A yellow lion, and a briſtly boar,” 
This long revolv'd in his paterral breaſt, 
Sate heavy on his heart, and broke his reſt: 550 
This, great Amphiaraus, lay hid from thee, 
| Though {&1IVd in fate, and dark futurity. 
The father's care and prophet's art were vain, 
| | For thus did the prediding God ordain. 


., relics of a former ſacrifice. 
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10 {s Tydens, whoſe ill-fated hand 355 
Had fain his brother, leaves his native land, 
Aud ſeiz'd with horror in the fades of night, 
Through the thick delarts headlong mak his 

flight: - 
Now by the fury of the tempeſt driven, 
He ſeeks a ſhelter from th! inclement heaven, 50 
Till, kd by Fate, the Theban's ſteps he treads, 
And to fair Argos open court ſucceeds, 

When thus the chiefs from ditierent lands reſort - 
T. Adraftus? realms, and hoſpitable court; 

The king ſurveys his gueſts with curious eyes, 
And views their arms aud habit with ſurprize, - 
A lion's yellow ſk in the Theban wears, 
Horrid his mane, and rough with curling hairs; 
ch one employ'd Alcides? youthful toils, 
Ere yet adoriꝰd with Nemea's dreadful ſpoils. - 
A boar's- ſtiff hide, of Calydonian breed, 
Cenides manly ſhoulders overtpread : 
_ Obliaue his tutks, erect his briitles ſtood; 
Alive, the pride and terror of the wood. 
Struck with the ſ git, and fix'd in deep amaze, 
The King th? 2ccomplith'd Cracle ſurveys, 576 
RNeveres Apollo*s vocal caves, and owns | 
The guided © Godbead: and his future ſons. 
Oer all his buſom ſecret tranſports reign, | 
And i glad horror ſhoots through every vein. 20 
To heaven he litts his bands, erects his ſignt, 
And thus invokes the flent Queen of night: 
Goddeſs of ſhades, beneath whole gloomy 
reign 
You? fpangled areh glows with the ftarry train; 
You who the cares of heaven and carth allay, 
Till nature quicken'd by tb inipiring Po 53% 
Wales to new vigovr with the ring day 

o thou who freet me from my doubtiul Ante, 

Long loſt and wilder'd in the maze of Fate! 
Be preſent ſtill, oh Goddeſs! in our aid; 59 
Procerd, and firm thoſe omens thou ha't made. 


We to thy name our annual rites will pay, 


And on thy altars ſacrif ces lay; 
Ihe ſable flock ff all fall beneath the froke, £ 
Aud fill thy temples with a grateful ſmoke. 595 
Hail, faithſul Tripos ! hail, ye dark abodes 
Of awful Phcrbus : I coafeſs the Gods! | | 
| Thus, ſeiz*'d . ſacr2d * the monarch 
| pray'd; 
Thea to his inner court the gueſts convey a: 
* here yet thin fumes from dying ſparks ariſe,) 
yet white upon cach „ 


The king orce more the ſolemn rites requires, 
And hids renew the ſeaſts and wake the tros, 
His train obey, while all the courts around Cog 
With noiſy care and various tumult ſound. 
Embroider'd purpie clothes the golden beds ; 
This ſlave the floor, and that the table ſpreads ; 

A third diſpels the darkneſs of the night, 

And fills depending lamps with beams of lgbtz 3 
Here loaves in caniſters are piPd on high, 
Avid there in flames the Lavghter'd victims fly. 
Sublime in regal ſtate Adraſtus ſhone, 

Stra teh d on rich carpets on his ivory throne ; 


e at en Glance wait ha reſt. 


— 


9 


1 


— 


. 


There from the chace }cve*s towering eagle bears, 


590 | The courtly train, the dot and the reſt, 
| Crown*d with chaſte la 


{| Whittle with rich gvms the fuming altars blaze, . 
Salute the God in numerous hymns cf pra! ſc. 655 


| 


61 ' Fair was her face and ſpotleſs was her mind, 

Where fiFal love with virgin ſweetneſs join'd, 
Happy! and happy till e might have prov'd, 
Were 

A loity couch receives each princely gueſt; 61 5 But Phœbus lov'd, and on the fowery ſde 


Aceſtis calle, 


Then ſoftly whiſper” 


Then or. their iather's reverend Yeatrres reſt. 


Still as he riſes in the? ethereal height, 
| His nativ: mountains leſſen to his 1-gat 3 


| And the ſwitt hounds, aff righted as he flies, 
Run to the { ade, and bark againſt the ſkies. 
| This golden bowl with generous — was 


The frft libation fprin.led on the ground: 
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0nd 


Aud now the King, his royal 3 

the gvardian of his race, 

Who frſt their youth ir. arts of virtue tra in' d, 

And their ripe years in medeit grace mailtain'd; | 
62 

d in ber faithful ear, . 

Ard bade his daughters at the rites ap pcar. 


V hen from the cloſe apartments cf the 1. igbe, 


The royal Nymph» approcch divi- :ely bright; 
Such was Dias a“, ſuch Mi erva's face 623 
Nor ſhine their beaut es with ſupericr graze, 
But that in theilt a milder charm endrars, 


| And leſs of terror in their looks appears. 
As on the heroes frit they caſt the ir eyes, 


Cer their fair cheeks the glowing bluſkes rife, | 
Their dowr.caft looks a decent ſame confeſs“ dl. 
The bancuet done, the moi. arch gives the ga 
To fill the goblet nigh with ſpar li g wine, | 
Which Danaus us'd i, facred r tes ot old, E256 
With ſculpti.re grac'd, a:.d rough with rit:ng sold. 
Here to th cloud victorious Perſeus ies, | 


Meduſa ſeems to move with lar guid eyes, 


And, ev'n in gold, turns paler as fte dies. 


| Cn golden wings, the Phrygian to the ſtars: 


While all his fad companions upward gaze, 5 
Fix'd on the glorious ſcene in wild amaze; 643 


crown?d, 


By turns on each celeſtial power they call; 658 
With Pheœrbus name reſounds the vaulted ball. 
and with g: cla. 
dreſs d, 


Then thus the King: Perbaps, my noble gueſts, 
Theſe honourd altars, and theſe annual featts 
To bright Apollo's awful name de{.gn'd, 
Unknown, with wonder may perplex your mind, 
Great was the cauſe : our old ſolemnities c 
From no blind zeal or fond tratlition riſe; 
But, fav*d from death, our Argives ye: arly pay 
Theſe grateful ho, ours to the God of Day. 

When by a thouſand arts the Python {ain 
With orbs unroll'd hy covericg all the plain, « cc 3 
(Trans fix'd as o'er C aftalia?: Yeams he! nung, 
And ſuckꝰ d new poiſons with his triple wo) 
To Argos? real the victor god reſorts, 

And enters old Crotopus? humble courts 8 

This rural prince one only daughter bleſsd, 

That all the charms of blooming vou cu Poi 
ſeſ d; 671 


e leſs ben tiful, or leſs belov'd! by 675 


Of a ſtream the yielding fair enjoy'd : 


Now, ere ten moons their orb with light adorn, | 
Th' illuftrions offspring of the God was born; 

The Nymph, her father's anger to evade, 680 

Retires from Argos to the ſylvan ſhade; 

To woods and wilds the pleaſing burden bears, 

And truſts her infant to a ſhepherd*s cares. 

How mean a ſate, unhappy child, is thine ! 

Ah, how unworthy thoſe of race divine ! 

On flowery herbs in ſome green covert laid, 

His bed the ground, his canopy the ſt ade, 
He mixes with the bleating lambs his cries, 


685 


I Bleſt be thy duſt, and let eternal fame 


POTME. 


A night of fultry clouds iavcly'd around 
towers, the fields, and the devoted ground: 


The 
| And now a thouſaud lives together fled, 


| Death with his ſcythe cut off the fatal thread, | 


And a whole province in his triumph led. 746 
But Phabus, aſk'd why noxious fires appear, 
And raging Sirius blaſts the fickly year | 
Demands their lives by whom his monſter fell, 
And dooms a dread: ul ſacrifice to hell. 750 


Attend thy Manes, and preſerve thy name, 


While the rude ſwain his rural muſc tries, 

To call ſoft lumber on his infant eyes 690 
Yet even in thoſe obſcure abodes to live, 1 
Was more, alas! than cruel fate would give; 

For on the graſſy verdure as he lay, 1 
And breath id the freſhneſs of the early day, 
Devouring dogs the helpleſs in ant tore, 

Fed on his trembling limbs, and lapp'd the gore. 
Tb aſtoniſh'd mother, when the rumour came, 


Forgets her father, and neglects her fame, 
With loud complaints ſhe Ils the yielding air, 


; In ſuch a cauſe diſdain'U thy life to ſave; | 


695 |2W 


Undaunted hero ! who divinely brave, 


But view'd the ſhrine with a ſuperior look, 455 
And its upbraided Godhead thus beſpoke : | 
With piety, the ſoul's ſecureſt guard, 

And conſcious virtue, ſtill its own reward, 
Willing I come, unknowing how tofear; 
Nor ſſ alt thou, Phœbue, find a ſuppliant here. 
Thy monſter's death to me was ow*d alone, 761 
And tis a deed too glorious to difown, 


And beats her breaſt, and rends ber flowing hair ; 
Then wild with anguiſh to her fire ſte flies, 501 
Demands the ſentence, and contented dies. 

But, touch'd with ſorrow for the dead too late, 


The raging God prepares Y avenge heriate, From Gods above no more compaſſion find ; 
He ſends a monſter, horrible and fell, 705 If ſuch inclemency in Heaven can dwell, 

 Begot by furies in the depths of hell. Feet why muſt unoffending Argos feel 770 

The peſt a virgin's face and boſom bears; ) The vengeance due to this unlucky ſteel? : 
High on a crown a rifing ſrake I On me, on me, let all thy fury fall, 


Guards her black front and hiſſes in her hairs: 
About the realm ſhe walks her dreadful round, 
When Night with fable wings o'erſpreads the 

groun 5 711 
Devours 
And feeds and thrives on public miſeries. 


But generous rage the bold Chorœbus warms, * 
Chorabus 


» fam d for virtue, as for arms; 715 
Some few like him, inſpir'd with martial flame, 
Thought a ſhort life well loſt for endleſs fame. 
Theſe, where two ways in equal parts divide, 

The direful monſter from afar deſcry'd; 


And in their hearts embrues her cruel claws. 
The youths ſurround her with extended ſpears ; 
But brave Chorahus in the front appears, 
Deep in her breſt he plung d his ſhining ſword, 
And hell's dire monſter back to hell reſtor d. 
TW Inachians view the ſlain with vaſt ſurprize, 
Her twiſting volumes, and her rolling eyes, | 
Her ſpotted breaſt, and gaping wombembru'd. 
With livid poiſon, and our children's blood. 430 
The croud in ſtupid wonder fix'd appear, 
Pale ewn in joy, nor yet forget tu fear. 
Some with vaſt beams the ſqualid corpſe engage, 
And weary all the wild efforts of rage. 
The birds obſcene that nightly flock'd to taſte, 
With hollow ſcreeches fled the dire repaſt; 
And ravenous dogs, allur'd by ſcented blood, 
And ftarving wolves ran howling to the wood, 
But, fr'd with rage, from Cleft — 
brow L | 7 
a venging Phabus bent his deadly bow, 740 5 
Ard bing few the feather'd ſutes below: 


_— | 
young babes before their parents eyes, | 
! 


rage 
| a With f ach amazing virtue durſt engage. 
Two bleeding babes depending at her ſde, 720 } | The clouds diſper>'d, Apollo's wrath expir'd, f 
| Whoſe panting vitals, warm with Life, ſhe draws, And from the wondering God th' unwilling youth | 
red „„ 5 
| Thence we theſe altars in his temple raiſe, 


I Thefe honours, ſtill renew'd, his ancient wrath 


Behold him here, for whom ſo many days, 
Impervious clouds concealꝰd thy ſullen rays; | 
For whom, as Mag no longer claim'd thy care, 
Such numbers fell by peſtilential air! 766 

But if thꝰ abandon d race of human kind 85 


Nor err trom me, fince I deſerve it all: . 
Unleſs our deſert cities pleaſe thy ſ ght, 
Or funeral flames reflect a grateful light, 

' Diſcharge thy ſhafts, this ready boſom rend, 
And to the ſhades a ghoſt triumphant ſend; 

But ſor my country let my fate atone, 

Be mine the vengeance, as the crime my own. 
Merit iſtreſs'd, i ial Heaven relieves: 
Unwelcome life relenting Ph x bus gives; 797 
For not the vengeful power, that glow'd with 


786 


And offer annual honours, feafts, and praiſe; 
I hoſe ſolemn feaſts propitious Phœbus pleaſe : 


appeaſe. | | FS 

| But fay, illuſtrious gueſt! (adjoin'd the King) 
What name you bear, from what high race you 
ſpring ? | 1 55 791 

The noble Tydeus ſtands eonf:ſsꝰd and known 

| Our neighbour Prince, and heir of Calydon. 


And ſilent hours to various talk invite. 

The Theban bends on earth his gloomy eyes; 

| Confus'd and ſadly thus at length replies: 
Before theſe altars how ſhall I proclaim 

(Oh generous prince!) my nation or my name, 

Or through what veins our ancient blood has roll? 

Let the fad tale for ever reſt untold ! 8ot 


4 


. . d..... ̃ͥ—ͤo- a es alia. a; 


| Relate your fortunes, while the friendly night ; | 
4,88 E 


eee 


(ot if, propitious to a wretch unknown, 
Lou ſeek to ſhare in ſorrows not your own; 


And be thyſelf the honour ot thy race. 


T' excel the muſ co thy heavenly lyre; 
Thy ſrafts aveng*d lewd Tityus' guilty flame, 
TW immortal vid im of thy mother's fame; _ 
"Thy hand few Python, and the dame who loſt 
Her numerous oflspring for a fatal boatt, 80 


In Pharian felds to ſow the golden grain; 850 
| Er Mitra, to whoſe beams the Pert un bows, 
1? 

t 


Who graſps the ſtruggling heiicr's lunar horns. 
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| Know then, from Cadmus 1 derive my race, | 
| Jocaſia's ſon; and Thebes my native place. gog 

o whom the King (who felt his generous breaſt | 
Touch'd with concern for his unkappy gueſt) 


Replies :—Ah why forbears the ſon to name 
His wretched father, known too well by fame? 
Fame, that delights around the world to ſtray, 
Scorns not to take our Argos in her way. $11 


Een thoſe who dwell where ſuns at diſtance | 


roll, | 
In northern wilds, and freeze beneath the pole; 
And thoſe who tread the buruing Libyan lands, 
The faithlefs Syrtes, and the moving ſards; 815 
Who view the weſtern ſea's extremeſt bounds, 
Or drink of Ganges in their eaſtern grounds ; 


All theſe the woes of Oedipus have known, 


Your fates, your furies, and your haunted town. 


Ef on the ſons the parents? crimes deſcend, 820 


What Prince from thoſe his lineage can defend? 
Be this thy comfort, that tis thine tꝰ eſtace 
With virtuous acts thy anceftor's diſgrace, 


But ſee! the ftars begin to ſteal way, 825 
And ſhine more ſaintly at approaching day. 
Now pour the wine; and in your tus eful lays 
Once more reſound the great Apollo”> praiſe. 

O father Phoebus ! whether Lycia's coaſt 


And ſnowy mountains thy bright preſence boaſt 3 


Whether to ſweet Caftalia thou repair, 841 
And bathe in f lver dews thy yellow hair; | 
Or, pleas'd to find fair Delos float no more, 


Delight in Cynthus, aud the ft ady f ore 
Or chuſe thy ſeat in Iliorꝰs proud abodes, 833 

The ſhining ſtructures raigd by labouring Gods; 
By thee the bow and mortal fh.aft- are borne; 


Eternal charms thy blooming youth adecrn :; 
Skill'd in the laws of ſecret fate above, 


And the dark counſel of almighty Jove, 340 
Tris thine the ſeeds of ſuture war to know, 
The change of ſerptres, and imyending woe; 

When direful meteors ſpread through glowing 


| arr | 
| Long trails of light, and ſhake their blazing hair. 


Thy rage the Phrygian felt, who durſt aſpire 845 


ka Pldegya*s doom thy juſt revenge appears, 


Conde muꝰ d to furies and eternal fears; 


He views his food, but dreads, with lifted eye, 
The mouldering rock that trembles from on 


Propitious hear our prayer, O Power divine! | 
And on thy hoſpitable Argos it ice, 856 
Whether the ſtyle of Titan pleaſe thee more, 

_ Whoſe purple ays tht Achemenes adore; 


Or great Oſiris, who firſt taught the ſwain 


Ard pays, in hollow rocks, bis wyful vows 3 
Mitra, whoſe head the blaze of light adorns, 


| | This Nymph compreſs/d by him who rules the 
| 43 | 


| Of theſe ſhe cropp'd to pleaie her infant ſon 


1 My trembliug ſiſter firove to urge her _ : 
And thoſe of ended ſylvan powers ador'd : 


* rar | 
F AB L E 
| or | 
DRYOPE. 
| From Ovin's MeTamonynoses, Book IX. 


HE faid, and for her loſt Galanthis I gks, 

| KJ When the fair Conſort of her for. replies: 
Since you a ſervau:t*s raviſhꝰd form bemoan, 
And kindly gh for torrows not your own; 
Let me (if tears and grief permit) relate 4 
A nezrer woe, a ſiſter's ranger Cate, | 5 
No Nymph of all Oechalia could compare 
For beauteous form with Dryope the mir, 
| Her tender mother's only hope and pride 


(Myſelf the offspring of a ſ:cond bride). 10 


1 | 
Whom Delphi and the Delian iſe obey, | 
Andrzmon lov'd ; and bleſs'd in all thoſe charms 


That pleasꝰd a God, ſucceeded to her arms. 


A lake there was, with ſhelving banks around, 


| Whoſe verdant ſummit fragrant myrtles crowrd, 


| Theſe ſhades, unknowing ot the fates, fe ſought, 
And to the Naiads flowery gariu:ds brought. 


| Her ſmili:g babe (a pleaſing charge) ſte preſt 


Within her arms, and nourift'd at her breaſt. 20 
Not di ant far, a watery Lotos grows; ; 
The ſpring was new, and all the verdaat boughs, 
Adorn'd with bloſſoms, promis'd fruits that vie 
In glowing colours with the Tyrian dye: 


3 2 JF 
And myſelf the ſame rat: act had done, 2 


ut lo! I ſaw = near her de I food) 


| | The violated bloſſoms drop with blood. 


U pon the tree I caſt a ſrightful look ; | 
The trembling tree with ſudden horror ſhook. 30 
Lotis the nymph (if rural tales be true, ! 
As from Priapus? Jawlcis luſt ſhe flew, 

Forſnok her form ; and fixing here became 


| A fowery pla:.t, which ſtill preſerves her name. 


This change un nown, altoniſi d at the ſight, 


And firſt the pardon of the nymphs implor'd, 
But when ſie backward would have fled, the found 
Her ſliſfening feet were rooted in the ground: 40 
In vain to free her faſten'd feet the ſtrove, : 
| And, as  e firuggles, only moves above; 
She feels th? encroaching bar around her 

By quick degrees, and cover all below : "EN 
Surpriz'd at this, her trembling havd ſhe heaves 
To rend her hair; her hand is filbd with leaves: 


| Wher: late was hair, the ſhooting leaves arc ſeen 


To riſe, and ſhade her with a ſudden green. 
The child Amphifus, to her boſom preſs'd, 


| Perceiv*d a colder and a harder breaſt, _ 


2 

And found the ipriags, that neꝰ er till then denyꝰd- 

Their milky moiſture, on a ſudden dry -d. * 
I ſaw unhappy ! what I now relate, 


9 


| And, ſtood the belplefs witneſs of thy fate. 


? 


And crackling nia mes on all my honours 
But from my branching arms this infant 8 76 
Leet ſome kind nurſe ſupply a motherꝰs 


Ch, I:t him fly the cry ſial lakes and floods, 


While ve: thy mether 
I can no more; the creeping rind invades =» 


3 POPE? 


Embrac'd thy boughs, thy rifng bark delay'd, 55 
There wiſh'd to grow, aud mingle ſhade with 
ſkace. 
Bebold Andrzmon and tht unhappy fire 


Appar 2 dior the Dryope enquire 3 


A ſpringi:'g tree for Dryope they find, 

And print warm ki les on the panting rind: 

Troſtrate, with tears their kindred plant bedew, 

And cloſe embrace as to tae roots they grew. 

The fare was all tzat now remai ed of thee, 

No wwe a woman, nor yet quite a tree; | 

Thy branches hung with humid pearls appear, 65 

From every leaf diiiil-a tric «lg tear, 

And tirat a voice, while yet a voice remains, 

Thus trough the trembLog ixughs in fighs com- 
plains: 


I to the wretched any faith be given, 


I iwear by all ti unpityi g powers of . 70 
To wilful crime this heavy ver geance bred; 


In mutual inr.ocence our lives we led: 
It this be falfe, let theſe new greens decay, 
Let ſoun dir g axes lop my limbs away, 


prey! 7 
And to his mother let him oft be led, 


Sport in her ſhades, and in her ſhad-s be fed; 
Teach him, when firſt his infant voice ſhall fraine 


Imperfect words, and lifp his mother's name, 
To hnil this tree; and ſay, with weeping eyes, 
Within this plant my haple's parent lies: 


And when in yotith he ſeeks the ſt ady woods, 
= 
Nor touch the fatal towers; but wand by me, 
Believe a Goddeſs ſkrin*d in every tree. | 
My ; re, my ſiſier, and my ſpouſe, farewell! 
F in your breaſts or love or pity dwell, 
Prote® your ht, nor let my branches feel go | 


The browzing enttle, or the piercing ſteel. 
Farewell! and ſuce I cannot bei d to join 
Mx kys to yours, a ſvanc: at l:aft to mine. 


My fon, thy mothers — g kiſs receive, 


5 a ifs to give. 95 


My cloſing lips, and hides my head in ſhades. : 


Remove your hands the bark ſhall ſooa ſuffice 
V irhout their aid to ſeal theſe dying eyes. | 
dhe ceas'd at once to ſpeak, and ceasd to be; 
And all the nymph was loft within the tree; 100 
Vet latent life through her new branches __ 
And * the _ a * heat — 


' VERTUMNUS 
AND. 1 
POMONA. 


Forum Cory METANORPHOSES, Book Iv. 


"WIE fair Pomona flouriſh 'd in his reign ; 

Of all the Virgias of the ſylvan train, 
Wore tanght the trees a nobler race to hear, 

Oy more improved the vegetable care. | 


Te her the ſhatly grove, the fiawery field, 5 


"The llreams and fountains, no delights could yield; 


| To lop the growth of the luxuriant year, 


60 


-Employ d their wiles and unavailing care, 


| His temples thinly ſpread with — hai 


8 POEMS. 


*Twasall her joy the ripening fruits to tend, 
And ſee the boughs with happy burthens bend. 
The hoo the bore inſtead of Cynthia's ſpear, 


| Todtcent form the lawleſs ſt,cots to bring. 


Now the cleit rind inſerted grafts receives, 

Ard yields an oftspricg more than nature gives; 

Now ſidt 

And feed their fibres with reviving dew. 
Theſe cares alone her virgin breaſt employ, 

Averſe from Venus and the nuptial joy. 

Her private orchards, wall'd on every ſide, 

To lawlets ſylvans all acceſs deny'd. 

How oft the Satyrs and the wanton Fawns, 


| | Who haunt the foreſts, or frequent the lawns, 


The God whoſc ſcares the birds oſ prey, 
And old Siknus, youthful in decay, 


To paſs the fences, and ſurprize the fair! " 
Like theſe Vertumnus own?d his faithful flame, 
Like theſe rejected by the ſcornful dame. 
To gain her fight a thouſand forms he wears; 
And frita reaper from the feld appears, | 


 C*crcharge the ſhoulders of the ſeeming ſwain. 
Oft ober his back a crooked ſcythe is laid, 


Cft in his harden'd hand a goad he bears, 
Like one who late unyoak'd the ſweating ſteers, 
Sometimes his pruning-heok corrects the vines, 


| Aud the looſe ſtragglers to their ranks coufines, 


Now gathering what the bcunteous year allows, 
A ſoldier now, be with his ſword appears; 


IA ſcher next, his trembling angle bears. 


-1 Each ſhape he varies, and cach art he tries, 

Ou her bright charms to caſt his longing eyes. 

A female form at laſt Vertumnus — hs 
With all the marks of reverend - wy . 

. R 

| Proppy'd on his ſtaff, and ſtooping as he goes, 
| A panited witre ſhades his furrow d brows, | 

The God iu this decrepit form array'd, 50 
| The gardens e der'd, and the fruit furvey'd; {_ 
And « Happy you!” (he thus addreſs'd the“ 
maid) | 


| « Whoſe charms as far all other nymphs outſhine, wo 


As other gardens are excell'd by thine!” 


Than ſuch as women on their ſex beſtow ;) 
Then plac'd befide her on the flowery ground, 


3 Bebel the trees with autuma's bounty — 


An elm was near, to whoſe embraces led, 


Nc vicw'd her twining branches with delight, 
And prai-'d the beauty of the pleaſing ght. 
Yet this tall elm, but for his vine (he faid) 


| Had ſtoad neglected, and a barren ſhade ; 


And this 1air vine, but that her arms Den 


Her marry*d elm, had cr-pt along the grouncl. 


Ah, beauteous mai! let this example move 
You mind, averſe from all the joys of love. 
Deign to be lov'd, and every heart ſubdue! 
MI nat ny mph could er a ſueh crouds as es? 


Ie - 


And teach th o edĩent brauches where to ſpring, 


ſtreams the thirſty plants renew, 15 


20 


3 
Sweating he walks, while loads of golden grain 


And wreaths of hay his ſfun-burnt temples ſhade +. -- 
3s 


He pulls ripe apples from the bending beughs. 46 | 


Ihen kifs% the fair; his kiſſes warmer grow 5s 


Ihe curling vine her ſwelling eluſters ſpread; 6% 


* 


Neat the whoſe beauty urg'd the Centaur's arms, 
Ulyſtes' Queen; nor Helen” s fatal charras. 
Ey'n now, when filent ſcorn is all they gain, | 
A thouſand court you, though they court in vainy 
A wouland iy lvans, demigods, and gods, 

hat haunt our moun aius, and our Alban woods. 
But if you'li profper, mark what I adviſe, 
Whom age ad long experience render wiſe, 

And one whol: render care is far above 
All that theſe lovers ever felt of love, 

(Far more than e'er can by yourſelf be gueſs's) 
Fix on Vertamnus, and reject the reſt. 

For bis firm taith 1 dare engage my on; 
Scarce to himfelf, himſelf is better known, 
| To diſtant lands Vertumnus never roves; 

Like you, contented wich his native groves 3 
Nor at firſt tight, like moit, admires the fair 3 
For you he lives, and you alone thall thare | 
His laſt aFe-Qion; as his early care. 

Beſides, he's lovely far above the reſt, 

With youth immortal, and with beauty bleſt. 
Ade, that he varies every ſhape with eaſe, 
And tries all forms that may Pomona pleaſe. 
But what ſhould moſt excite a mutual flame, 
Your rural cares and pleaſures are the ſame. 
To him your orchard's early fruit are due; 

{A pleafing off-ring when "tis made by you) 

He values theſc ; bur yet (alas !) complains, 
That {till the beſt and deareſt L tt remains. | 
Not the fair fruit that on yon' branches glows toe 
Wirh that ripe red th” autuianal fun beftowsz _ 
| Nortafteful herbs that in che t- gardens riſe, 
Wich the kind foil with n: flap ſupplies 
You, only vou, can move the God's defire: 
Oh, cron fo conſtaat and ſu pure a fire; 
Le: ft camyaſſion touch vour gentle mind; 
Think, tis Vertuntnus begs you to be kind + 
Fo may no froſt, when early bucs appuar, 
Dettroy the pro:uiſe of the youthf} year 3 
Nor winds, when firtt your flurid orcuard blows, 110 
Shake che light biutioms from their b! :fted boughs ! 

I ins «hen the various God hae urg d in vun, 

He fri: atfun'd his native farm n; 

Such, au fo br: * an aſp-ct nowlie beate, 
A when thro cionds the em- ring ſun nt 
And thenev» t 2-24ing his refulgens rays 
D'tyels be © aarknefs, and te- ls the „ 
Force he pie per d, but check'd the raſſi deſign: 
For when, appeating in : form divine, 

The Nymph furveys him, and b-holds the grace 120 
Of charming features, and 4 vourhFul face; $-. 
I her Got brea t contenting path. WS moves 
» #: :Q = warm wad < tet; mutual, e. | 
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Ver. VI. 


POPE'S POEMS. 


Done by the Author in his Youth, 


% Ho! 


2 There oft are — the notes of Infant W-, | | 
|} The ſhort thick Sub, loud Scream, and ſh-ilicr 3en:li 1 8 


Not to be ſpied of Ladies 


IMITATIONS 


| ENGLISH POETS. 


* 


CH A UCER 
I 

Weng den full of Ragerie, 

Yet ſwinken nat fans ſecteſfie. 
|Thilke moral ſhall ye underſtond, 
From Schoole-boy's ; Tale of fayre Irelond 1 
Which to the Fennes hath him betake, 
To filch the gray Duclee fro the Lake. 
Right then, there paſſen by the wa) 
His Aunt, and eke her Daughters * 
Ducke in his Tro wſes hath he hent, 


| gent. 

% But hol our Nephew; (crieth ene} 
quoth another, Cozen John; | 
And ſtoppen, and jough, and callen out. 
This filly Clerk full low doth lout: 

They aſken that, and talken this, 


13 
© Lo here is Coz, and here is Miſs.“ | 


But, as he glozeth with ſpeeches ſoote, 


The Ducke fore tickleth his Erfe root : 
Fore-piece and buttons all-to-breſt, 
Forth thruft a white neck, and red ere ſt. 
Te-he, cry'd Ladies; Clerke nought \ pake 2 


_ I'Miis ſtar'd ; and gray Ducke cryeth Quit. 


Moder, Moder, (quoth the dan, Ster) 
% Be thilke ſame thing Maids longen a'tcr ? | 
«© Bette is to pine on coals and chaike, 


| bas Then truſt on Mon, whoſe * can wike,” 


„ 
SPENCER, 
N every Town where Thamis rolls his Ty de, 
A natrow Paſs there is, with Houſes kw; 


Waere ever and anon, the Stream is ey, 
And many a Boat, foft ſliding to and tro. 


How can ye, Mothers, vex your children fo ? 


Same play, ſome eat, forge cack agai.it the wile = 
| 
1 

And on the broken pavement, how and there, 


And as they crouchen low, for bread au butter call. . 


II. | 
* 
4 many a ſtin king ſprat and heriing lic; 
A brandy and tobacco ſhop is near, 
And hens, an! dogs, and hogs are feeling by 


And heie a failoi's jacket hangs to diy. 


At every door are ſun-burnt matrons feen 


5 ä nets to —_— ſcaly iz. 
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* "Ware fagkng fallh; cad dn ett hammers; 
Scolds aniwer foul-mouth's ſcolds 3 bad neighbour- 
* Weeks 


| III. ä 

The ſnappiſh cur (the paſſengers annoy} 
Cloſe at my heel with yelping treble flies; 
The whimp'iing girl, and hoarfer-ſcreaming boys. 

oin to the yelping treble, -ſkrilling cries ; 

he ſcolding Quean to leuder notes doth riſe, 
And her full pipes thoſe thrilling cries confound ; 
To her full pipes the grunting hog repiies; 25 
The grunting hogs alarm the neighbours round, 

And curs, girls, boys, and fcolds, i in the deep baſe 
| are drown'd. | 

IV. 


20 


| | Hard by a a Sty, beneath» wof of ne. 


Dv elt Obloquy, who in her early days 
Baſkets of fiſh at Biliingſgate did watch, 30 
Cod, — 2 maclerel, ſprat, or plaice : 
e ͤ«%U > Wag Rt 2550; 
ceaſe, 
_ Slander beſide her, like a „ Chatters, 
Wich Envy, (ſpitting Cat) — fre to peace 3 
Eike a curs'd Cur, Malice before her clatters, 
And, vexing every ar 


* 


| v. 

8 0 dy every Callier . 
Her mouth was black as bull dog's at the ſtall: 
She ſcratched, bit, and fpar'd ne lace ne band, 
And bitch and rogue her anſwer was to all; 

Nay, ev'n the parts of ſhame by n4:ne would call: 

Yea, when ſhe paſſed by or lane or nook, 
Would greet the man who turn d him to the Wal, 
And by his hand obſcene the porter took, 

Nor ever did alkance like modeſt Virgin look. 


© 


45 


But killing charms your lover's death contrive, 
Leſt heavealy mulick ſhould be heard dive. 


| 


POPE's POEMS. 


* EM could charm the trees; but thus a tree, 
Taught by your hand, can chan no leſs then he: 10 
A Poet made tlie ſilent wood purſue, 

This vocal wood had drawn the — 


— 


| 


On a Fax f t the Author's deſigu, in n was paint · 
ed the ffory of CxrnALus and — with * 
Motto, Aura VEN. 


ME, gentle air ! the ZE olian ſhepherd fad, 
White Proeris panted in the ſecret ſhadez 
Come, gentle Air, the fairer Delia cries, 

While at her feet her ſwain expiring lies. 

Lo the glad gales o'er all her beauties ſtray, 

Breathe on her lips, and in her boſom play ! 

Ia Delia's hand this toy is fatal found, 
| Nor could that fabled dart more ſurety wound; 
Both gifts de ſtructive to the givers prove; 

Alike both lovers fall by thoſe they love. 

Yet guiltleſs too this bright deſtroyer lives, 

At random wounds, nor knows the wound ſhe gives 
She views the ſtory with attentive eyes, 
And ng Froming — her lover dies. 


| — 


| 


Iv. 


eo -v. 


THE GARDEN. 


 AEN would my Mufe the flowery Treaſure fing, 

And humble glories of the youthful Spring: 

| | Where opening Roſes breathing ſweets diffuſe, 
And foft Carnations ſhower their balmy des; 


Ks 3 | 5 Where Lilies ſmile in virgin robes of white, 
Such place hath Deptford, navy- building town, The thin undreſs of ſuperficial Light, | 
Woolwich and Wapping, ſmelling ſtrong of pitch; | And vary'd Tulips ſhow ſodazzling gays 
Such Lambeth, envy of each band and gown ; | Bluſhing in bright diverſities of day. 
And Twickenham fuch, which fairer fcenes enrich, ! Each painted flowret in the lake below W- | 
Orots. ſtatues, urns, and Jo—n's Dog and Bitch. 59 | Surveys its beauties, whence its beauties grow j 
| 22 — on = Spark TY | — pale Narciſſus on the bank, in vain 
Al up ver Thames, or all adownz | Transformed, gazes on himfelf again. 
_ 3 ſelf, from whoſe tall _ = ex nere aged _ Cathedral Walks compoſe, | | 
- pires, meandering ſtreams, an ndior's Arnd mount the hill in venerable rows; '— 
__  towerypride ns | There the green Infants in their beds are laid, 15 
0 The Garden's Hupe, and its expected ſhade, 
| Here Orange trees with blooms and pendants ſhine, 
Fs A And vernathonoursto their autumn juin ; 
III. Exceed their promiſe in the ripen'd ſtorey NES 
3 RES Vet in the riſing bloſſom promiſe more. 20 
WALLER. There in bright drops the aryſtal Fountains play, 
| 5 . By Laurels ſhielded from the piercing day: 
OF A LADY SINGING TO HER LUTE.| bo —_—_— _ 4 ___ 2 a maid, 
| rom vindicates her ſhade, 
"AIR Charmer, Ceaſe, nor make your voice s prize | Still turns her beauties from th invading beam, 
A heart reſign'd the conqueſt of your eyes: Nor ſeeks in vain for ſuccour to the ſtream ; 
Well might, alas! that threaten'd veſſel fail, | Fhe ſtream at once preſerves her virgin leaves, 
Which winds and lightning both at once aſſail. At once a ſhelter from her boughs receives, 
We were too bleſt with theſe inchanting lays, 5| Where Summer's beauty midſt of Winter ſtays, 
Which muſt be heavenly when an Angel plays : And Winter's Coolacſs ipite of Summer's ray. 


30 


S - 


[ E Celia's Tears make forrow bright, | 
Proud grief fits ſwelling in her eyes: 


Declare our Doom is drawing nigh. 


That Heav'n, the threaten'd World to ſpare, | 45 | 


Elſe might th* ambitious Nymph aſpire 
* like him, Heaven wo on fre. „ 


| 


| And fram Fd the cammans race of — 
955 r moy'd gently n 
| Ant TE BI — 


3 and eourts chy gentle reign. 


And routed r 


POPE's P 
WEEPING. | 


The Sun, next thoſe the faireſt light, 

Thus from the Ocean firſt did riſes | | | 
And thus through Mitts we ſee the Sun, 35 
Which elſe we durſt not gaze upon. "ml 


Theſe filver drops, like morning dew, 
Foretell the feryour of the day : 
So from one cloud ſoft ſhowers we view, | 

And blaſting lightnings burſt away, 40| 
The ftars that fali from Celia's eye, | WE 


The Baby in that ſunny Sphere | 5 | N 
So like a Phatton appears, 
Thought fit to drown him in her Tears: 


| 


8 
r. or ROCHESTER, | 
ON SILENCE. | 


Thou wert, ere Nature's ſeit began to be; 


1 | ain, Wan 


„ HAND CD. 


Thine was the ſway, ere heaven was form'd, or | 


re fruitful Thought conceiv'd creations birth, 


Or midwife Word gave aid, and ſpoke the iutan:| 


| Then vious clement again® thee , | * 


In one more various animal combin'd, 
IV. 
Till wrangling Science taught it noiſe and thuw, 


V. 


But 18 Wit * thee oft in vain; 3 
Loſt in the maze of Words he turns again, 


| Affiited Senſe * kindly doſt ſet free, 
| — —— with argumental tyranny, 


VII. * 


OEMS. 2363 
VIII. 


Vet thy indulgence is by both eonſeſt d; 
Folly by thee lies ſleeping in the breaſt, 


[and us in thee at laſt that Wiſdom feeks "EY 


IX. 
Sitence, the knaye's repute, the whore's good 


name, 
The only hanour of the wiſking dame ; 


Thy yery want of tongae makes thee a kind of Fame. 


X. 
| But — thou ſeize 6 | 
ee : 
How Church and State ſhould be oblig'd to thee ! | 


At Senate, 2 how — — tbou 


be ! 


XI. 
Vet "ERP ev*n there, ſubmĩſſively withdraws, 
From rights of ſubjefts, and the poor man's cauſe ; 
Then — Silence reigns, and ſtills the noity 
Paſt ſervices of friends good deeds of foes, | 
What Favourites gain, and what the Nation owes, 


Hy the forgetful world, and in thy arms repoſe. 


5 XIII. De 
The country wit, religion of the town, 
The courtier's learning, policy o th* gown, 


0A . and ſhine in thee one, 
ILENCE ! coeval with Eternity, 1 : 


XIV, 
The IEA, s cant the lawyer's fophittery, | 
Lord's quibble, critic's jeſt, all end in thee, 
3 laſt, and fleep eternally, 


1 8 
x. OF D © Ks 2 r. 
ARTEMIS 'Y 
HOUGH Artemiſia talks, by hs. . 
Of councils, claſſics, fathers, wits; 


eads Maibranche, Boyle, and Locke; 
Yet in ſome things methinks ſhe fails, 


| T were well if ſhe would pare her 1 


And wear a cleaner ſmocl. 8 
Haughty and huge as High-Dutch brides. of 


: Such naſtinets, and ſo much pride, 


Are oddly join'd by fate: 


On ber large ſquab you find her ſyready, 


Like a fat corpic upon a bea, 


That lies and ſtinks in ſtate. 


She wears no colours (fign of grace} 
On any part except her tace; 

All white and black beſide ; 
Dauntleſs her look her geſture proud, 


With thee in private modeſt Dulneſs lies, 
And in thy bofom lurks in Thought's diſguiſe ; 


WS Thou varniſher of Fools, and chant of al the Wile; F 


Her voice theatrically loud, 8 3 


2 * * 


50 


$ have [ feen, in black and white 
A prating thing, a magpye hi 

Maje tically ftalk ; a * 
A ſtately, worthleſs animal, 


That plies the tongue, and wags the 
All flutter, pride, and talk, * 


PHYRNE. 


| — ſhe was and 8 | 
Like fome free port of trade ; 
Merchants unloaded here their freighty 
And Agents frum eack foreign ſtave 
Here firſt their entry made. 


Her learning and good - bræeding ſuch, 
Whether th Italian or the Dutch, 
Spaniards or French came to her, 
To ail obiiging ſhe 'd appear ; | 
*T'was Si Signior, twas Y aw Mynheer, 
Tas 8“ il vous plaiſt, Monſieur. 


_ Obſcure by birth, renown'd by crimes, | 
Still changing names, religion, climes, 
At length the turns a Bride: 4 | 
Ia diamonds, pearts, and rich rocadesy 
| She (ſhines the firſt of batter'd _, 
— And flutters in her pride, 
So have I known thoſe InſeQts fair > 
t Winch curious Germans hold ſo rare) 
Still vary ſhapes and dyes; 
Still gain new Titles with new farms; 


"Hi grubs obſcene, then wriggling worms, 


Then geinced banerflics. 


a 
Da. SWIFT. 
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10 


25] 
| and Miſeries, wer. 6. It is the Wark of Satire 


The Happy Life of aCounTay Pano. 


JARSON, theſe things in thy poſſeiling, 
Arg better than the Biſhop's blefſing. 


A Wite that makes conſerves; 3 a Steed 

That curries double when there's need: 2 

October fore, and beſt Virginia. 

_ Tyrhe Pig, and mortuary _— IE 

_ Gazettes 4 gratis down, and frank'd, 

For which thy Pa:ron's weekly thank'd ; ; 
large Concordance, bound long fince; 

| $ecmons to Charles the F irſt, when Rue; 

A Chronicle of ancient ſtanding; 7 

A Chryſoſtom to ſmooth thy band in. 

The Polygloti—hrge parts,—my text, 

He vbe;t,,likewif:—now to my next. 

Lo here the Septuagint,—and Paul, 

Js ſum the whole, — the cloſe of all. 


lie that has theſe, may paſs his life, 
Dri with the Squire, and kiſs his Wife z 
bo Sundoys preach, and eat his fill; 
2 faſt on Fridays if he will; 
75 i Church and 


" Tax 


with 8 about Pews ö 


Pra. i artily for ſore new Gift, 
a bis head at Doftor Suit. 


en, explain we News, 


: | 76 
ts 


"- 


b 
? 


4 ne Mr. Pope. babe v 


Mr. Warburton. 


1 By POR A. M, 


FART IL 


Of the End and Efficacy 
Glory and Fear of © Shame univerſal, wer. 29. 
This Paſſion, implaxted in Man as a Spur to Vir- 
tue, is generally perwyerted, wer 41. And thus 
becomes the Occaſion of the greateſt Fallies, , Vices, 


ta reftify this Paſſion, to reduce it to its proper 
Channel, and to convert it into an Incentive ta 


Wi idem and Virtue, wer. 89. Hence it ap ok 


} that Satire may influence thoſe who defy all 


Human and Divine, vere 9. An Ge an- 
* vere „%% 


ATE gave the 1 the „ | 
And Pope lies number'd with the mighty Dead! 

Reſign'd he fell ; ſuperior to the dart, 

That quench'd i its rage in Yours and Britain's Heart: 

' You mourn : but Britain, lull'd in reſt profound, 5 


| (Unconſcious Britain 1) ſlumbers o'er her wound. 


Exulting Duineſs cy'd the ſetting Light, 0 
And flapp'd yer wing, impatient for the Night; ; 
Rous'd at the ſignal, Guilt collects her train, 


and counts the Triumphs of her growing Reign: a | 


Wirh inextinguiſhable rage they burn; 


And Snake-hung Envy hiſſes o'er his Urn: 


Th' envenom'd Monſters ſpit their deadly f am, 


" 5 21 his Tomb. 


| But you, O Warburton ! TY eye refla'd 
Can ſee the greatneſs of an honeſt minds 
Can ſee each Virtue and each Grace unite, 
And taſte the Raptures of a pure Delight; 
You viſit oft his awful Page with Care, 
And view tnat bright aſſemblage treaſur'd there; 
Ycutrace the Chain that links his deep deſign, 
And pour new luſtre on the glowing Line, 
Yet deign to hear the efforts of a Muſe, 
| Whoſe: eye, not wirg, his ardent flght purſues : I 
Intent from this great Archetype to draw 
Satire's bright Form, and fix her equal Law; | 
Pleas'd if from hence th' unlearn'd may comprehend, 


= 15 


: 


Aud re: erence Mis and Satire's generous End. 


„ The Lowe of 


LY F - = —_— _— „ 


POPE*'s 


In every breaft ther® burns an active flame, 


POEMS. 365 


Hence Satires's power: Tis her corrective part, f 


The Love of —_ the Dread of Shame 1 30 Lo calm the wild ditorders of the heart. c : 


1 he Paiſion One, ugh various it appear, 
As br:gþten'd into Hope, or dimm'd by Fear. 
The l. iping Infant, aud the hoary Sire, 


And Youth and Manhood feel the hrart- born fire: 
The Charms of Praite the Coy, the Modeſt woo, 35 | Strips Llack Oppreflion of her gay — 


Ard only fly, that Glory may purtue 

She, Power r:fiflefſs, rules the wiſe and great z 
Bends ev*n rcjuciart Hermits at her feet; 
Haunts the proud City, and the lowly Shade, 


And ſwa; s like the Sceptrg and the Spade. 40 


Thus Heaven in Pity wakes the friendly Flame, 
To urge Mankind on, Deeds that merit Fame: 


But Man, vain Man, in Folly only wite, 


Rejects the Manna fent him f. nn the Skies 3 


With raptures hears cutrugted Paſtion's call, 5 45 


Still proudly prone to . wich the ſtall. 
As each deceitful Shad tempts his view, 


Hie for the imag'd Subſtance quits the true; ; 


Eager to catch the viſionary Prize, 


In queſt of Glory plunges cerpin Vice; 50 From poiſonous Vice ſhe d:aws a heating dew ;: | 


Till madly zealous, impotently vain, 


| He forfeits every Praiſe he pants to gain, | 


Thus ſtill imo-ricus Nature plies her part; 


And ſtill her Dictat: s work in every heart. | 
Each Power that ſoy-reign Nature bids enjoy, 55 Tos deep tor P. icy, for Pow-r tan ſtrong. 


Man may corrupt, but Man can ne'er deſtroy. 


Like mighty rivers, with re ſiſt v fs force 


The Paſſions rage, obſtructed in their caurſe; | 
Swell to new heights, forbidden paths bes 


And ſure, the deadlieſt Foe to Virtue's lame; 


Our worſt of Evils, is perverted Shame. 


Beneath this load, what 2b je ct numbers groan, 


Th' entangire Siaves to fly not their own tis G 4 People 

_ Meanly by faſhionable fear oppre . dy | 65 wilt to redtef an in Frogle's groan, 
We ſeek our Virtues in cach other's breaſt ; 
Blind ta ourſelves, adopt each foreign Vice; 


Arother's weakneſs, intereſt, or caprice. 


| | t | . 5 | ER i 
5 Tha 8 = b h-tc6 of Kate 1 But with the friend; of Vice, the fare of Satire, 
Tir'd in the treach--rous Chate, would nobly yieic, 
And, but for ſhame, like Sylla, quit the field? 
The Dæemon Shame paints ;trong the ridicule, arts 

And whilpers clote, 2 2 W. and wil cal you Fool.” Well may they trembie when ſhe draws rr 4 wil; 


| She points the ariuvus height where Glory lies, 
And teaches mad Ambition to be wile ; 

In the dark boſom wakes the fair de ſire, 

t Draws god trom it, a brighter flame fran fite: 


— 


| 95. * 
And bies the Hog io native horror rife: 


Strikes tow:-ring Pride ard lawl-fs R wine dead 
Aud plants the wreath on Virtue ' aw ful head. 


| 


Nor voaſts the Muſe a vain imagin'd Power, 
Though oft the mourus thoſe ills the cannot cure. 120 
| The Worthy court her, and the Worchleſs feat; 

Who ſhun her piercing eye, that eye reyere, 
| Her av:ful voice the Vain and Vile: obey, 
And every for to W. ſiom feels her ſway. 
Smarts, Fedants, as ſhe ſmiles, no more are vain; 10g 
De ſponding Fops refign the civuded cane; 
Huth'd at her voice, pert Fuliy's {If is till, 
And Dulne fs wonders whil- the drops her quill. 
Like the arm'd Bre, with art moſt ſubtly — | 


110 


. 


Weak arr» the ties that civil arts can find, p 

| To quell the ferment of the tainted mind; | 
Canning evules, ſecurely wrapp din wile! 

Ard Force, ftrong finew'd, rends th” unequal toils: 
The ſtream of Vice impetuous drives along, 115 


* | Ev'n fair Religion, Native of the fki-s, 'S | 
Scorn'd by the Crowd, ſreles r fuge with the Wiſe; 3 
The Crowd with laughter ſpurns her awful ran, 

And Mercy ccurts, and Juſtice trow:s in vin. 120 


| Ard drown thoſe virtues whizh they ſed before. 60 | But Satire's Sb.tr can pi-rce the hade ureaſt: 


She plays a ruling Pim on the rett ; 

Undaunted ſtorms the batt'ry of his pride, 

And awes the Brave that Earth ant Heaven defy J. 
When tell Corruption, by her vaſſals cruwn'd, 125 
Derides tall'n Juſtice proſtrate on the ground; 


Bold Setire frak+s5 the Tyrant on her Lune, 


| Powertul x Death, ee fiæs the ſordid train, ” 
And Staves and Sycophants ſurround in vans 139 


4 


All truth is Spleen; al juſt reproof, Iil-nature. 
| Weil may they dread the Mules fatal f:' Il; 


Her mag c guiil, tht, like Itiuriel” * 4 35 | 


R als the ct ven hof, or lengti ' art 
| Behold yon Wretch, by impious faſhion driven, 75 e ec engthen ! 4 


| Believes and trembles, while he ſcoffs at Heaven. 
Ny weakneſs ſtrong, and boid through fear aione, 


He dreads the ineer by thatlow Coxcombs thrown ; 


 Daviiilets purſues the pith Spinoza trod; 5 
Io man g and a Brave to Gad. | $0 | 


Faith, Juſtice, Heaven iche now 2 hold 
When to falle Fame the captive Hear: is fold: 
Henc», blind to truth, relenticſs Cato dy d; 
Nouzht could ſubdue his Virtu-, but his Pride, 


Bids Vice and Foily take their natural fl. s, 

Turns | aichefie; tu trumpets, B:uxs ta pres; 
Drag the vile Wnitp-trer from his dark bie, 

I Fill al the Lr. on ſter.s up trem the toad. 140 


O ſordid maxim, for m'd to ſere-n the vile, 

| That tru- g o ature ſtu mult wear a ſmile! 

„ Ia trow's uray'd her bent s ſtron er rite, 

When jove of Virtue w.kns her fern of Vice: 
Where Justice cal, *tis Cruelty c tavez 146 
And 't.s the Law's good-rature har zs the K have. 


Hence chaſte Lucretia's Innocence betray'd 8; | Who combats Virtue's toe is Virtue's Friend 


Feli by that Honour which was mcant its aid. 
Thus Virtue Gaks beneath unnumber'd woes, 


When Paſſions, born her (iends, reyplt her foes. 


ad 


Then judge of Satire's rnerit by her end; 
| To Guiit alone her ver:g*2nce ſtands Cor. fn'd, | 
The object ol her love is all Mank ind. 150 
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Scarce more the friend of Man, the wiſe muſt own, 
Ev'n Allen's bounteous hand, than Satires' frown : 
This to chaſliſe, as That to bleſs was giv'n 3 

Alike the faithful Miniſters of Heaven. 

Oft in untceling hearts the thaft is ſpent: 155 
Though krong th example, weak the puniſhment. 
They leaſt are painꝰd, who merit Satire moſt ; 

+ Folly the Laureat's, Vice was Chartres“ boaſts 
Then where's the wrong, to gibbet high the name 
| Of Fools and Knaves already dead to ſhame? 160 
Oft Satire acts the faithful Surgeon's part; 
| Generous and kind, though painful is her art: 
With caution bad, the only ſtrilces to heal; 
Though folly raves to break the friendly ſee). 
Then ſure no fault impartial Satire know, 76 
Kind. ev'n in Vengeance, kind to Virtue's foes, 
Whole is the crime, the ſcandal too be heits; 
— Ing: | 


| Rules the Cendudt 0 | "9" "TY Alice and Truth 
us 5 and 2212 Praperty, | I: 1639. Pru- 
dence in the Application of Wit and Ridicule, 2059/e 
Province is, not to explorg unknozen, hut to enforce 
| Incaun Truths, wer. 191. Proper Sulje2s of Fa- 
tire are the Manners 6 
Decency of Expreſſion recommerded, wer. 255. 
The different Metbigs in which Folly nd Vice oug bt 
ti be craſtiſcd, ver. 269. The Variety of Style and 
 Manmners which theſe two Subjects require, wer. 277. 
The praiſe of Virtue may be admitted wvith Propri-| 
cety, ver. 315. Caution wich regard to Panegyric, 
ver. 329. The Digniy of irge Satire, ver. 


of preſert Times, ver. 239-4 


Pp OE MS. 


Nor fondly deem the real fool confeſt, 195 
Becauſe blind Kidicule conceives a jeſt : | 
Before whoſe altar Virtue oft hath bled, 

And oft a deſtin'd victim ſhall be led: 


Lo Shaftſbury rears her high on Reaſon's throne, 


And loads the Slave with Lonours not her own: 2c0 


Big-fwoln with foliy, as her ſmiles provoke, 


Prophaneneſs ſpawns, pert Dunces nurſe the joke! 


Come, let us join a while this tittering crew, 


And own the iet Guide for once is true; 


Who therefore imil'd, becauſe they ſaw a Fool; 
Subiimer logic now adorns our iſle, 

We therefore ſee a Fool, becauſe we (rite. 

Truth in ter gloomy cave Why fondly feek ? | 
Lao, gay the fits in Layghter's dimpled cheek: 210 
Contemns each ſurly Academic foe, 

And courts the ſpruce Freethinker and the Beau. 


] Uzedalian arguments but few can trace, 


But all can read the language of grimace. 

Hence mighty Ridicule's all- conquering hand 215 
Shz1i work Hercuiean wonders through the Land : 

| Bound i in the magic of her cobweb Chain, 

Eb mighty Warburtor,, ſnall rage in vain, 


In vain the trackleſs maze of Truth you ſean 
And lend th* informing Clue to erring Man- 224 


No more ſhall Reaſon boaſt her power divine, 

Her Baſe eternal ſhook by Folly's mine | 
Truth's ſacred Fort th. exploded laugh ſhall win; 
And 3 vanquiſh — by a * 


. But yr you, more e ſage, reject 
That Truth is eber explor'd by Ridicule: 
On truth, on faiſchood, let her colours fall, 
She throws a dazzling glare alike on all; 

As the gay Priſm but mocks the flatter d eyes 


305 Beware the mad Adventurer: bold and blind 
” | 


ARE nobly then : Bur 83 of 1 
As ever warm and bed be ever juſt: 170 
or court applauſe i in theſe de generme days: 
The Villain's cen ſure is extort: d praiſe. 
But chief. be Keady in a noble end, _ 
| And ſhew Mankind that Truth hs yet a friend, 


4 


| She haiſts her fail, and drives with every wind; 
Deaf as the ſtorm to finking Virtue's groan, 

Nor heeds a Friend's deſtruction, or her own. 5 
Let clear eyed Reaſon at her helm prefide, 233 
Bear to the wind, or ſtem the furious tide; 
Then Mirth may urge, when Reaſon can explore, 


| This point the way, that waſte us glad — 


Tis mean for empty praile of wit to write, 75 

As Foplings grin to ſhew their teeth are white: 

Iso brand a doubtful folly with a mile, 

Or madly blaze unknown defects, is vile: 

Tis doubly vile, when, but t prove your art, 

You fix an arrow in a blamelefs heart: _— 
O loſt to honour's voice, O doom'd to ſhame, 

Thou Fiend accurſt, thou Murderer of Fame! 

Fell Raviſher, from innocenge to tear | 

That name, than liberty, than life more dear! 

Where ſhail thy haſene is meet its juſt return, 185 
Or what repay thy guilt, but endleſs icorn ? 
And know, immortal Truth ſhall mack thy toil ; 
Immortal Truth ſhall bid the ſhaft recoil ; 

Wich rage retorted, wing the deadly dart; 

And empty all its poiſon in thy heart. 190 

| With caution next, the dangerous power Poly; 5 

An eagle's talon aſks an eagle's eye: 

Let Satire then her proper object know, 

And ere ſhe ſtrike, be ſure the ſtrike a foe, 


| Though diſtant Times may riſe in Satire” $ page, 


Wich Wiſdom's juſtre, Folly's ſhade contraſty 
And judge the reigning Manners by the paſt : 
Bid Britain's Heroes (awful Shades!) ariſe, 
And ancient Honour beam on modern Vice: 


Point back to minds } ingenucus, actions fair, 243 ; 


| Till the Sons bluſh at what their Fathers were: 
Ere yet "twas beggary the great to truſt; 

| Ere yet "twas quite a folly to be juſt; = 

When low- born Sharpers only dar d to lye, 


Ere Lewdneſs the ftain'd garb of Honour wore, 
Or Chaſtity was carted for the Whore ; 

Vice flutter'd, in the plumes of Freedom dreſs'd 
Or public Spirit was the public jeſt, 

1— 


ris eee 
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Deride our weak for-fathers' muity rule, = 


bin 5 — 


And gives to every object every dye. 230 | 


Yet chief 'tis ber's to craw the preſent Age: 240 


Or falfify'd the Card, or cogg d the Dye; 2 


Be ever, in a juſt exprefion, bold, 235 


Iudignant Hymen veils his hailow'd fires, 
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Let na anworthy mein her form debaſe, 41 | 
Fut let her fmile, and let her frown with grace: 
In mirth be temperate, t:mperate in her ſpleen; 
Nor, while ſhe preaches modeſty, obſcene. 


Deep let her wound, not rankle to a fore, | 


Nor call his Lord ip , her Grave a ——; 

The Muſe's charms refiftiefs then afſaii, 

When wrapp'd in Jrony's tranſparent veil ; 

Her bcauties half-concral'd, the more furprtite, 265 
And keener luſtre iparlcles in her eyes. 

Then be vour line with ſnarp e::cumiums grac'ds {| 
Style Ciodtus honourable, Buta chaſte. - | 


Part not on Folly an indignant eye; 
Who cer diſcharg'd Artiile:z on a Fly? 270 
Deride not Vice ; Abluid the thought and ain, 
To bind the 'Figer in fo weak a chain. 

Nay more 3 when Ragrant crimes your laughter move, 
The Knave exults: to ſmile, 13 to approve. 

Tue Mule': labour then fuccefs ſtall crown, 275 
When Folly feels her ſmile, ad Vice her frown. 


Tis Virtue's native luſtre that muit ſhine ; 24] 

| a T The Poet can but ſet it in his line; | 
Know next what meafures to each "heme belong, And who unmov'd with laughter can behold N 
And ſuit your thoughts and numbers to your fong ; | A ſordid pebble meanly grac'd with gold? 340 


On wing proportion'd to your guarry riſe, 

And ſtoop to earth, or ſoar among the ſkies, 280 
Thus when a modiſh folly you renrarſe, 5 
Free the expre ſſion, ſimple be the verſe. 


That muunts the box, and ſhines a Charioteer: 


| 


= 


| 
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She wounds reluctant; pours her balm with joy; 
Glad to commend where worth attracts her eye. 
But chief, when Virtue, Learning, Arts decline, 
260 þ She joys to {ee unconquer'd merit ſhine; 320 
Where buriting glories, with departing ray, 

Frue Genius gilds the cloſe of Biitain's Day: 

With joy ſhe fees the ſtreamof Roman art, 

Figm Murray's tongue flow »urer to the heart: 

Sees York to fame, ere yet w Manhood known, 325 
And juſt to every virtue, but his own 3 

Hears unitain's Cam with generons pride proghim, 

A Sage's, Critic's, and and a Poet's name: | 
Beholds, where Widcombe's happy hills zafcend, 
Each orphan'd Art and Virtue find a friend : 330 
To Hagley's honbur'd ſhade dire cts her view; 

And cuils each flower to form a Wreath for you. 


But tread with cautious ſteps this dangerous ground, 


Beſet with faithleſs precipices round: 
Truth de your guide: diſdain Ambition's call; $335 
And if you fall wich Truth, you greatly fall. 


Let real Merit then adurn your lay s, 

For ſhame attends on profiituted praite : | 
And all your wit, your moſt diſtinguiſſt d art, 
But makes us grieve you want an honeft heart, 
In artleſs numbers paint d ambitious Peer, | „ 


; 


Nor think the Muſe by Satire Law conkin'd : 345 


In Bruns familiar fing the midnight toil 285 She yields deſcription of the nobieft kind. 


Of Camps and Senates difcipiu'd by Hoyle; 


PFetriots and Chiefs, whoſe deep de ſign invades, ol 


Aecd carries uf? the captive King—of Spades ! 
Let Satire here in milder viguur thine, 


inferior art the Landſcape may deſign, 

And paint the purple evening in the line: 

Her daring thought effays a higher plan ; | 
Her hand delieneates Paiſion, pictures Man. 353 


And gayly gracetul ſport along the line; 290 And great the toil, the latent foul to trac, 


Bid courtly patſion quit her thin pretence, 
And ſmiie cach Affectadion iato ſenſc. 


Not ſo when Virtue by her Guards betray'd, ö 
FPpurn d from her Throne, implores the Muſe's aid ; 
When crimes, which erſt in kindred darkneK lay, 295 
Riſe frontle ſo, and induit the eye of day; 9 


And white-rob'd Chaſtity with tears retires; 
When rank Adultery on the genial bed 


Hot from Cocytus rears her baletui l cad: -- "po | 
When private Faith and public Truſt are fold; | 


And Traitors barter Laberty toc gold : -- 1 
When fell Corruption dark and deep, like fate, 
Saps the foundation of a ſinlaing State : | 


And all her ſmiles are darken'd into rage : 
On eagle-wing ſhe gains Parratlus' height, 


Not lotcy Epic ſoars a nobler flight: 210 


Then keeacr indignation fires her eye; 
Then flaſh her lightnings, and ber thunders fly; 
Wide and more wide her flaming bolts are hurl'd, 
Till au her wrath involves the guilty World. 


Yet Satire oft aſſumes a gentler mien, 315 


When Giant-Vice and Irreligion riſe, | 305 
On ͤmountain'd fal ie hoods th invade the ſkies: | 
Then warmer numbers glow through Satire's page, | 


To paint the heart, and catch internal grace; 
Ry turns bid Vice or Virtue ftrike our eycs, 
No bid a Wolſe y ora Cromwell riſe ; | 4 
Now, with a touch more facred and refin'd, 355 
Call forth a Chefterfield's or a Lonidale a mind, 
Here ſweet or ſtrong may every Colour iluw, 

Here let the pencil warm, the carivaſs gluw : 

Of light and ſhade provoke the noble firife, | 
And wake each ſtriking feature into Life, 360 


And dame en Virtue's friends a ſmile ferent! | | 


- PART UI. 

| The Hiſtory of Satire. Roman Sati- in, Lucilis., 
Horace, Perfius, Juuenal, ver. 35% Sc. Cauſes 
of the Decay of Literature, particulariy of Satire, 


ver. 389. Revival of Satire, 401, Eraſmus one 
of its principal Refi:rers, wer. 405. Donne, ver. 
411. The Abuſe ef Satire in England, during the 
licent ious Reign of Charles II. wer. 415. Dryden, 
wer. 429. The truc Enas of Satire purſued by Boileuw 
in France, wer. 439+ and oy Mr. Pope iz. England, 


HROUGH Ages thus be: Satire keenly hin d, 
The Friend to Truth, to Virtue, and Mankind 7 


Yer the bright flame from Virtue ne'er had ſprung, 
And Man vas gailty ers the Poet fangs - 


- - — — — — — — 
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But, while he ſported, drove it tothe hear: 


And laſh'd Corruption with a calm diſdain. 
i More ardent Eloquence, and boundleſs rage; 


His mighty numbers aw'd corrupted Rome, 
And ſwept audacious greatneſs to its doom; 
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This Muſe in ſileace joy'd 5 better Age, 
Tin glowi g crimes had wak d her into rage. 
ruth ſaw her honeſt ſpleen wich new deinght, 


Aud bade her wing her ſhafts, and urg: their flight. 


Firft on the Sons of Greece ſhe prov'd her art, 
Aud Sparta felt the fierce Iambic dart. 

To Latium next, avenging Satire flew : 

Thr: flaming ialchion rough Lucihus drew; 


Wich dau di fs warmth in  V:rcue's cauſe engag d, 


And conſclous Villains trembled as he rag d. 


Then fportive Horace caught the generous fire; 375 
For Satire's bow reſigu d the founding Ivre ; 
Each arrow polifh'd in his hand was ſeen, 


And, as it grew more polich*d, grew more keen. 


His art, conceal'd in ſtudy'd negligence, 
Polite ly fly, cajol'd the foes of ſenſe; fer 


+, 386 
He ſ-em'4 to ſport and trifle with the dart, FARE, 


In graver ftrains majeſtic Perſius wrote; 
Big wich a ripe exuberance of thought; 


Grearly ſedate, contemn'd a Tyrant's reignz 383 


Inflame bold Juvenal's exalted page. 


390 
The headlong torrent, thundering from on high; 


Rent the proud rock that lately brav'd the ky: 


' But lo the fatal Victor f Mankind; 


Swoln Luxury pale Ruin ſtaiks behind f 


Tue fickening Laurei wither'd at their breath. 


As countlefs InfeQts from the north-eait pour; 
'To blaſt the Spring, and ravage every flower; 
So barbarous Millions ſpread contagiuus death; 


395 


Deep Superſtirion's night the ſkies o'erhungy 


Bend ath whoſe balefui des the Poppy ſprung. 


Daun'd in the ſkies, and ſpoke returning day. 
No, Satire, triumph o'er thy flying foe, . 
Nou load thy quiver, ſtring thy ſlaclcen d bow ! 

_ "Tis done—See great Eraſmus breaks the ſpell, 


Wit, Spirit, Freedom, were the ſole offence; 
Nor aught was held lo dangerous as Sealer. 


And own the force of Reaſon ury'd by Wit. 


No langer Genius woo'd the Nine to love, 
But Dulneſs nadded in the Muſe's grove ; 


- length, in fois Scicare ſhot ber ray, y 


And wounds triumphant Folly in her Cell ! 


With ſhame compell'd her leaden throne to quit, 


*Twas then plain Donne in honeſt vengeance roſe, 


His Wit harmonious, though his Rhyme was proſe ; 


He midſt an Age of Puns and Pedants wrote 


Wich genuine ſenſe, and Roman flreng:h of thought. 


Vet ſcarce had Satire well relum'd ber flame, 


(Wich grief the Muſe records her Country shame) 420 


— Vatutor'd thought and tinſel — ſhine; 


Ere Britain ſaw the foul revolt commerce, 

And treacherous Wit began her war with Senſe. 
Then roſe a ſhameleſs mercenary train, 

Whom lateſt Time ſhall view with juſt diſdain : 
A race antaſtie, in whoſe gaudy line 


365] 


Proud for a jeſt obice ne, a Patron's nod, 
3701 


= 
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{ | | | 
Wit's ſhattered Mirror lies in fragments bright, 
Reflecis not Nature, but confounds the fight. 
Dry Morals the Ch urt- Poet bluſh'd to ſing; 
Tas ali his pralle to ſay the oddeſt thing.“ 459 


To martyr Vi: tue, or biaſplieme his God. 


W-fated Dryden! who unmov'd can fee 
T' extremes of wit and meanneſs join'd in Thee? 
Flames thateould mount, and gain the kinercd ſkies, 436 
Low creeping in the putrid fink of vice: 
A Muſe whom Wit lom word, but wood in vain, 
The Pimp of Power, the Proftitute to Gain 
Wreaths, that ſhould deck fair Virtus 's form alone, þ 
1 * Strumpets, Traitors, Tyrants, vilely thrown : 440 
arival'd Parts, the ſcurn of honeſt Fame 3 ; | 
And Genius — a Mouumentor ſhare | | 


ppy Frante 1 ; nm Boileau there 
Supported Genius with a Sage's care: 
Him with her love pr opitious Satire ble, _ 


| | Behold for Pope ſhe twines the laurel crown, 
| And centres every Poet's power in one: 


As Spe ctres vaniſh at approaching light ; 


| | Who yonder Stars” effulgence can * 5 


425 


And breath'd her airs divine into his breaſt ; * 
F ancy and Seuſe to form his line conſpire, 


And faultleſs Judgment guides the pureſt Fire. 


But fee, at length; the Britiſh Oenius ſmile. = 
And ſhower her bounties o'er lier favour'd Iſie: 4% 


Each Romau's force adarns his various page 
Gay ſmiles, collected ſtrength, and manly rage. 
Deſpairing Geilt and Dulneſs loath the fight; 4:5 


In this clear Mirror with delight we view 

Each Image juftiy fine, and bolely true: | | 
Here Vice dragg'd torth by Truth's ſupreme Lecree, br 
Beholds and hates her own deformity ; 460 
While ſeif-ſeen Virtue in the faithful line | | 
| With modeſt joys ſurveys he: form divine. 
But oh, what thoughts, what numbers ſhall ! find, = 
But fain ly to expreſs the Poet's mind! 1 * 


| Unlefs he dip his pencil in the ray 
Who painta God, unleſs the God inſpire ? , 


| What catch the lightning, but the ſpeed of fire ? | 


or? 
(la vain the folema Cowl ſurrounds her face, 
Vain all her bigot cant, her ſour gtimace) | 


So, mighty Pope, to make thy Genius known, 73 
All power is weak, all numbers but thy oon. 470 
Each Muſe for thee with kind contention ſtrove; 

For thee the Graces lett th* 1:altan grove ; 


| With wa:chtul fondneſs Hur thy craddle hung, 


Attun'd thy voice, and form'd thy infant tongue. 
Next to her Bard majeſtic Wiſdom came ; - 475 
The bard enraptur'd caught the hewenly lam: : 
With taſte ſuperior ſcorn'd the venal tribe, 
Whom fear can ſway, or guilty greaty:fs bribe; 
At Fancy's call who rear the wanton fail, 

Sport wich the ſtream, and trifle in the gale; 


480 
Sublimer views thy daring Spirit bound ; 5 


| Thy mighty Voyage was Creation's round 3 ; 


Intent new Worlds of Wiſdom to explore, | 
And bleſs Mankind with Virtue's facred ſtore 3 
A nobler joy than Wit can give, impart ; 
And pour a moral tranſpoi t o'er the heart. 


435 


35 


And, like a meteor, while we gaze; expires? 


Like the blue lightning, while it ſhines, deſtroys : 490 


Mildly 4ifpels cach wintery Paſſion's gloom, 495 


Loft, nobly loſt, in Truth's ſuperior blaze. —— 
Dia F. jendſhip e er miſtead thy wandering Muſe? 


: Ye &eathleſs Names, ve Sons of endleſs praiſe, 


The daing Muſe a nobler path purſue, — Ol 
By You inſpir'd, on trembling pinions ſoar, 515 
The facred founts of ſocial blits explore, | 

In her bold numbers chain the Lyrant's rage, 
And bid her Country's glory fire her page; . 
If ſuch her fate, du thou. fair Truch, de ſcend, 


Io offer incenſe at Corruption's heine; 


And daſh the ſmoking, Cenſer to the ground. 
Thus aw'd to tear. inſtructed Bard may lee 
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Fantaſtic Wit ſhoots momentary fires, 
Wit kindled by the fulphurous breath ot Vice, 
But Genius, fi d by Truth's eternal ray, 


Burns clear and conſtant, like the ſou: ce of day: | | | 


Like this its heam, prolific and refin'd, Fo 
Perds, wa ms, inſpirits, and exalts the mind 


And opens all the Virtues into bloom. 

This praife, immottal Pope, to thee be given. 
Thy Genius was indeed a Gift from Heaven. 
Hail, Bard unequal'd, in whole deathlefs line 


Re:fon and wit with ſtrength collected ſhine; $0o| 


Where matchleſs Wit hut wins the fecond praiſe, 


That Fricndſkip ſure may plead the great excuſe: 


That facrc Friendſhip which inſpic'd thy Song, 505 
Fair in defect, and amiably wrong. | 
Error like this ev'n Truth can ſcarce re prove; 


Tis almoſt Virtue when it flows from Love. 


By Vn tue crown'd with never-fading bays ! 510 
Say, hall an attleſs Muſe, it you inſpire, | 

Light her pale lamp at your immortal fire? | 
Or if, O Wa burton, inſpir'd by You, | 


And watenful guard he: in an hon:fends 


Kindly ſevere, inſtruct her equal ine | 
To court no Friend, vo on a Foe but thine. 
But if her giddy eye ſhould vainly quit 
Thy ſamed paths, to run the maze of wit; | 
If her apoſtate heart ſhould cer incline 5260 


Urge, urge thy power, the black attempt confourd, 


That guilt is doom'd to fir.k in Intamy. 


— 


630 


93} 3s nat in the watural, ver. 131, Sc. VI. The ne 
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AN 
ESSAY ON MAN, 


IN 


FOUR EPISTLES; 


10 
H. St. John, Lord Bolingbroke. 
ARGUMENT OP | 


EPISTLE I. 


| Of the Nature and State of Man with re- 


ſpect to the Univerſe. 


OF Man in the alſtract .I. That cue can judge ond 
with regard ts our own ſyſtem, being ignorant of the 
relations of ſyſtems and things, wer. 17, Sc. 
II. Thar Mon is not to be deemed imperfict, but a Be- 
ing ſuited ta bis place and rank in the creation, agreea- 
bie to the general Order of things, and conformable to 
Ends ond Relations to him unknown, ver. 55, Ec. 
III. That it is fartly upon bis Igncrance of future 

c nents, and partly upon the hope of o Sertur: flete, 

that all his bappineſs in the prejent depends, ⁊ ox. 77, 

Se. IV. The pride of aiming at me . led ge, 
and prete ing to more Perfection, the cauſc ef A un': 
error and miſery. The impiety of putting him ſelf i: 
the place of Cd, and judging of the frneſs or anit- 
| neſs, perſcction er imperfeFiong juſtice er ai , of 
bis dijpe ations, wer. 109, Ge. V. The ul urdl.- 
1y of concenting him ſelf tbe final cauſe F the cri. 


| Gr expec*r7 chat perjcction inthe moral æw er, cv. 


raja blencſs of bis complaints againſs Provider, = 
evhile in the ehe i and be demands the Perf rf 

the Angels, and on the other the bodily quoſifications 
of the Brutcs ; though, ts poſſejs ary f the jerjficince 
faculties in a bizher degree, out render (im mior- 
able, ver. 173, Sc VII. That throughout tht 
a hele wafible world, an univerſal erder ard grata: 


en in the ſcuſuul crd mental facultic; is ober, 


avhich caujes u ſubordinaticn of creature to creature, 
ard F all creatures te Man. The gradatian: of 


enſe, inflict, thought, reflection, 1 that rea · 


on alone counterwails all the ether facuitiet, æ . 2.00 
V 1M. Hau much farther this order aud fubordirs. 
tien of living creatures my extend aboue a! belong 
us 3 Were any pert of which leben, nit that purt 
only, hrt the æubeie ronnefed creation mrſs d d 
ed, 18. 233. IX. The txrravuoaicc, trad. 4; 
and pride c, ſuch d defire, wer. 2.559. NX. The 4 
ſequence of all the abſciute ju bin H the 27 Prem i 
dence, b.'h as to our preſent and Ferri ſige, 2 


v.. vi * 


| 231, Cc. te e end. 
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EPISTLE I. 


WAKE, my St. John ! leave all meaner things 


To low ambition, and the pride of Kings. 
Let us (ſince Fife can little more ſupply 

Than juſt to look about us and to die) 
Expatiate free oer a this ſcene of Man; 

A mighty mare ! bet not without a plan: 


A Will, where werds and flowers promiſcuous Moot; 


Or Garden, tempting with forbidden fruit. 
"Together let us beat this ample eld, 

Try what he open, what the covert yield; 
The latent tracts, the giddy heights, explore 
OF all who blinly creep, or ſightle ſs ſoar x 
Eye Nature's walks, {hoot Folly as it flies, 

i And catch the Manners living as they riſe; 


Laugh where we muſt, be candid where we can; 15 


But vindicate the ways of God to man. 


I. Say firſt, of God above, or Man below, 
What can we reaſon, but from what we know? 
Of man, what ſee we but his ſtation here, 
From which to reaſon, or to which refer? 


known, 

is ours to trace him only in our own. 

He, who through vaſt immenſity can pierce, 
See worlds on worlds compoſe one — 

Obſerve how ſyſtem into ſyſtem runs, 
What other planets circle other ſuns, 
What vary'd Being peoples every ftar, | 

May tell why Heaven has made us as we re. 
But of this trame the bearings and the ties, 

he ſtrong connections, nice dependencies; 

radations juſt, has thy pervading ſoul 
Look'd through? or can a part contain the whole | ? 


5 18 the great chain, that draws all to agree, 
And drawn ſupports, upheld by God, or thee ? 


1. Preſumptuous Man! the reaſon wouldſt thou 


5 

Why form'd fo weak, 85 itttle, and ſo blind? 

Firſt, if thou canſt, the harder reaſon gueſs, 

Why form'd no weaker, blinder, and no leſs? 
Alk of thy mother earth, why oaks are made 

| Taller or weaker than the weeds they ſhade ; 4 

Or aſk of yon ler argent fields above, 

Why Jove's Satellites are leſs than Jove? 


| of Syſtems poſſible, if tis confeſt, 

: That Wiſdom infinite muſt form the beſt, 
Where all muſt full or not coherent be, 

And ail that riſes, riſe in due degree; 
Then, in the ſcale of reaſoning life, tis plain, 


There muſt be, ſomewhere, ſuch a1ank as Marrs : 


And all the queſtion (wrangle e'er fo long) 
15 only this, if God has plac'd him wrong? 


KReſpecting Man, odor was ve call 
May, muſt muſt be right, as relative to all. 
In human works, though labour'd on with pain, 

A thouſand movements ſcarce one purpoſe gain: 
In God's, one fingle can its end produce; 


Vet lervot · to· ſecond too ſome other uſc. 


20 


Through worlds unnumber'd through the God be | 


2 


45 


1 — happier iſland in the watery waſte, 


80 


55 
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So Man, who here ſeems principal alone, 

| Perhaps acts ſecond to fome ſphere unknown, 
Touches ſome wheel, or verges to ſome goal; 

Tis but a part we fee, and not « whole. 69 


| When the proud ſteed ſhall know why man re- 

| ſtrains 

5 His fiery courſe, or drives him o'er the plains 3 

When the dull Ox, why now he breaks the clod, 

5 Is now a victim, and now /Egypt's God: | 
hen ſhall Man's pride and dulnef; comprehend 62 

| His actions“, paſſions*, being's, uſe and end; 

Why doing, ſuffering, check' d, impell dz and why 

T his hour a ſlave, the next a deity. 


Then fay not Man's imperfect, Heaven in fault; | 
Siy rather, Man's as perfect as he ought; 70 
His knowledge meaſur d to his ſtate and place; 5 
His time a moment, and a point his ſpace. 

If to be perrect in a certain ſphere, 

What matter, ſoon or late, or here, or there ? 
The bleſt to-day is as completely ſo, 75 
As who degan a thouſand years ago. 


b. III. ö Mike the books of 
Fate, 


All but the page preſcrib'd, their preſent ſtate: | 
rom brutes what men; from men what ſpirits know f ? 
80 


- Or who could ſuffer Being here below ? 
25 


\ The lamb thy riot dooms to bleed to-day, — 
Had he thy Reaſon, would he ſkip and play? 

| Pleas to the laſt, he crops the flowery food, 

| And licks the hand juſt rais'd to ſhed his blood. _ 
n blindneſs to the future! kindly given, 33 
That each may fill the circle mark d by Heaven; 
Who ſees with equal eye, as God of all, 
A hero periſh, or a ſparrow fall, | 

| Atoms or ſyſtems into ruin hurl'd, | 5 
And now a bubble burſt, and now a world. go 


Hope humbly tken ; with trembling pinions foarz 
| Wait the great teacher Death ; and Gad adore. | 
| What future bliſs, he gives not thee to know, 

| But gives that Hope to be thy dleſſing now. 
Hope ſprings eternal in the human breaſt: 95 
Man never Is, but alwaps To be bleſt: LS 
The foul, uneaſy, and confin'd from home, 

| Refts and expatiates in a life to come. | 


Lo, the poor Indian ! whoſe untutor'd mind 
Se: God in clouds, or hears him in the wind; 
His foul proud Science never taught to ſtray | 


Far as the ſolar walk, or milky way; 


Vet fimple Nature to his hope has given, 
Behind the cloud-topt hill, an humbler heaven; 
Some ſafer world in depth of woods embrac'd, 


| Where ſlaves once more their native land behold, 
| No fiends torment, no Chriſtians thirſt for gold. 
To Be, contents his natural defire, | 
He aſks no Angel's wing, no Seraph's fire; 
But thinks, admitted to that equal ſky, 

His faithful dog ſhall bear him company. 


' IV. Go, wiſer thou! and in thy ſcale of ſenſe, 
Weigh thy 'Opinion againſt Providence ; 
Call imperfe&ion what thou fancy'ſt ſuch ; 


I here he give wo lite, der un much 


110 
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Deſtroy all creatures for thy ſport or RY | 
Yet fay, if Man's unhappy, God 's unjuſt ; 
If Man alone ingroſs not Heaven's high care, 
Alone made perfect here, immortal there: 
Snatch from his hand the balance and the rod, 
Re-judge his juſtice, be the God of God. 
In Pride, in reaſoning Pride, our error lies; 
All quit their ſphere, and ryſh into the ſkies. 
Pride ſt ill is aiming at the bleſt abodes, 

Men would be Angels, Angels would be Gods. 
Aſpiring to be Gods, if Angels fell, 
Atſpiring to be Angels, Men rebel: 

And who but wiſhs to invert the laws 
Of Order, uns againit th Eternal Cauſe. 


120 
125 


120 


Vi. Aſe for what end the heavenly bodies ſhine, 
Earn for whole uſe? Pride anſwers, is fos 

: mine : 

. For me kind Nature wakes her genial power; 

% Suckles each herb, and ſpreads out every tower ; 
% Annual for me, the grape, the roſe, renew 135 

6 The juice nectareous, and the balmy dew; 

4 For me, the mine a thouſand treaſures brings; 

4% For me, health guſhes from a thouſand ſprings ; : 

1 Seas roll to waft me, ſuns to light me riſe ; 

60 12 foot-ſtool n= my — the lies. 8 


4 


| 140 


But errs not Nature b this gracious end, 
From burning ſuns when livid deaths deſcend, 
When earthquakes ſwallow, or when tempeſts fweep | 
Towns to one grave, whole nations to the deep ? 
No ('tis reply d) the firſt Almighty Cauſe 245 
% Acts not by partial, but by general laws ; | 
„ 'Th' exceptions few; ſome change ſince all began: 
And what created perfect?“ - Why then Man? 
If the great end be human Happineſs, 
Then Nature deviates; ; and can Man do leſs ? 
As much that end a conftant courſe requiies 
Ot ihowers and ſun- ſhins, as of Man's defires ; 
As much eternal ſprings and cloudleſs ſkics, 
As men for ever temperate, calm, aud wiſe, 


150 


If plagues or earthquakes break not Heaven's deſign, 


Why then a Borgin, or a Cati.ine ? 
Who knows, but he whoſe h.ind the hghtning for. us, 
Who hieaves old Ocean, and who wing, the fturms ; 
Tours fierce Ambition in a Cæſar's mind, 

Or turns young Ammon looſe to ſcourge mankind ? 71 60 
Fran pride, from pride, our very reaſoning * 
Account fur moral as for natural things : : 

Why charge we Heaven in thoſe, in theſe acquit ? 2 
la * to * right, 1 is to ſubn ic. | 


5 ſn "I us, - it might appear, 
Werse there all harmoay, all virtue here; 
That never air or ocgan felt the wind, 
That never paſm̃on diſcompos d the mind. 
But all ſubſiſts by elemental ſtri re; 
And paſſions are the elements of Life. 
The general Order, fince the whole began, 
Is kept in Nature, and is kept in Man. 


VI. What would this Man ? Now —_ 
And, — Angels ae 


— 


— 
What thin partitions Sen ſe from 7h us!. i: divide ! 


# 165 


_ 


po bew wide | how deep extend below. k 
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To want the ſtrength of bulls, the fur of bears. 
Made for his ute all creatures if he call, 

Say, what heir uſe, had he the powers of all ? 
Nature to theſe, without profuſion, kind, 

The proper organs, proper powers aſſign'd; 
Each fecming want compe nſated of courſe, 

Here with degrees of ſwiftneſs, there of force ; 5 
All in exact prcpertion to the Hate; 
Nothing to add, and nothing to abate. 
Each beaſt, each inſect, happy in its own : 
Is Heaven un ind to Man, and Min alone? 
Shall he alone whom rational we call, 

Be pleas d with nothing, it not bleſt with all? 


| 


| 
| The biifsof Man (could Pride that bleffing find) 
Is not ton or think bevoiis mankind 3 

No powers of body or of foul to ſhare, 
 Bur-what his nature and his :tate can bear. 

| Why has not Mai a mictoicopic eye? 

For tis plain reaſon, Man is not a Fly. 

Jay what the ule, were nner optics given, 

T* in pe ct a mitez not comprehend the heaven by 
Or touch, if tremblingly alive all o'er, 

To ſmart and agonize at every pore ? 

Or quick effiuvia carting through, the braing 

Die of a roſs in aromatic pain ? 

If Nature thunder'd in his opening cars, 
And ftunn'd him with the muiic of the ſpheres, 


195 


The wlutpering Zephyr, and the purling rill! 
Who finis nut. Providence all goud and wiſe, 
Alike in what it gives, and what denies ? 


VII. Far as r sample range > 

| The ſcale of ſ-niuai, me ental powers aſcenus 
Mark how it mounts to Man's imperiui race, 
From the green n yriads in the p up gra: 
Wnat mo jeg of fi lit betwixt each 3 extreme, 
The mvle's dim curtain, and the lynx's bears 
Or ſmall, the headlong lioneſs between, 
And hound fagacious on the tainted green; ; 
Of hearing, from the life that filis the flood, 

To that which warbles through the vernal woo | 
The ſpider's touch, how exquiſitely fine 

Feels at each theead, and lives alor.y the line: 


. 
2 


13 


N 


In the nice bee, What ſenſe fo ſubtiy true | 
From poitonous hebs extracts the healing dew * 220 


How Inſtinet varies in the grov-ling weine, 
Compar'd, hait-realoning el phant, with thine! 
{| *T wixt that, and Ke os. Ly Whai a nice barrier! ; 
{| Forever ie parate, yet for ever near! 

| Remembrance and Reflection n»w allied: 


And Midcle natures, how the; long to join, 
vet never paſs th intuperable line! 
Wichout this juſt graduation, could they be 
Subjected, theſe ts thoſe, or all 20 . 44 ? 
The powers of % ſubdued by thee alone, 
Is not thy Regan all theſe powers in one? 


| earth, 


All matter quick, a id burſting into birth. 
Above, buw hig':, vogren ve life may go! 


34% 
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| Now looking downwards, juſt as Gera appears 175 \ 


185 


f 


190 


200 


How would be wich tat Heaven had left nim ſtill | 


205 


275 


225 


VIIL. See, threugh this ar, tis o, and thi. 
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Vaſt chain of being! which from Cod began, 


Natures ethereal, human, ange!, man, 
Beaſt, bird, fiſh, inſe ct, what na eye can ſee, 


No glaſs can reagh ; from Infinite to thee, 240 
— From thee to Nothing—On ſuperior powers | 


Were we to preſs, inferior might on ours; 

Or in the full Creation leave a void, 
Where, one ſtep broken, the great ſcale's deftray'd: 
From Nature's chain whateyer link you ſtrike, 245 
| TOON or ten thouſandth, breaks the chain alike, 


Ang, if ack ſyſtem in gradation roll 
Alike eſſential to th amazing Whole, 
The leaſt confuſion but in one, not all 


That ſyſtem only, but the whole muſt fall. 230 


Let Earth unbalanc'd from her orbit fly, | 

| Planets and Suns run lawleGs through the ſæy; 
Let ruling Angels from their ſpheres be huil'd, 
Being on Being wreek'd, and world on world; 

| Heaven's whole foundation to their centre nod, 255 

And Nature trembles to the throne of God. 

All thisdread Order break—for whom ? tor thee? 
Vile worm - Madneks! Pride | Impiety! 


= Whatif the foot, ordain'd the duſt to tread, 


Or 2d, to toil, aſpir'd to be the head ? 260 


WH : if the bead, eye, or ear, repin'd 
'To ſerve mere engines to the ruling Mind ? 
Juſt as abſurd for any part to clai:a 

To be another, in this general frame: 


Juſt as abſurd, to mourn the taſks or pains . 26 5 


The 9 al ordains. 2 


All r one 0 . 
Whoſe body Nature is, and God the ſoul; 
That, chang'd through all, aad yet in all the fame ; 


Brent in the earth, as in rh” ethereal frame; 270 


1 


Warms in the ſun, retreſhes in the breeze, | 
 Glows in the ſtars, and bloſſoms in the trees 

Lives through all life, extends through ali extent; 
Spreads undivided, operates unſpent; 


Zreathes in our ſoul, informs our mortal part, 275| 


As tuil, as raed, in a hair as heart; : 
As full, as perfect, in vile Man that mourns, 
As the rapt Scraph that adores and bur:s : | 
To him no high, no low, no great, no ſmall; _ 
3 he bounds, Oy and equals all. 280 
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ftudy himſelf. His Middle Nature: his Powers 
and Frailties, wer. 1 to19- The Limits «f bis ca- 


—_ Self- loue and Reuſan, both neceſſary, ver. 53z 
| Self-love the ſtronger, and why, wer. 67, 
| 5 — prings Thr 
| ns, their uſe, ver. to 130. The Pre- 
ö — Paſſion, and its ow ver. 132 t9 160, 
Jes neceſſity, in directing men to different purpeſes, 
wer. 105, Cc. Jes Providential Uſe, in fixing cur 


Principle, and aſcertaining our Virtue, ver. 177. 
| the limits near 


How. odious Vice in itſelf, and bow we deceive ture 


? : ſelwes i into it, ver. 217. VI. That, bowever, the 
| Endsof Providence and general Good are anſwered 


in our Paſſians and A eftions, ver. 238, Ee. 
Haw uſefully tbeſe are diſtributed to all Orders of 
Men, ver. 247, How uſeful they are to Society, 


Ver. 251. 


lau e 3 


1. 
The proper ſtudy of Mankind is Ran. 
Plac d on this iſthmus of a middle ſtate, 


_ þ A being darkly wile, and rudely great: „„ 
With too much knowledge for the ſceptic ſide, s | 


With too much weakneſs for the Stoic's pride, 
He hangs between, in doubt to act, or reſt; 
In doubt to deem himſelf a God, or Beaſt; 5 


| In doubt his Mind or Body to prefer; 


5 x. Ceaſe then, nor Order * name ; 
Our proper bleſs depends on what we de. 
Know thy own point: This kind, this Cue degree 
Of blindneſs, weakneſs, Heaven heſtows on thee. 
| Submit.—1n this, or any other ſphere, 2385 
Se cure to be as bleſt as thou canſt bear; 
Safe in the hand of one diſpoſing Power, 
Or in the natal, er the mortal hour. 
Ail Nature 1s but Art, unknown to — 
All Chance, Direction, which thou canſt not ſee 3 ; 20 
All Diicord, Harmony not underſtood ; | 
u partial Evil, univerla: Good. | 
And, ſpite of Pride, inering Reaſon's ſpite, 
Once Wu 1 15 clear, WHATEVER 16, 33 116. | 


Born but to die, and reaſoning but to err; 3 
Alike in ignorance, his reaſon ſuch, 
Whether he thinks too little, or too much : 
Chaos of Thought and Paſſion, all contus'd ; 
Still by himſelf abus'd or difabus'd ; 


Sole judge of Truth, in endleſs Error hurbd: 
he glory, jeſt, and riddle of the world! 


S0, 3 creature ! mount where Science 


guides, 
rw meaſure earth, weigh air 2 2ud ſtate the tides 3 20 


act i+cq aA a— ODA". 


kn 1% 


into Cod; ber ts 


! pacity, ver. 19, Cc. II. The two Principles cf 


» Der. Ar, Se. III. The | 


IV. Virtue and Vice joined in cur mixed Naturc; 
the things ſeparate and evident 2 
What is the Of ce of Reaſon, ver. 202 to 216. v. 


: oft ©. oth. Sol ons its an od0ios 


to Individuals, wer. 263. In c 


NOW dt on, 


Created half to riſe, and half to fall; | 8555 15 - 
Great lord of all things, yet a prey to all; | 


POPE's POEMS. 373 


the phanets in what orbs to run, 1 | Wits, juſt like Fools, at a ths 5 35 / 
Correct old Time, and regulate the Sun; Have full as oft no meaning, or the ſame, 38 
Go, ſoor with Plato toih* empyreal ſphere, Self-love and Reaſon tu one end aipire, 
To the firſt good, firit perfect, and firſt fair; Pain their averſion, Pleaſure their deſire; 
Or tread the mazy round his followers trod, 25 But streedy That, its object would devour, | 
And quitting ſenſe cali imitatiag Gd; This taite the honey, and not wound tlie flower 
As Eaſtern priefts in gi.dy circles run, Pic aſure or wrong or rightly und-ritood, 


And turn their heads to imitate the Sun. Our greate ſt evil, or our greate!t good. 


0, teach Eternal Wiſdom how to rule f 


n ' o III. Modes of Self-love the Paiiions we may call 3 
RT ny e WP "Tis real good, or ſeeming, moves them all: 

| Superior beings, when of late they ſaw But fince not every good we can divide, #7 
A mortal Man untold all Nature's Law, | And Reaton bids us for our own provide; ct 
Aimur'4 fuch Wiſdom in an earthiy ſhape, Patſions, though teifiſh, if their means be fair, 
And ſhew'd a Newton as we ſhew an Ape. Liſt under Reaton, 4:d delerve her care; | 

Could he, whoſe rules the rapid Comet bind, 35 Thoſe, that imyarted, court a nooler Sm, 

Peſcribe or fix one movemeat of his Mind? ; Exalc their kind, aud take lome Virtue $ name. 1⁰⁰ | 
Who ſaw its fires here riſe, and there deſcend, In lazy Apathy let Stoics boaſt | | | 
Explain his own beginning or his end ? Their Virtue fix d; "tis fix'd as in a froſt; 


Alas, what wonder! Man's ſuperior part 

D ene wt go; nba, og met = 

| I; hen his own gre Paſſion but begun, The rifing tempeſt puts in act tne ſoul ; 8 105 
8 Reaſon weaves, by on is undone. | Parts it may ravage, but pre ſerves the Whole. 


Trace Science then, with Modeity thy guide; 3 [On life's vaſt ocean diverſeiy we fail, 
Firſt ſtrip off all her equipage of Pride; | Reaſon the card, but Paſh u is the gale ; 


Deduct hac is but Vanity or Drets, 45 | Nor Cod alone in the ſtill calm we tzad, 
Or Learning's Luxury, or ldleneſs; 3 | _ | He mounts the form, and walks upon the wind. 110 
Ortricks to ſhew the ſtretch of human brain, | 
Mere curious pleaſure, or ingenious pan; ] Paſſions, like elements, though born to figiit 
Expunge the whole, or lop th* excreſcent parts | Yet mix'd and ſoften'd, in his work unite ; 
Of all our Vicee have created Artsz 50 Theſe tis enough to temper and employ; 

N Then ſee how little the remaining ſum, | But what compoſes Man, can Man decor? 

Which ſery d the paſt, and muſt the times to come ! | Suffice thar Roatoo keep to Nature's road, 115 


— Subject, compound them, fuliow ler and Cod. 


II. Two Principles i in human nature reign 3 Love, Hope, and Joy, tair Cleaturt”s mln train; 3 


 Self-love, to urge, and Reaſon, to reſtrain; Hate, Fear, and Grief, the tamily of Vain; 
7 
ö 2 8 chat a bad we call, All $5] Theſe mix'd with art, and to due deal cont'd, 
works its end, to move or govern ally | Make and maintain che balance of tae mind; 120 
2 to their proper operation ſtil}, _ I The lights and ſhaies, whole weil-accordei trite 
ibe all Geod, to their improper, Ill. | Gives ai. the rirengyti: and colour of our lite. | 
Self. love, the ſpring of motion, acts tae bol; ; j | | | Y 
| Reaſon' s comparing balance rules the whole. 60 o| P lrafures are ever in our hands and yes; 
Man, but for that, no action could e | And, when in act they ceate, in prolpect riles 
And, but for this, were active to no end; | Preſent to graſp, and future ſtill to fine, 125 
| Fix'd like a plant on his pgculiar ſpot, . | The whole employ of body and of mind. 
_  Todraw nutrition, propagate, and rotz _ All ſpread cheir charms, but charm not ail alike ; 3 
Or, meteor-like, flame lawie is through the voie, 6 5 | On dicrem (enter, difterent objects firike ; 
| Deftroying others, by himſeit deſtroy 4. Hence diſerem! Palkoas more or le ſs i fl me, | 
As ſtruag or weak, the organs of the trame; ; 130 
MNoſt ſtrength the moving principle requires; | And hence one maſter Faiſion in the breatt, | 
Active its taſk, it prompts, impels, inſpires. [Like Aaron's ferpent, ſwallows up the reſt. 


| Sedate and quiet the comparing lies, 


FpForm'd but to check, deliberate, and 2 70] As Man, perhaps, the moment of his breath, 


Self-love, fill ſtranger, as its object nigh 3 | Receives the wrking principle of death; TY 
Reaſon's at diſtance, and in protpe&t 1 | The young diſcaſe, which nuit ludguc at length, 13 5 
That ſees immediate good by preſent ſenſe; | Grows with his growt!., and ſtrengthens wich his 
Reſon, the future and the conſequence. So, caſt and mingicd wit': nis very frame, [ftreagth; 


Thicker than arguments, temptations throng, #75 | The Mind's difcate, i: ruling Paſſion came; 

At beſt more watchful this, buc that more itrong. Each vital humour, which ſhould led the wavle, 
The action of the ſtronger to ſuſpend, | Soon flows ta this, in body and in foul : 140 
| Reaſon ſtill uſe, to Reaſon fill attend. Whatever warms the heart, or fiuls the heco, ; 
Attention, habit, and experience gains; | As the mind opens, and its functions ſpread, 
Each ſtrengthens Reaſon, and ſelf-love reſtrains. *o Imagination plies her danger-us art, 

Let ſubtle ſchoolmen teach theſe frienes to fight, , | And pours it all upon the peccant part. 
ſtudious to divide than to unite ; | | 
And Grace and Virtue, Senſe and Reaion ſplu, Nature its mother, Habit is its nurſe ; 146 
Vith all the aſh dexterity of wit · 3 Wit, Spirit, Faculties, but make it worſe; | 


All, all alike, find Reaion on their fide. 


»4 Bur what will grow on Pride, or grow on Shame. 
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As Heaven's bieſt beam turus vinegar more ſour. 


We, wretched ſubj-&s though to lawleſs ſway, 
In this weak n, ſome favourite ſtill obey: 150 
Ah! if the lend not arms as well as rulcs, | 
What can ſhe more than tell us we are tools? 


A ſharp accuſer, but 2 helpleſs friend! 
Ur from a judge turn pleader, to perſuade 138 
The choice we make, or juſtify it made; | 
Proud of an eaſy conque it all along, | 
| She but removes weak yoſtions for the ſtrong z 
So, when ſmall humours gather to a __—_ 
The doctor fancies he has urin them out. 260 | 


Yes, Nature's road muſt eyer be preferr'd ; 

| Reaſon is here no guide, but thil a guard: 

_ *r'is hers to reAity, not everthrow, 

And treat this paſizon, more as friend than foe ; | 
A mightier Power the ſtrong direction ſends, 155 
And feveral Men impels to ſeveral ends 


Like varying winds, by other pethons toſt, i Che — _ 2 _ 5 230 | 


This arivrs them cunſtant to a certain coaſt. 


Let power or knowledge, gold or glory, pleaſe, | 


Or (oft more ſtrong th u all) the love of eaſe; 176 
Through life 'tis fonlow'd, ev'n at life's expence; | 

The merchant's toil, the jage's indolence, 4 
The monk's humility, the hero's pride, | 


Th' Eternal Art, educ ing good from ill, 175 
Gratts on this Paſſion aur beſt principle: „ : 
is thus the Mercury of Man is fin l, 
Strong grows the Virtue with his nature mid 
The droſs cements what eli- were too refin' «, 
And in one intereit body acts with mind. 180 
As fruits, ontzrate ful to the planter's care, 
On ſavage ſtocks i ſerted learn to bear; 
The fur: Victues thus from Paition (hoot, 
Wild Nature“ s vigcar working at the rot. 


What crops of wit and honeſty appear | 135 


From iplecn, from obitinacy, hate, or fear 
Bee anger, Zzrai and, ſurtitude ſupply ; 
Ev'n avarice, prudence; 3 floth, philoſophy; 5 


Is gentle love, ard charms all womanicind 3 190 
5 Envy, to which th? iguble mind's a ſhave, 
ls emulation in the learu'd or brave; | | 
Nor Virtue, nal or fem1le, can we name, Wo | 


Thus Nature gives vs (let it check our prime] 395 
The virtu - nc aruſt to uur vicealiy'ds 
Reaſon the bias turns to good from il, | 
Aua Nero reig' s a Titus, if he will. 
I be nery ſoul abkorr'd in Catiline, =. 
1 De ius charins, in Curtius is divine: — 66 
Tie tame amb tion can deſſro or ſave, TOY 
And make: a patriot as it makes a knave. 
This light ard darkneſs in our chaos join's, 
What hall vide? The God within the mind. 
Extremes v mer : equal ends produce, 205 


In man they ju. t forme m ſterious uſe 
Thou, þ each by zurne the othe-'s bound invade, 


_ Luſt, throutzii ſome certain trainers well reſin d, 1 


POEMS. 


| Reaſon itſ-1f but gives it edge and power 3 . Fools! who from hence into the notion fall. 


That Vice or Virtue there is none at all. 


If white and black blend, ſoften, and unite 


A thouſund ways, is there no black or white? 
Aſk yourown heart, and nothing is fo plain; | 


[ Tis to miſtake them, cofts the time aud pain, 
| Teach us to mourn our Nature, net to mend; 1 Vice is a wonſter of fo Sigh ef] mien | 
| * * 


Ag, to be hated, needs but to be ſeen; 
Vet ſeen too oft, familiar with her face, 


But where th" Extreane of Vice, was ue'er E 
Aſk where's the North ? at York, tis on the Tweed; 
In Scotland, at the Orcades ; and there, 

Az Greenland, Tembla, or the Lord knows where, 


But thinks his neighbour further Zone than he : 


} Ev'n thoſe who dwell beneath i itz very zone, 


Or never feel the rage, or never own ; | 
What heppier natures ſhrink at with affright, 


Virtuous and Vicious every man muſt Ip 
Few in tu' extreme, but all in the degree; 
The rogue and fool by fits is fair and wiſe 3 
And ev'n the beſt, by fits, what they deſpiſe . 


Tis but by parts we follow good or ill; 


For, Vice or Virtue, Self directs it ſtill; 
Each indiyidual ſeeks a ſeveral goal; 


I But Heaven's great view, is One, and that the Whole M 


That counter- works each folly and caprice 3 
That diſappoints th' effect of every vice: 
That, happy frailties to all ranks apply d: 
Shame to the virgin, to the matron pride; 
Fear to the ſtateſman, raſhneſs to the chief; 3 


To king's pref::mption, and to crowds belief: 0 
That, Virtue's ends from vanity can raiſe, 245 


Which ſeeks no intereſt, no reward but praiſe; 
And build on wants, and on defects of mind, 
The 30g, the peace, the * of —— 


Heaven Wade en et deren, 


Till one Man's weakneſs grows the "Bren 
Wants, frailties, paſſions, cloſer ſtill ally « 


The common intereſt, or «ndear the tie. 5 
To theſe we awe true friendſhip, love ſincere, af - 


Each homme: felt joy that life inherits here; 


Vet from the ſame we learn, in us decline, . 
'T hoſe joys, thoſe loves, thoſe intereſts, to reſign: 


Laught half by reaſon, half by mere decay, 


| . Whate" er the * ERP 8 or belf, 


Not one will change his neighbour with himſelf. 
The learn'd is happy nature to explore, | 
The fool is happy that he knows no more ; 


The rich is happy in the pleaty given, 263 


The poor contents him with the care of Heaven. 


As, ia ſome vell- wraught picture, light and ſhace, 
Ae oft ſo mix, th-'ditierence is too nice 


. 210 


See the blind beggar dance, the cripple ſing, 
The fot a hero, lunatic a king: 
The ſtarving chemiſt in his golden views 


— _ the * his Muſe. E 


We firſt endure, then pity, then embrace. 220 


No creature owns it in the firſt degree, 225 


* 


A maſter, or a ſervant, or a friend, | 2453 
' | Bids each on other for afliſtance call, NO 
gth of all. 


To welcome deaths and calmiy paſs away. = 26a 


1 Oneproſpet loſt, another ſtill we gain; 


PO PE“ 


ee ſome ſtrange com ſort every ſtate attend 
And pride beſtow'd on all, a common friend: 
See ſume fit paſſion every age ſupply; 
Hope travels through, nor quits us When we die. 
Behold the child, by nature's kindly law, 
Pleas'd with s rattle, tickled with a ſtraw ! 
Some livelier plaything gives his youth * 
A littie louder, but as empty quite: 
Scarfs, garters, gold, amuſe his riper ſtage, — 
And beads and prayer-boeoks are the toys of age: 280 
Pleas d with this bauble ſtill, as that before; . 
Till tir'd he ſleeps, and Life's poor play is oer. 
Meanwbile Opinion gilds with varying rays 
Thoſe painted clouds that beautif our days: 
Tach want of happineſs by Hope fupply'd, 
And each vacuity of ſenſc by Pride - 
Theſe buiid as faſt as knowledge can deſtroy ; 
In folly's cup ill iaughs che bubble, joy: 


1 


215 


And not a vanity is giv'n in vain; 
Bo'n mean Self- love becomes, by force divine, 
The ſcale to rheafure other's wants by thine. 
See! and confeſs one comfort ſtill muſt rife ; 


Tis this, Though Man's a fool, yet Co Is wiss. 


290 
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275 


5 All ſerv'd, all ſerving ; nothing ſtands alone; 


OEMS. 376 


EPISTLE: II. 


ERE then we reſt; * the Univerſal Cauſe 
141 *©* Aatsto one end, but acts by various laws. 
n all the madneſs of ſuperfluous health, 

The train of pride, the impudence of wealth, 
Let this great truth be preſent night and day ; 5 
But muſt be pre ent, if we preach or pray. 


Leak mand cur Week, bekebs the eheim of Love - 


Cambining all below, and all above. 


See plaſtic Nature working to this end, 
The fingle atems each to other tend, 


10 
Attract, attracted to, the next in place Os 


Form'd and impell'd its neighbour to embrace. 


See matter next, with various life endued, 
Preſs to one centre ſtill, the General Good. 
See dying vegetables lite luſtain, | 

See life diſſolving vegetate again: 

All forms that periſh other torms ſupply, 
(By turns we catch the vital breath, and dic} 
Like bubbles on the ſea of Matter borne, 
They riſe, they break, and to that ſea return. 
Nothing is foreign; Parts relate to whole; 


I One all-extending, all- pre ſerving Soul 


Conne c̃ts each being, greateſt with the leaſt; 

| Made Beaft in aid of Man, and Man of Beaitt; 
25 

The chain holds on, and where it ends, unknown. 

| Has God, thou fool! work'd ſolely for thy _ 1 


| Thy joy, thy paſtime, thy attire, thy tood ! 


Who for thy table feeds the wanion — | 


of the Nature and State of Man with reſpect 
to Society. 


For him as kindly fpread the flowery lawn : 
Is it for thee the lark aſcends and fings ? 


Joy tunes His voice, joy elevates his lng | 


Is it for thee the linnet pours his throat ? 


U THE whole Dink as em of Society, wer. 7 
Ec. Nothing made 21 pt 1 — wholly | 
for another, wer. 27. The happineſs of Animals 

mut al, ver. 49. 

| alike te the good of each Individual, ver. 79. Rea- 
ſon or Inſtin& operate alſo to Society in all animals, 
ver. 109. III. How far Society carried by Infinety 
ver. 115. How much farther by Reaſon, wer 

128, IV. Of that quhich is called the State of Na- 


ture, ver. 144. Reaſon inſtructed by Inftin# in 


the Invention of Arts, ver 166. and in the Forms 
J Society, wer. 176. V. Origin of Political So- 
cieties, ver. 196. Origin of Monarchy, ver. 207. 
Patriarebal Government, were. 212. VI. Origin of ' © 
true Religivu and Government, from the ſame prin- 
citie, of Love, ver. 231, Sc. Origin of Super- 
flitian and Tyranny, from the ſame principle of Fear, 
ver. 237, Cc. The Irfluence of Self-love operat- 
ing to the ſocial and public Good, wer. 266. Re- 
ſtoration of true Religion and — on their 
fir ai principle, wer. 285. Mixed Goverrment, ver. 
* Various Forms of each, ons be true end 7 

all, "_—_ 300, * * 8 


II. Reaſn er inftin# operate | 
| 'Thine the tull harveſt of tie golden year? 


| Loves of his own and raptures ſwell the nate. 
Tho buunding ſteed you pompoully beſtride, 
Shares with his lord the pleaſure and the pride, 
Is this alone the ſeed thet ftrews the plain? 
The birds of Heaven ihall vindicate their grain. 


' Part pays, 4:.4 juitly, the deſerving ſteer : 
The hog, that ploughs not, nor obeys thy cal 


: | Lives on the labours of this lord of all. 


8 Nature 3 children all divide her care 3 
The fur that warm a monarch, warm'd a bear. 


White Man exclaims, ** See all things for my uſe l 43 
See man tor mine! replies a pamper d gocle : 

| And juſt as thort of reaſon He muit fail, 

Wno thinks 22 for one, not one tar all, 


Grant that the powerful Rill the weak conteoul ; | 
Be Man the Wit, and Tyrant of the whole : 
Nature that Tyrant check,; he only knows, 
And helps, another creature” $ Wants and W. es. 
| Sav, will the falcon, ſtooping from + Love, | 

Smit with her vary itz plumage, ipare tac 2. 
Admires the jay the inſect's gilded wing: ? 

Or hears the hawk when Pliomeia fings? 
Man cares for all: to birds he gives his ww". 5, 


| 


hy beaits his paſtures, and to fiſh his f= 
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For ſome his intereſt prompts bim t to provide, 


For more his pleaſure, yet for more his pride: 


Thou too muſt periſh, when thy feaſt is o'er ! 


_ Reaſon, however able, cool at beſt, 
Cares not for ſervice, or but ſerves when 8 


Sure never to o'erſhoot, but juſt to hit ; 
While till too wide or ſhort is human Wit; 
Jure by quick Nature happineſs to gain, | 


One in their nature, which are two in ours! 
And Reaſon raiſe o'er Inſtinct as you can, 
In this — ata 3 


Its proper bliſe, and ſets its proper bounds: 
But as he fram'd a Whole, the Whale to bleſs, 


All teed on one vain Patron, and enjoy 
Th' extenſive bleſſing of his luxury. 


That very li e his learned hunger craves, 


He faves from famine, from the ſavage ſaves } 
Nay, fcaſts the animal he dooms his feaſt, 
And, till he ends the being, makes it bleſt : 


Than favour'd Man by touch ethereal lain. 
The creature had his feaſt of life be fare; 


To each unthinking being, Heaven a friend, 


Gives not the uſele is knowledge of its end: 


To Man imparts it; but with ſuch a view 

As, while he dreads it, make him hope it too : 
The hour conceal'd, and ſo remote the fear, 
Death ſtill draws — never ſeeming near. 
Great ſtanding miracle ! that Heaven aſſign'd 
—— —— packs owes mind. 


U. Whether with Reafon; or with tnftin® bleſt, 


Know, all enjoy that power which ſuits them beſt; 30 


To bliſs alike by that direction tend, 


And find the means proportionꝰd to their end. 
Say, where full Inſtinct is th” unerring guide, 
What Pope or Council can they need befide ? 


Stays till we call, and thennot often near ; a 
But honeſt — comes a volunteer, 


Which heavier Reaſon labours at in vain. 


This too ſerves always, Reaſon never long: 


One muſt go right, the other may go wrong 
See then the acting and comparing powers 


III. God, in the 3 each 3 r 


On mutual Wants built mutual Happineſs: 
So from the firſt, eternal Ox DER ran, 


And creature link's to creature, mari to man. 
| Whatc'er of life ali-quickening æther keeps, 
Or breathes through air, or ſhyots beneath the deeps, | ** 


Or pours profuſe on earth, one nature feeds 


The vital flame, and ſwells the genial ſ:-ds, 


Not man alone, but ail that roam the wood, 
Or wing ta: ſky, or roll along the flood, 


bo 
Which ſees no more the ſtroke; or feels the pain, 
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1 but not itſelf alone, 
Each ſex — alike, till two are one. 

Nor ends the pleaſure with the flerce embtate: 
They love themſelves, a third time, in their race. | 
Thus beaft and bird their common charge attend, 125 

The mothers nurſe it, and the fires defend; 

The young diſmiſs'd to wander earth or air, 

There ſtops the Inſtinct, and there ends the care; 

The link diſſolves; each ſ-eks a freſh — 
nother love ſucceeds, another race. 

A longer care Man's helpleſs kind demands; 
That longer care 2 more laſting bands: 
Reflection, Reaſon, ſtill the tics improve, 

At orice extend the intereſt; arid the love : 8 | 
With thoice we fix, with ſympathy we burnz 133 

Each Viatue in each Paſſion takes its turn; 

And ſtill new needs, new helps, ne: habits riſe, 
That graft benevolence cn charities. 

| Still as one brood, 2nd as another roſe, 


* 


* 


The laſt, ſcarce ripenꝰ'd into perfect Man, 
Saw heipleſs him from whom their life began: 
| Memory and forecaſt juſt returns engage, 
That pointed back to youth, this on to age; _ 
While pleaſure, gratitude, and hope, combin'd, 145 
Still ſpread the intereſt, and — 2 
| 


IV. Nor think, i. in Namur $rars hey e 


| The State of Nature was the reign of God: 
Self-love and Scocial at her birth began, 
Union the bond of all things, and of Man. 


Pride then was not; nor Arts, that Pride to aid 3 
Man walk'd with beaft, joint tenant of the made; 
The ſame his table, and the ſame his bed: | 
No murder cloath'd him, and no murder ted. 
In the ſame temple, the refounding wood, 155 
All vocal beings hymn'd their equal God: 

The ſhrine with gore unftain'd, with gold undreſs d, 
Unbrib'd, unbloody, ſtood the blameleſs prieſt: 
Heaven's Attribute was Cniverſal Care, 


And man's prerogative, te rule, but ſpare. 
Ah! how unlike che man of time to come ! 
Who taught the natiens of the field my ad. Oe half that live the butcher and the tomb; 
To ſhun their poiſon, and to chooſe their food? 100 | ho, fh to Nature, hears the general groan, 
Preſcient, the tides or tempeſts to withſtand, I Murders then Fo: cles, and betrays his own. 
Bud on the wave, or arch beneath the ſand ? But juſt diſcat- to luxury ſucceeds, 
Who made the ſpider parallels deſign, | And every death its own avenger breeds; 
Sure as De Moivre, without rule or line? The Fur;- - paſſions from that blaod began, 
Who bid the ſtork, Columbus-like, explore 10 5 And turn d on "_ 4 bercer ſavage, —_ 
Heavens not his own, and worlds unknown before? | | 
Who calls the council, ſtates the certain day? . | | 
Who forms the pholana, and who points the OY 4 See him from Nature rifing flow to Art! | 
To copy inftinR then was reaſon's part: 170 


Thus then to Man the voice of Nature * ; 
Go, from the Creatures thy inſtructions take: 
Learn trom the birds what food the thickets ele; 
L-arn from the Hheaſts the phyſic of the ſield; | 
* Thy arts of building from the bee receive; 173 
Learn of the mole to plough, the worm to weave 3 
Learn of the little Nautilus to fail, 
Spread the thin oar, and catch the driving gale» 

© Here tao all forms of focial union find, 
“ And hence let Reator,, late; inſtruct Mankind: . 
Here ſubterranean works ind cities ſee; | 
j e There towus aerial on the waving trees. 


«< 


Theſe natural Yove maintain'd, habitual thoſe : 146 4 


_ 3 


| 1 4 


165 : 


by 


3% 


e In vain thy Reafon finer webs ſhall draw, 


« And for thoſe Arts mere Inſtin& could afford, 


_ King, prieſt, and 
On him, their ſecond Providence, they hung, 
Their law his eye, their oracle his tongue. 


| Whom they rever'd as God to mourn as Man: 
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* Learn each ſmall People's genius, policies, 
« The Ant's republic, and the realm of Bees; 


8 How oft „„ chew wealth brow: 


| 185 
« And Anarchy without confuſion know z _ 
« And cheſe for ever, though a Monarch reign, 
“ Their ſeparate cells and properties maintain. 
« Mark what unvary'd laws preſerve each ſtate, 
« Laws wiſe as Nature, and as fix'd as Fate. 19c 
{ 


« Entangle Juſtice in her net of Law, 
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That proud exception to all Nature's laws, | 
» invert the world, and counter-work its Cauſ-? 
orce firſt made Conqueſt, and that conqueſt, Law; 
Till Superſtition taught the tyrant awe, [245 
Then fhar'd the Tyranny, then lent it aid, 
And Gods of Conquerors, Slaves of Subjects made: 
She *midſt the ligurning's blaze, and thunder's 


When rock'd the mountains, and when groan'd the 
ground, 250 
She taught the w ak to bend, the proud to pray, 


« And right, too rigid, harden into wrong; To Power unſeen, and mightier far than they: 


4 Still for the week; the weak too ſtrong. | 
« Yet go! and thus o er all the creatures ſway, 195 
« Thus let the wiſer make the teſt obey: 


* Be crown'd as Monarchs, or as Gods ador*d.”” 
V. Great Nature ſpoke ; ohſervant Man obey'd ; 


She, from the rending earth, and Euriting ſkies, 
Saw Gods deſcend, and fiends infernat riſe": 
Here find the dreadful, there the bleſt abodes ; 2 of - 


Feat mace her Devils, and weak Hope her Gods; 


Gods partial, changeful, paſſionate, unjuſt, 
Whoſe attrihutes were Rage, Revenge, or Luſt ; 


Cities were built, Societies were made: 200 Such as the fouls of cowards might conceive, 


Here roſe one little ſtate ; another near 


And, form'd like tyrants, tyrants would believe. 260 


Grew by like means, ard jo:n'd, through love or} Zeal then, not charity, became the guide; 
fear | 


Did here the trees with ruddiet burdens bend, 


And hell was built on ſpite, and heaven on pride. 
[Then facred ſeem'd th' ethereal vault no more; 


And there the ſtreams in purer rills deſcend ? [205| Altars grew marble then, and reek*d with gore : 


And he return'd a friend, who came a foe. 
Converſe and Love mankind might ſtrongly draw, 


When Love was Liberty, and Nature Law. 
Thus ſtates were form'd; the name of King un- And 


known, 


Till common intereſt plac'd the ſway in one. 210 
 *Twas Via rug ort v (or in arts and arms, 
Diffuſing bleſſings, or averting harms) 
The ſame which in a fire the ons obey'd, 
A Prince the Father of a People mace. 


VI. Till then, by Nature crown'd, each 


What War could raviſh, Commerce could beſtow ;| Then firft the Flamen taſted living food : 265 


Next his grim idol ſmear'd with human blood; 

With heaven's own thunders ſhook the world be- 
low, 

play'd the God an engine on his foe. > 

Þ 1 through juſt, and through | 


er, ambition, lucre, luſt : 270 
"i all, becomes the cauſe 
Of what reſtrains hini, Government and Laws. 
For, what one likes, if others like as well, 

| What ſerves one will, when many wills rebel? 


ſate, 215 How ſhall he keep, what, ſleeping or _ 275 


parent, of his growing ſtate : 
He from the wondering furrow call'd the food, 


Or fetch th” atrial eagle to the ground. 
Till drooping, ſickening, dying, they began 


Then, looking up f:« m fire 10 fire, explor'd 225 


. Our great Firſt Father, and that firſt ador d. 
Or plain tradition that this All begun, | 
Convey'd unbroken faith from fire to ſon; | 
The worker from the work diſtin& was known, 
And fimple Reaſon never ſought but one: 230 
Etre Wit oblique had broke that ſteady light, 
Man, like his Maker, ſaw that all was right; i 
To Virtue, in the paths of Pleaſure trod, 
And own'd a Father when they own'd a God. 


Love all the faith, and all th' allegiance then 235 


For Nature knew no right divine in Men, 


No ill could fear in God; and underſtood 


A ſovereign being, but a ſovereign good. 
True faith, true policy, united ran; 
That was but love of God, and this of Man. 290 


Who firſt taught ſouls enflav'd, and realms un- 
done, 
Th? enormoes fa: ti of many made {or one; 
Voz. VI. 


A weaker may fi a ſtronger take ? 


His ſafety muſt his liberty reſtrain: 
Al join to guard what each deſires to gain. 


Forc'd into virtue thus, by Self-defer.cc, 


| Taught to command the fire, controul the — 2200 EY n Kings learn d juſtice and benevolence: 280 
| Draw forth the monſters of th. abyſs profound, | 


Self-Jove forſook the path it firſt purſued, 
And found the private in the public good. 
"Twas then the ſtudious head or generous mind, 


| [Follower of God, or friend of human kind, 


Poet or Patriot, roſe but to reſtore 235 

The Faith and Moral, Nature gave before; e 

Relum'd her ancient light, not kindled re-, 

If not God's Image, yet his ſhadow drew: 

| Taught Power's due uſe to People and to Kings, 

Taught nor to flack, nor ſtrain its tender rings, 

| The leſs, or greater, ſet ſo juſtly true, _ 

That touching one muſt ſtrike the other too; 

Tiil jarring intereſts of themſelves create 

| Th” according muſic of a well-mix'd State. 

Such is the world's great harmony, that ſprings 295 

From Order, Unior, full Conſent of things: | 

Were ſmall and great, where weak and mighty, 
made 

To ſerve, not ſuffer, ſtrengthen, not invade ; 

More pov /erful each as needſul to the reſt, | 

And, in proportion as it bleſſes, bieſs;  . $00 

Draw to one point, and to one centre bring 

| 2 Man, or Angel, Servant, Lord, or — 
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Whate'er is beſt adminiſter' is beſt: 
For Modes of Faith let graceleſs zealots fight; 305 
His can't be wrong whoſe life is in the right ; l 


In Faith and Hope the world will diſagree, 
But all Mankind's concern is Charity: 


All muſt be falſe that thwarts this One great End; | 
And all of God, that bleſs Mankind, or mend. 310 


Man, like the generous vine, fu lives : 


The ſtrength he gains is from th embrace he gives. | 


On their own Axis as the Planets run, 
Yet make at once their circle round the Sun; 
So two confiſtent motions act the Soul; 315 
And one regards Itſelf, and one the Whole. 

Thus God and Nature link'd the general frame, 
And bade Self love and Social be the ſame. 


7, ARGUMENT OF 


POEMS. 
3 38 — 
| defrufive of Virtue, ver. 167. 


even theſe can make no Man happy = 
out Virtue : Inflanced in Riches, ver. 185. 
Honours, wer. 193. Nobility, ver. 205, 
Greatneſs, wer. 217. Fame, wer. 237. 
Superior Talents, der. 257, Sc. With 


ictures of human infelicity in Men, 


ed of them all, wer. 269, Fc. VII. That 


Vi s, whoſe 
Un ir mane, nd ale fe ae 
nal, ver. 307. 
Virtue and Happineſs conſiſts in a confor- 
mity to the Order of Providenc 


e here, 


| anda 1 to it here ww yes, 


wer. 326, & 


EPISTLE IV. 


Or Taz 3 AND STATE or Mas 
WITH RESPECT TO Hareixgss. 


"0M Falls Notions of Happineſs, Philoſophical 
and Popular, anſwered from wer. 19 10 77. 
II. Ie is the End of all Men, and attain- 
able by all, wer. 30. God intends Hap- 
pineſs to be equal; | and to be ſo, it muſt 
be ſecial, fince all particular Hoppineſs 
depends on general, and fince governs 
by general, not particular Laws, ver. 
As it is neceſſary for Order, and the peace 
and welfare of Society, that external 
 Nould e unequal, Hafpineſs is 
to conf in theſe, wer. 51. 


But, not- 


wit / landing that * the balance | 
of Happineſs among mankind is kept even| 


by Providence, by the two Paſſions of Hope| 
and Fear, ver. 70. III. What the Ha- 
 Pineſs of Individuals is, as far as is con 
fiftent with the conflitution of this werld ; 
and that the Gaad Man has here the ad- 
vantage, ver. 77. The error of imput- 
ing to Virtue what are only the calamities 
ef Nature, or of Fortune, ver. 94. IV. 
Tue fully of expedling that God ſhould alter 
is general Laws in favour of particulars, 
dem 121. V. That Te are not judges 
ue are good; but that, whoever they 
are, they muſt be /mffieſt, wer. 133, &c. 
VI. That external goods are not the proper| 


EPISTLE Iv. 


H W our being — and aim ! | 
Good, Pleafure, Eaſe, Content whate'er 
thy name: 

That ſomething ſtill which prompts the «ternal figh, 
For which we hear to live, or dare to die, 
Which till ſo near us, yet beyond us lies, 
O'erlook'd, ſeen double, by the fool and wiſe : 
Plant of celeſtial ſeed ! if dropp'd below, | 
Say, in what mortal foi! thou deign'ſt to grow ? 
Fair opening to ſome Court's propitious ſhrine, 
Or deep with diamonds in the flaming mine? 10 
Twin'd with the wreaths Parnaſſian laurels yield, 
Or reap'd n iron harveſts of the field ? 


5 


8 Where gros? where grows it not? If vain our 


toil, 


)Fix'd to no ſpot is H ap pineſs ſincere, 
not — is no waere to be found, or every wert: 


We ouglit to blame the culture, not tlie foil : 


Tis never to be bought, but always free, | 
And m_ from monarchs, St. Joux ! dwells with 
ay | 

Aſc - 4h the way? The Learn 'd are s 
This bids to ſerve, and that to ſhun mankind ; 20 

me place the bliſs in action, ſome in eaſe, 

hoſe call it Pleaſure, and Contentment theſe : 
Some, ſunk to Beaſts, find Pleaſure end in Pain; 
Some, ſwell d to Gods, confeis ev'n Virtue vain; 
Or, indolent, to each extreme they fall, | 25 
To truſt in ev'ry thing, or do iht of all. 1 8 
Who thus define it, ſay they more or leſs, 
Than this, that Happineſs is Happin:ſs? 

Take Nature's path, and mad Opinions leave ; 
All ates can reach ĩ it, and all heads conceive; 30 
Obvious her goods, in no extreme they dwell; 
There needs but thinking right, and meaning well 3 
And, mourn our various portions as we 2 


Equal is Common Senſe, and Common Eaſe. 
Remember, Man, © the Univerſal Cauſe 36 
Acts not dy partial, but by gen'ral lavvs; “ 


And 


That the perfection of | 


= 


All pleafures ficken, and all glories fiok : Why drew Marſeilles* good biſhop purer breath, 


If ail are equal in their Happineſs : Or Chanve admits, or Nature lets it fall, 115 
But mutual wants this Happineſs increaſe; 55 Short, and but rare, till Man ĩmprov d it all. 
All Nature's difference Keeps all Nature's peace. {We juſt as wiſely might of Heaven complain 


EC onditic n, circumitance, is not the thing; That righteous Abel was deſtroy d hy Cairn, 

BL! is the ſame, u. ſubject, or in king, As tiiat the virtuous fon is ſtill at cafe TY 

In ho chain defence, or who deſend, When his lewd father gave the dire diſeaſe. 120 
in lim io is, or him wh finds a friend: 6c [Think we, like ſome weak Prince, th” Eternal | 

Heaven breathes through every member of the Cauſe | 

whole I [Prore ſor his favourites to reverſe his laws ? 
One common bleſſing, as ene common ſoul. Shall burning ZEtna, if a ſage requires, 
But Forture's gitt> it eacl alike poſſeſt, vorget to thunder, and recall her fircs ? | 
And each were equal, muſt not all conteſt ? On air or ſea ne * motions be impreſt, 125 
if then to all Men Happi: fs was meant, 64 Oh blameleſs Bethel! to relieve thy breaſt ? 

God in Externals could rot place Content. {Whenthe looſe mountain trembles trom on high, 

Fortune her gifts may variouſly diſpoſe, Ishall gravitation ceaſe, if yeu go by? 

And theſc be happy call'd, unhappy thoſe; Or ſome old temple, nodding to its fall, 5 
Put Heaven's juſt balance equal will appear. For Char tres“ head reſerve the hanging wall > * ths 
Wille thofe are plac'd in Hope, and theſe in} But ill this world (fo fitted for the knave) I 

— ans | | 79 Contents us not. A better ſhall we have? 
Not preſent good or ill, tlie joy or curſe, FT A kingdom of the Juſt then let it he: 


Aut tutute views of better, or of worſe. 
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and makes what Happineſs we juſtly call, ]See Falkland dies, the virtuous and the juſt! 
; Scbfiſt net in the good of one, but all. See godlike Turenne proſtrate on the duſt ! oo 
here's not a bleſſing Individuals find, See Sidney bleeds amid the martial ſtrife ! 
But ſome-way leans and hearkens to the kind: 4c Was this their Virtue, or contempt of Life ? 
No Bandit fierce, no Tyrant mad with pride, Say, was it Virtue, more though Heaven ne'er 


No cavern'd Hermit, reſts ſelf. ſatisfy d: | gave, 

Who moſt to ſhun or hate Mankind preterd, Lamented Digby ! ſunk thee to the grave? 

Scek an a-!mirer, or would fix a triend : fell me, if Virtue made the Son expire, 105 
Ahſtract what others feel, what others think, 45 Why, full of days and honour, lives the Sire? | 


Each has his ſhare ; and who would more obtain, When Nature ſicken'd, and each gale was death ? 

Shall find, the pleaſure pays not half the pain. Or why fo long (in life if long can be) | 
Oryx is Heaven's firſt Law; and this confcſt,| Lent Heaven a parent to the poor and me? 110 

Some are, and muſt be, greater than the reſt, 50 What makes all phytfical or moral ill? 

Mogyric!), more wiſe ; but who infers from hence |There deviates Nature, and here wanders will. 

That ſuch are happier, ſhocks all common ſenſe. God ſends not ill; if rightly underſtood, 

Heaven to Mankind impartial we confeſs, Or partial Ill is univerſal Good, 


nat firſt conſider how thoſe Juſt agree. 


Oh, ſons of earth ! attempt ye ſtill io riſr, £ {he good muſt merit God's peculiar care; 135 | 


By manning pil'd en niduntains, to the ſcies? put who, hut God, can tell us who they are 
Fcaven ſtill with laughter the vain toil ſurvcys, 75 One thinks on Calvin Heaven's own Spirit ſell; 
And buries madmen in the heaps they razſc, * nather cecms him inſtrument of hell; 
Know, al the good tliat individuals find, k Calvin ſerl Heaven's bleſſing, or its rol, | 
| or God ang Nature mear.t to mere NM anhin Tus cries, there is, and that, there is no God. 140 
Reaſor's whole plealure, all tlie joys of Senſe, What thocks one part, wili edify the reft, 
Liz in three words, Hcalth, Feace, and Compe- Nor with one ſyſtem can they all be bleſt. 
— . n_ The very beſt will variouſly incline, | 
But Health conſiſts with Temperance alone And what rewards your Virtue, puniſh mire. 
And Peace, oh Virtue! Peace is all thy own. — | WHATEVER 15, 15 RIGHT, —This world, "t:s » 
The good or bad the gifts of Fortune gain; | true, | — 143 
Byt theſe leſs taſte them, as they worſe obtain. Was made for Czſar—but for Titus 100; = 
Say, in purſuit of profit or delight, | 35 And which more bleſt ? who chain'd bi Court), | 
Who riſk the moſt, that take wrong means, or ſay f 
OY right ? | Or he * Virtue figh'd to loſe a day? 
Of vimes Virtue, whether bleſt or curſt, | & But ſometimes Virtue ſtarves, while Vice * 
Which meets contempt, or which compaſſion firſt ?| ſed.” 


Count all th advantage proſperous Vice attains, What then? Is the reward of Virtue bread? 392 3 
Tis but what Virtue flies from and diſdains: 90 That, Vice may merit, tis the price of toil; A 


And grant the bad what happineſs they would, The krave deſerves it, when he tills the ſoil; 
One they muſt want, which is, to paſs for j ood. The knave deſerves it, when he tempts the main, | 


Oh blind to truth, and God's whale ſcheme below, Where folly fights ſor kings, or dives for gain. 


| Who fancy Bliſs to Vice, or Virtus Woe | The good man may be weak, be indolent ; 155 | 


Who ſees and follows that great ſcheme the beſt, 95 Nor is his claim to plenty, but content. 
Peſt knows the bleſſing, — will moſt be bleſt. But grant him riches, your de mand is o'er? 


But fools, the Gcod alone, 2 call, | « No—ſhall the good wart Heath, tue scod want 1 


For ills or accidents that chance to 


| & Payer ?"? ; 
332 Ada 1 | 


7 Or Public Spirit its 
_ Weak, fooliſh man 


Vet fig'1'ft thou now for apples and for cakes ? 
| Expect thy dog, thy bottle, and thy wiſe; 


To whom can Riches gwe Repcte, or Truſt, 


W boſe life is healthful, and whoſe conſcience clear, 
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Add Health and Power, and every earthly thing, 


Wu bounded Power? why private ? who no Or 


king? 


| Nay, ren 


Why 1s not Man a God, and Earth a Heaven? 
Who aſk and reaſon thus, will ſca ce conceive 
God gives enough, while he has more to give; 


_ Immenſe the power, immenſe were the demand; 
Say, at what part of nature will they ſtand? [165 


W hat nothing earthly gives, or can de ſtroy, 


The ſoul's calm ſun ſhine, and the heart - felt joy, 
1s Virtue's prize: A better would you fix? 


Then give Humility a coach and fix, 

Juſtice a Tonqueror's ſ word, or Truth a gown, 

m— a Crown. 
Heaven reward us there 

With the ſame traſh ma mortals wiſh for here ? 

The Boy and Man an individual makes, 1275 


170 


Go, like the Indian, in another lite 


As well as dream ſuch trifles are affign'd, 
As toys and empires, for a godlike mind. 
Rewards, that either would to Virtue bring 
No joy, or be deſtructive of the thing; 


180 


Hor oft by theſe at ſixty are undone 


The virtues of a ſaint at twenty-one ! 


Content, or Pleaſire; but the Good and Juſt ? | 
Jones and Senates have been bought for gold; = 
ſteem and Love were never to be fold. 

h fool! to think God hates the worthy mind, 
The lover and the love of human kind. 190 
Becauſe he wants a thouſand pounds a year. 

Honour and ſhame from no Condition riſe; 

Act well your part, there all the honour lies. 4 

Foitune in Men has ome ſinall difference made, 

One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade ; 5 [195 

The cobler apron'd, and the parſon gown'd, 


he friar hooded, and the monarch crown'd. | 
What differ more (you cry) than crown and cowl!”|*Tis ut to know how little can be known; 
I tell you, friend! a wiſe man and a ſoel. 200 To ſee all others faults; and ſcel our own: 


No leſs alike the Politic and Wiſe: 


_ | When what t' oblivion better were reſign d, 
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The whole ſtrange purpoſe of their lives, to find, 
make, an enemy of all mankind ! 
Not one looks backward, onward till he goes, 
Yet ne'er looks forward forther than his noſe. 
All fly flow things, with circumſpective eyes: * 
Men in their looſe unguarded hour they take, 
Not that themſelves are wiſe, but others weak. 
But grant that thoſe can conguer, theſe can cheat; 
Tis phraſe abſurd to call a Villain Great: 236 
Who wickedly is wiſe, or madly brave, 
Is but the more a tool, the more a knave. 
Who noble ends by noble means obrains, | 
Or failing, ſmiles in exile or in chains, 
Like good Aurelius let him reign, or bleed 4s 
Like Socrates, that Man is great indeed. 

What's Fame? a fancy'd life in others? breath, 
A thing beyond us, ev'n before our death. 


Juſt what you hear, you have; and 'what 's un- 


known, 


| 27 ſame (my Lord) if Tully's, or your own. 8 


that we feel of it begins and ends 
In the ſmall circle of our foes or friends ; 


To au befide as much an empty ſpade 


An Eugene living, as a Czfar dead; 
Alike or when, or where they ſhone, or * 245 | 


Orton the Rubicon, or on the Rhine 
18514 Wit 's a feather, and a Chief a rod; 


An honeſt Man 's the nobleſt work of God. 
F but from death a villain's name can fave, | 
A: Juſtice tears his body from the grave; go 
Is hung on high to poiſon half mankind. 

All fame is foreign, but of true deſert; 

plays round the head, but comes not to the hex: 
One ſelf approving hour whole years out-weighs 
Of ſtupid ſtarers, and of loud huzzas ; 
Ard more true joy Marcellus exil'd feels, 

't han Cæſar with a ſenate at his heels. 

In Parts ſuperior what advantage lies ? 
Tell (for you can) what is it to be wiſe ? 


1 


You 'I find, if once the monarch acts the monk, Condemn'd in buſineſs or in arts to drudge, 


Cr, cobler-like, the parſon will be drunk, 


Worth makes the man, and want of it the fellow : 


TO OG 


Stuck &fer -with' titles and bung round with 
ſtrings, 205 


= That thou mayſt be by kings, or whores of kings. 


— 


Boaſt the pure blcod of an illuitrious race, 


Go! if your ancient, bur i 


In quiet flow from Lucrece to Lucrece: 
But by your father's worth if yours you rate, 
Ccunt me thoſe only who were good and great. 210 
gnoble blood 


Has crept through ſcoundrels ever fince the flood, 


Co! and pretend your family is young ; 


| Nor own your fathers have been fools ſo long 


What can ennoble ſots, or ſlaves, or cowards? 215 
"Alas ! not all the of all the Howards. 
Look next on G 3 fay where Greatneſs 
Ii: s: 


& Were, but among the Heroes and the Wiſe?“ 


Heroes are much the ſame, the point 's 


dom Macedonia's madman to the Swede ; 


Without a ſecond, or without a judge : : 
Truths would you teach, or fave a finking land? | 
Al fear, none aid you, and few underſtand. _ 
Painful pre-eminence ! yourſelf to view Eo 
Above life's weakneſs, and its comforts too. 
Bring then theſe bleſſings to a ſtrĩct account ; 


Make fair deductions; ſee to what they mount: * N 


How much of other each is ſure to coſt : 

How much for other oft is wholly loft ; 

How ——— grantee goarh goods with theſe ; 5 
How ſometimes is riſqu*d, and always eaſe : I 
Think, and if till the things thy envy call, 275 
Say, wouldft thou be the Man to whom they fall ? 
To figh for ribbands if thou art ſo filly, 

Mark how they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Billy. 
is yellow dirt the paſſion of thy life ; 
Look but on Gripus, or on Gripus' wife. 
If Parts allure thee, think how Bacon — 
The wiſeſt, brighteſt, meaneſt of mankind : 
Or raviſh'd with the whiſtling of a Name, 
220|See Cromwell, damn d to everlaſting fame ! 


280 
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25 all, united, os ambition call, 

From ancient ſtory, learn to ſcern them all, 
here, in the rich, the honour'd, fam'd, and great, 
See the falfe ſcale of Happineſs complete! 
In hearts of E.ings. or arms of Queens who lay, 
How tappy ! thoſe to ruin, tnete betray. 290 
Mark by what wretched ſteps their glory grows, 
From Ciit and ſea-weed as proud Venice roſe; 
In each how uilt and greatneſs equal ran, 
And all that rais*d the Hero, ſunk the Man: 
Now Europe's laurels on their brows behold, 295 
But Rain'd with biood, or ill exchang'd for gold: 
Then ſee them broke with toils, — 

Or infamo..s for plunderꝰ d ces | 
O! wealth ill-fared ! which no act of fame 
Fer taught to ſhine, or ſanctiſy d irom ſhame! zoc 
What greater bliſs attends their cloſe of life ? 
Some greedy minion, or impet .0us wite, 
The trophy'd arches, ſtory'd halls invade, © 
And haunt their ſlumbers in the pompous ſhade. . 
Alas! not dazzled with their noon-tide ray, 30 p 
Compute the morn and evening to the day; 
The whole amount of that enormous tame, 
A Tale, that blends their glory with their ſhame! ! 

Know then this truth (erough for \!an to know), 
« Virtuc alone is Happineſs helow.“ 310 
The only point where human bliſs ſtands ſill, 
And taſtes the goed without the tall toil; 
Where only Merit conſtant pay receives, 


las the ſmall 
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285 Tul lengthen'd on tp FarTy, and unconfin'd, 


it pours the blifs that fills up all the mind. 

He ſees, why Nature plants in Man alone 345 
Hope of known bliſs, and Faith in bliſs unknown : 
(Nature, whoſe dictates to no other kind 

Are given in vain, but what they ſeek they find) 
Wiſe is her preſent ; ſhe connects in this I 
His greateſt Virtue with his greateſt Eliſs; 350 
At once his own bright »roſpett to be bleſt, | 
And ſtrongeſt motive to aſſi /t the reſt. 

Self love thus puſh'd to ſocial, to divine, 
Ges thee to make thy neighbovr's . 
Is this too little for tie boundleſs heart ? 358 
Extend it, let thy enem es nave part; 

Graſp the whole worle s of Reaſon, Life, and See 

In one cloſe ſyſtem of Benevolence : 

Happier as kindred, in whate'er degree, 

— of Bliſs but height of Charity. 360 
God = from Whole to Parts: but human 

ou 

Muſt rife from Individual to the Whole. 

'Selt- love but ſerves the virtuous mind to wake, 

pebble ſtirs the peaceful lake ; 

The certre mov*d, a circle ſtraight ſucceeds, 365 

Another ſtill, and ſtill another 

[Friend, parent, neighbour, firſt it will embrace; 

His country next; and next all human race; 


| 


1 


| 


Wide and more wide, th o'erflowings of — 


Take every creature in, of every kind ; 


Js bleſt in what it takes and what it gives; 
The joy unequaP'd, if its end it gain, 
And lit it loſe, attended with no pain: 
Without ſatiety, thougli e'er ſo bleſs d. 
And but more teliſh ' as the more viſtreſs'd : 
Tue broadeft mirth unſeeling Folly wears, 


4 


Ig; 
4 Oh — mand. and the ſong ! 


Earth ſmiles around, with boundleſs bount D 
And Heaven beholds its image in his breaft, 
— my Friend! my Genius! come 
along IT 


And while the Muſe now ſtoops, or naw afbends, 


Leſs pleating tar than Virtues very tears: 32C 
Guod, from each object, from each place . d, 
For ever exercis'd, yet never tit d; 
Nexer elated, while one man's oppreſo d; 
Never dejected, while another s bieſt; 

And where ne wants, no wiſhes can remain, 32 5 
Since but to wiſh more Virtuc, is to gain 
| See the tole bliſs Heaven could on all beſtow | 
Which who but ſecls can taſte, but thinks can 
15 know: 
et poor with fortune, and with learning blird, 
I he bad muſt miſs; the good, untaught, will find; 
Slave to no ſect, who takes no private road, oo? 330 
ut l-oxs through Nature, up to Nature's C 
Purſues that Chain which links th* immenſe defign, 
Joins heaven and earth, and mortal and divine; 
Sees, that no Being any bliſs can know, 335 
— But touches ſome above, and ſome below z 
Leatns from this union of the riſing Whole, 
The firſt, laſt purpoſe of the numan ſoul ; | 
And „ novrs where Faith, Law, Morals, ten 
All end, in Lovz or Gop, aid Loves or Ma 
For him alone, Hope leads from goal to goal, [340 


— — 


8 
7 
12 grave to gay, fro. a lively to ſevere; 


To Man's iow paſſions, or their glorious ends, (375 


Teach me, like thee, in various Nature wiſe, 
To tall with dignity, with temper riſe ; 

.n'd by thy converſe, happily to ſteer, OE 
Corrett v ith ſpirit, elcquent with eaſe, 8 
Intent to re. ſon, or polite to pleaſe. 


Oh! While along the ſtream of Time thy name 


Lxpanced flies, and gati:ers all its fame; 
Say, ſhal! my littic bark atzendant fail, | 15 e 
Purſue the triumph. and partake the gale? | | 
When ſtateſmen, heroes, kings, in duſt repoſe, 
Whoſe ſons ſpall bluih ther fathers were thy toc:, 
Shall then this verſe to future age pretend e 
Thou wert my guide, pniloſopher, and friend? 390 


«| Thar, urg'd by thee, I turn'd the tuneful art, 


From ſoucds to things, from fancy to the heart; 
For Wit s falſe mirror held up Nature's light; 
Shew'd erring Pride, WHAT EVER 18, 15 RIGHT; 


| Fhat Rxagon, Passion, ani wer one great aim; 


395 
That true 8 LT Tov and SoctaL are the ſame; 
That Vin rut oniy makes our bliſs below ; 


252 all nnn u,. OURSELVES TO exo. _ 


\ 


5 THE 
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 . THE UNIVERSAL PRAYER. 


DEO OPT. MAX. 


Nan of AB! e Age, 
| In every Clime ador'd, | 

By Saint, by Savage, and by Sage, 

Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! | 


Thou Great Firſt Cauſe, leaft underſtood; 
wa m my Senſe confir.'d 

To know but this, that Thou art Good, 

And that myſelf am blind; ; 


Yet gave me, in this dark Eſtate, 

| Te ſee the Good from Ill; 

And, binding Nature faſt in Fate, 
Left free the Human Will; 


What Conſcience diQates to be done, | 
Or warns-me not to do, - 

This, teach me more than Hell to ſhun, 

: That, more than Heaven purſue. 


What Bleflings thy free Bounty gives, 
Let me not caſt away; | 
* 

T' enjoy. is to obey, 


Vet not to Earth's contra Aed 
Thy Goodneſs let me bound, 

Or think Thee Lord alone of Man, | 
| When thouſand Worlds are round. 


Preſume thy *. to 1 ug | 
And ted darnnation round the 


On ach I judge thy Foe. 


. it Lam right thy grace impart, 
. che right to ſtay: 

m 
| Jo find that detter way. | 


Save me alike from fooliſh pride, 

| Or impiors Diſcontent, 

At aught thy Wiſdom has deny'd, 
Or aught thy Goodneſs lent. 


Teach me to $rel another's Woe, 
To hide the Fault I ſee; 
That Mercy I to others ſhow, 
That Mercy ſhow. to mc. \ 


| Mean though I am, not wholly lo, 
Since quicken'd by thy Breath; 
| CO lead me whereſoe er I go, 


Through this day's Life or Death. 


This day, be Bread and Peace my Lot: 
All elſe beneath the Sun, 

+ Thou know'ſt if beſt beſtow'd, or rot, 
___ And let thy Will be done, 


To Thc, whoſe Temple is all Space, * 
Whoſe Altar, Earth, 1 Skies! 
One Chorus let all Being raiſe ! | 


All Nature” 3 n rife ! ' 


— 


| 


Sas 


| The 


| rent in different þ laces and ſea 
|} imaginable — in the greateſt, ver 


| 
| 
| | Mot. Ver, 
| 
| 


| eaſt Character, of many, wer. 149. 


er. 158. te ver. 178. 


| 
} 145 can) kis Ruling Paſſion: That will cer- 
— amy 1 


| cond gualities 
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* 
SIR Aitnap TEMPLE, I. COBHAM. 


ARGUMENT. 
Gas Knowledge cad Uns of Men. 
1 py 


1. That. it is not ſi or this knowledge to confuler 

Man in the 9 ooks v rot ſerwe the pur- 
e, nor yet our own Experience fingly, ver. 2. 
eral maxims, unleſs they are formed upon both, 

_ be but notional. wer. 10. in 


Man, claract varying 
* 


eriftic to him elf, yet 
Sas 121 05 ver. 15. 2 
ozun- Paſſions, Fancies, aculties, c. ver. 31. 
tneſs of Life to obſerve i in, and the wncer- 
wang, +. of the YO of action in men to obſerve 
_6y, 3 ocun 2 of action 
often hid SES ourſel Some few cha- 
| rafters plain, but in — 3 iſſembled, 
or inconſiſtent, wer. 51. The ſane man utterly diffe- 
caſons, wer. 71. Ur- 
70, Ec. 
— conflant and certain but God and 1 


ver. No gudging of the Maotiues from the 
— 3 the actions proceeding from contrary 
the ſame Motives is contrary 


eftions, wer. 100. II. Yet, to form Charatters, 
wa EASE Ss — | 
and try t make them agree: The utter uncert 
of lis, from Nature 54 and from Policy, wer 
| 110. CAaracters given according to the rank of 
| men of the world, wer. 135. And ſome reaſon fer 
it, wer. 140. Education alters the Nature, er at 
Attions, Paſ- 
| flew 5 Opinions, Manners, Humours, or Principles, 
all ſubjeft to change. No judging by Nature, fron 
III. Zr only remains to find 


all the reſt, and can reconcile the 
ming or veal i ncy of all his ations, ver. 
175. Inftanced in the extraordinary Charatttr of 
Cladie, wer. 179. A caution againſt miſtaliag ſe- 
ft, and which will deſtrey all 
of the — of mankind, wer. 210. 


e2fibility 


| Evample of the flrength of the Ruling Paſſion, and 


its continuation to the aft breath, ver. 222 Se. 


EPISTLE I 


| ES, you deſpiſe the man to Books confin'd, 
| | Who from his ſtudy rails at human-kind ; 
Some general maxims, or be right by chance. 
The coxcomb bird, ſo talkative and grave, 


That from his cage cries Cuckold, M hore, and 


Knave 
Though many a paſſenger he rightly call, 


You hold — no o Philoſopher at all. 


ough what he learns he ſpeaks, and may advance . 
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And yet the fate of all extremes is ſuch, ö | 

Men may be read, as well as Books, too much. 10 
To obſervations which ourſelves we make, | 
We grow more ial for th” Obſerver's ſake; 
To written Wiſdom, as another's, leſs : 
Maxims are drawn from Notions, theſe from Gueſs. 
There 's ſome Peculiar in each leaf and grain, 15 
Some unmark'd fibre, or ſome varying vein: 
Shall only Man be taken in the groſs ? | 
Grant but as many ſorts of Mind as Moſs. 

That each from other differs, firſt confeſs ; 
Next, that he varies from himſelf no leſs ; 
Add Nature's, Cuſtom's, Reaſon's, Paſſion's 
And all Opinion's colours caſt on life. 

Our depths who fathoms, or our ſhallows fi 
Quick whirls, and ſhifting eddies, of our minds = 
On human actions reaſon though you can, 15 
It may be Reaſon, but it is not Man: 
His Principle of action once explore, — = j 
That inſtant tis his Principle no more. | 
Like following life through creatures you diſſect, 

You loſe it in the moment you detect. — 30 

Yet more; the difference is as great between 0 
The optics ſeeing, as the objects ſeen. 

All Manners take a tincture from our own ; f 
Or come diſcolour d through our Paſſions ſhown. 
Or Fancy's beam enlarges, multiplies, 1 

Contracts, inverts, and gives ten thouſand dyes. 
Nor will Life's ſtream for obſervation ſtay, \ 
It hurries all too faſt to mark their way: 

In vain ſedate reflections we would make, 
When . not 
5 e. 

Oft, in the Pafſion's wild rotation toſt, 9 
— ſpring of action to ourſelves is loſt: 

Tir'd, not determin'd, to the laſt we yield, 
And what comes then is maſter of the field. 
As the laſt image of that troubled heap, 

When ſenſe ſubſides and fancy ſports in ſleep, 
(Though paſt the recollection of the thonght) 
Hecon es the ſtuff of which our dream is wrought : 
Something as dim to our internal view, 

Is thus, perhaps, the cauſe of moſt we do” 50 

True, ſome are open, and to all men known; ; 
Others, fo very cloſe, they 're hid from none; 
(So durknefs ilrikes the ſenie no leſs than light) 
Thus gracious Chandos is helov'd at fight ; 

And every child hates Shylock, though his ſoul 55 
till ts at ſquat, and peeps not from its hole. 
At half mankind when generous Manly raves, 

All know 'tis Virtue, tor he thinks them knaves : : 
When univerſal homage Umbra pays, | 

All fee tis Vice, and itch of vulgar praiſe. 60 
When Flattzry glares, all hate it in a 
While one there is who charms us with is Spleen. 
But theſe plain Chæ acters we rarely find: «+ 
Though 2 the bent, yet quick the turns of 
mind: 
Or puzzling Contraries confound the whole; 
Or AfﬀeRations quite reverſe the ſoul. | 
The Dull, flat Falſehood ſerves, for policy; 


20 


45 


65 


And in the Cunning, Truth itſelf's a lie: — 


Unthought-of Frailties cheat us in the Wiſe ; 
The Fool lies hid in inconſiſtencies. 

See the ſame man, in vigour, in the gout ; 
| in company; in place, or out; 


bean a 


Frnis quits an Empire, that embroils a State: 


| great 
Who combats bravely is not therefore brave, 
| He dreads a death-bed like the meaneſt flave : 


His pride in Reaſoning, not in Acting, lies. | | 


Why riſk the World's great empire for a Punk? 
70|Czſar per 


353 
Early at Buſineſs, and at Hazard late; 
Mad at a Fox-chaſe, wiſe at a Debate; | 
Drunk at a Borough, civil at a Ball ; 75 


| Friendly at Hackney, faithful at Whitehall. 


Catius is ever moral, ever grave, 


Thinks who endures a knave, is next a knave, 


Save juſt at dinner then prefers, no doubt, 
A Rogue with Veniſon to a Saint without. 

Who would not praife Patricio's 2 deſert, 
His hand unſtain' d, his uncorrupted heart, 

His comprehenſive head ! all Intereſts weigt'd, 
All Europe ſav'd, yet Britain not bettay'd. 

He thanks you not, his Pride is in Picquette, 25 


80 


1 fame, and judgment at a Bett. 
What —1 (ſay, Montague, — 


Otho a warrior, Cromwell a buffoon? 
perjur*d Prince a leaden ſaint 8 | 


A 


That what we chanc'd was what we meant to do. 
Behold if Fortune or a Miſtreſs frowns, [2 
Some plunge in bufineſs, others ſhave their crowns : 
To eaſe the ſoul of one oppreſſive weight, 105 


The fame aduſt complexion has impell'd 
Charles to the Convent, Philip to the Field. 
Not always Actions ſhew the man: we find 
Who does a kindneſs, is not thereſore kind : 
Perhaps Proſperity becalm'd his breaſt, 
Perhaps the Wind juſt ſhifted from the Eaſt : | 
Not therefore humble he who ſeeks retreat, 
„ wer and bids him das de 


110 


Who reaſons wiſely is not therefore wiſe, 


— 


But grant that actions beſt diſcover man; 


Take the moſt ſtrong, and fort them as you can. 


120 
The few that glare, each character muſt mark, | | 
'You balance not the many in the dark. £ 
What will you do with ſuch as diſagree ? 
Suppreſs them, or miſcall them policy ? 

Muſt then at once (the character to fave) 

The plain rough Hero turn a crafty Knave ? 
Alas ! in truth the man but chang'd his mind, 
Perhaps was fick, in love, or had nor din'd. 
Aſk why from Britain Cæſar could retreat? 
Czfar himſelf might whiſper, he was beat. 


haps might anfwer, he was drunk. 
But, ſage hiſtorians! tis your taſk to prove 


E 


One action Conduct; one, heroic Love. 


. P * 5 


'Tis — 


1 


* 
i ' 


2 


. 
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Tis from high Life high characters are drawn: | A conſtant Bounty, which no Friend has made; 
A Saint in Crape is twice a Saint in Lawn; An Angel Tongue, which no man can perſuade ;_ 
A Judge is juſt, a Chancellor juſter Rill ; IA Fool, with more of Wit than half mankind, 208 
A Gownman, learn'd; a Biſho', what you will? Too raſh for Thought, for Action too refin'd: 
Wiſe, if a Miniſter; but, if a King, | A Tyrant to the wiſe his heart approves; 


More wiſe, more learn'd, more juſt, more every A Rebel to the very king he loves; | 

ing. 1 140 He dies, fad outeaſt of each church and ſtate, 
Court -Virtues bear, like Gems, the higheſt rate, And, karder ſtill! flagitious, yet not great. 205 
Born %here Heaven's influence ſcarce can penetrate:'Aſk you why Wharton broke through every rule? 


In life's low vale, the foil the Virtues like, was all for fear the Knaves ſhould call him Fool. 
They pleaſe as beau;ies, here as wonders ſtrike. Nature well known, no prodigies remain, 

the ſame ſun with all diffufive rays 145 Comets are regular, and Wharton plain. | 
Bluſh in the Roſe, and in the Diamond blaze, Vet, in this ſearch, the wiſeſt may miſtake, 219 
We prize the effort of his power, If ſecond qualities for firſt they take. | 
And juſtly ſet the Gem above the 1 When Catiline by rapine ſwell'd his ſtore ; 
"Tis Education forms the common mind; { When Cæſar made a noble dame a whore; 


— as the twig is bent, the tree's inclin d. 1 50 ln this tie Luſt, in that the A varice, 
and rough, your firſt ſon is a Squire | Were means, not ends; Ambition was the vice. 21; 
The next a Tradeſman, meek, and much a lyar; That very Cæſar, born in Scipio's days, 


Tom ftruts a Soldier, open, bold and brave; Had aim'd like him, by Chaſticy, at praiſe. 

Will ſheaks a Scrivener, an exceeding knave: Lucullus, when Frugality could charm, 

Is he aChurchman? then he's fond of power: 155 } | Had roafted turnips in the Sabine farm. - 

A Quaker? fly: A Preſbyterian? ſour: In vain th* obſerver eyes the builder's toil, 220 
ſmart Free-thinker ? all things in an hour. But quite miſtakes the ſcaffold for the pile. 

Aſk men's Opinions: Scoto now ſhall tel! ln this one paſſion man can ftrength enjoy, 

How Trade increaſes, and the world goes well; As Fits give vigour, juſt when they deftroy. 

Strike off his Penfion, by the ſetting ſun,  T60|{ Time, that on all things lays his lenient hand, 85 

And Britain, if not Europe, is undone. et tames not this; it ſticks to our laſt ſand. 22; 
That gay Free-thinker, a fine talker once, | Conſiſtent in our follies and our fins, OR 

What turns him now a ſtupid, filent, dunce? ] Here honeſt nature ends as ſhe begins. 

Some God, or Spirit, he bas lately fond; Old Politicians chew on wiſdom paſt, 


— 


Or chane d to meet a Miniſter that frown'd. 165 And totter on in buſineſs to the laſt; == 


| Judge we by Nature? Habit can efface, As weak, as earneſt; and as gravely out, 230 
— or policy take place: [4s ſober Laneſborow dancing in the gout. 
By Actions? theſe Urcertainty divides: | | Behold a reverend fire, whom want of grace 

By Paſſions? theſe Diſſimulation hides : {Has made the father of a nameleſs race, 

Opinions? they ftill take a wider range: 170 Shov'd from the wall perhaps, or rudely preſs d 
Find, if you can, in what you cannot change. ny his own fon, that paſſes by unbleſs d: 233 


Manners with Fortunes, Humours turns with Still to his wer:ch he crawls on knocking knees, 
Climes, + And envies every ſparrow that he ſces. 
Tenets with Books, and Principles with Times. A falmon's belly, Helluo, was thy fate; 
Search then the Ruling P : There, alone, The doctor call'd, declares all help too late: 
The Wild are conſtant, and the Cunning known; 176 Mercy,” cries Helluo, © mercy on my foul! 247 


The Fool conſiſtent, and the Falte fincere ; * ls there no Alas! then bring the jowl ' 
Prieſts, Princes, Women, no diſſemblers here. The frugal Crone, whom praying prieſts at 
This clue once found, unravels all the reit, = Yay T2. 


The proſpect clears, and Wharton ſtands conſeſt. Still ſtrives to ſave the ballow'd taper's end, 5 | 
Wharton, the ſcorn and wonder of our days, 180 Collects her breath, as ebbing life retires, 


Whoſe ruling Paſſion was the luſt of Praiſe: For one puff mote, and in that puff expires. 245 
Born with whate'er could win it from the Wiſe, |** Odious ! in woollen! twould a faint provoke, 
Women and Fools muſt like him, or he dies: (Were the laſt words that poor Narciſſa ſpoke) 


Though wondering Senates hung on all he ſpoke, e No, let a charming Chintz, and Bruſſels lace, 
The Club muſt hail him maſter of the joke. 186 äWfrap my cold limbs, and ſhade my liſeleſs face: 


Shall parts ſo various aim at nothing new? * One would not, ſure, be frightful when one's 
u ſhine a Tully and a Wilmot tos. CJ . 259 
Then turns repentant, and his God adores * And—Betty—give this Check a little Red.“ 


Wich the ſame ſpirit that he drinks and whores; { The Courtier ſmooth, who forty years had ſnin a 2 


Enough if all around him but admire, - An humble-ſervant to all human-xind, By 
And now the Punk applaud, and now the Friar. Juſt bronght out this, when ſcarce his tongue could 


Thus with each gift of nature and of art, 3 -- | | . 
And wanting nothing but an honeſt heart; }* If—where Pam going cou'd ſerve you, Sir. 
Grown all to all, from no one vice exempt ; I © 1 give and I deviſc (old Evclio ſaid, TY 
And moſt contemptible, to ſhun contempt; 195 And figh'd) * my lands and tenements to Ned 


His paſſion ſtill, to covet general praiſe; N Your mcney, Sir ?—* My money, Sir! what all? | 
His Life, to forfeit it a thouſand ways; * Why—if I muſt=-(then wept) I give it Po. 
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e 22307. Sir u The manor! hold, he cry d. 260; How ſoft is Silia ! fearful to offend ; 
« Xot that, —I cannot part witi that”'—an1 dy d. |The f ail- one's advocate, the weak · one's friend. 30 
| An: you ! brave Cobnam, to the lateſt breath, To her Caliſta prov'd her conduct nice; 

_ hall cel your ruling pation ſtrong, in dench: and good Simplicius aſks of her advice. | 
uch in thofs moments as in ail the paſt, Sud. en, ſhe ſtorms! the raves! You tip the wink, 
Ou, ſave my Country, Heaven!” ſha!l be your lait. Nut ſpare your cenſure; Silia does not drink. 

| ; | all eyes may ſee. from what the change aroſe, 35 
All eyes may ſee—a Pimple on her noſe. 

Papillia, wedded to her amorous ſpark, 
5 : Sighs for the ſhades —* How charming is a Park i” 
— — rom———— A Park ispurchas'd, but the Fair he ſees 
| ; | All bath'd in tear Oh odious, odious Trees! 40 
| Ladies, like variegated Tulips, ſhow, 
| Tis to their changes half their charms we owe ; 
2 FR | ds Fine by defect, and delicately weak, | 

MO R A | L. E SSA Y p., 4 i Their happy Spots the nice admirer take. : 

N | j* was thus Calypſo once each heart alarm'd, 43 
| „ | Av d without Virtue, vrithout Beauty charm'd; 

FPS TILE EE It Her tongue bewitch'd as oddly as her Eyes, 
| %FÜͤ .. | Leis Wit than Mimic, more a Wit than Wiſe ; 

| Strange graces ſtill, and ſtranger flights ſhe had, 


TO A L'AD v. Vas juit not ugiy, and was juſt not mad; | 50 
| z . | ret ne'er ſo ſure our paſſion to create, = 
- mt den of Women, | A3 when ſhe touch'sd the brink of all we hate. 


Narciiſa's nature, tolerably mild, 
o make a waſh, would hardly ſtew a child; | 
Tacre is noting in We Pope” 5 more lightly fe . las ev 'n been prov'd to grant a Lover's prayer, 55 
ed than this Ryiſtle : Tet its ſucceſs wwas in 2 pre And paid a Tradeſman once to make him ſtare ; 
portion to the pains he tot in compoſeng it. S met ing Gave alas at Eaſter, in a Chriſtian trim; 
he chancel to drop in a Hort adwertciement fire 2 a And made a Widow happy, for a whim. 
to it, on its Erft pubtication, may fe accu for Why then declare Gaod-nature is her ſcorn, 


che call. attention given te t. "lie fart 1 that no one) hen "tis by that alone ſhe can be born? 60 
Mut ater i in ir Tue «rawon fr om the bf; fn. Je piblic} Why pique a'l mortals, yet affect a name? 
pelic ewved 4 aim ei his eoordy nid exircyyed Fic! ont -iz-| A fool to Pleaſure, yet a ſlave to fame: 
ft; aut a Satire, in which biere was noth ng f er- NOW deep in Taylor and the Book of Martyrs, 
folio :. | Nov drinking Citron with his Grace and Chartres; 


| Now Conſcience chills her, and now Paſſion burns; 
5 3 = | and Atheifm and Religion take their turns; [65 
| Nen ſo true 25 wit you once let fall, . A very Reatlien in the "carnal _— Fe 
| © Moſt Women have no Characters at a Yet ſtill a ſad good Chriitian at her heart. 

A latter too ſoſt a laſting mark to bear, See Sin in State, majeſtically drunk, 

nh beit diſtinguiſh'd by black, brown, or 1: r. 
_ How many pictures of nc NV 1 we view, 5Chaile to her Huſband, frank to all beſide, 
XK ho unlike cach other, all how une | 1 A teeming Af iſtreſs, hut 2 barren Bride. 


\:-adia's Counteſs, here, in ermin'd pride, __ | What then? let Elood and Body bear the fault, 
ox the le, Paſtora by a ſountain tice. | Her Hcad's untouch'd, that noble Seat of Thought: 
{421c Fannia, Icering on her own goο man, — [Such this day's doctrine -in another fit 75 
And chere, a naked Leda with a Swan. 10 She tins with Poets through pure love of Wit. ; 
Let then the fair-one beautifully cry, | Wat has not fir'd her boſom or her brain? 
In Magdilene's looſe hair, and lifted cye, ICeſar and 'Tali-boy, Charles and Charlemagne. 


Or dreſt in (miles of ſweet Cecilia S, As Helluo, late Dictator of the Feaſt, { 
With fimpering Angels, Palms, and Harps divine; |'The Noſe of Haut-gout, and the Tip of Taſte, fo 
Whether the Charmer finner it, or ſaintit, 15 Critiqu' d your wine, and analyz'd your meat, 
if Folly grow romantic, I muſt paint it. ret on plain pudding deign'd at home to eat: 
Come then, the colours and the ground prepare So Philomeds, le cturintz all mankind my 
Nip in the Rainbow, trick her off in Air 3 e On the foft Paſſion, and the Taſte refin'd, 
Chooſe a firm Cloud, before it fall, and in it | Tl” Addrefs, the Delicacy—ſtoops at once, 85 
Catch, ere ſhe change, the Cynthia of this minute. 20 And makes her hearty meal upon a Dunce. _ 
Rufa, whoſe eye, quick glancing o'cr the Park, Flavia's a Wit, has too mach ſenſe to pray; 


Attracts each light gay meteor of a Spark, To toaſt our wants and wiſhes, is her way; 

Agrees as ill with Ruſa ſtudying Locke, Nor aſks af God, but of her Stars, to give 

As Sappho's diamonds with her dirty ſmock ; The mighty bleſſing, © while we live, to live.“ 90 
Or Sappho at her toilet's greaſy ta(k, 23 Then all ſor Death, that Opiate of the ſoul! 


With Sappho fragrant at an evening Maſk : | Lucretia's dagger, Roſamonda's bowl. 
So morning Inſects, that in muck begun, | Say, what can cauſe ſuch impatence of mind? 
vhine, buzz, and fly-blow in the ſetting ſun. A Spark too fickle, or a Spouſe too kind. 


Vor. VI. — 1 2 Wil 


Proud as a Peereſs, pro der as a Pungz; 70 


. 
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{ Wiſe Wretch! with pleaſures too refin'd to pleaſe; For how ſhould equal Colours do the knack? 155 


95; Chameleons who can 


With too much Spirit to be e er at eaſe; 


With too much Quickneſs ever to be taught; 
With too much Thinking to have common 1 
ich all that Joy can give, 
to live. 100 
| lobk on Simo's Mate, 
No Aſs ſo meek, no Aſs ſo obſtinate. 


| For ever in a Paſſion, or a Prayer. 


Or her, that owns her faults, but never mends, 
Becauſe ſhe's honeſt, and the beſt of Friends. 

Or her, whoſe Life the Church and Scandal ſhare, 
105 


Or her, who laughs at Hell, but (like her Grace) 


| Cries, © Ah! how charming, if there's no ſuch 


e * 


Or who in ſweet viciſſitude appears 


Of Mirth and Opium, Rataſie and Tears, 110 


The daily Anodyne, and nightly Draught. 


To kill thoſe foes to Fair-ones, 'Vime and Thought. [But none of Chloe's ſhall you ever hear. 


paint in white and black? 
« Yet Chloe ſure was form'd without a ſpot.” — 


be in her then err d not, but ſorgot. | 


With every pleaſing, every prudent part, 

„Say, what can Chloe want? wants 2 
Heart. 7 160 

She ſpeaks, behaves, and acts juſt as ſhe ought; 

But never, never, reach'd one gener ous Thought, 


[Concer ſhe finds too painſul an endeavour, 


Content to dwell in Decencies for ever. 

So very reaſonable, ſo unmov'd, 

As never yet to love, or to be lov'd. 

She, while her Lover pants upon her breaſt, 
Can mark the figures on an Indian cheſt ; 

And when ſhe ſees her Friend in deep deſpair, 
Obſerves how much a Chinta exceeds Mohair. 170 
Forbid it, Heaven, a Favour or a Debt 

She e' er ſhould cancel— but ſhe may forget. 

Safe is your ſecret ſtill in Chloc's ear; 


165 


1575 


Woman and Eool are two hard things to hit; Of all her Dears ſhe never ſlandei d one, 
For true No- meaning puzzles more than Wit. {But cares not if a thouſand are undone. 
But what are theſe to great Atoſſa's mind? 115 Would Chloe know if you're alive or dead ? 
Scarce once herſelf, by turns all Womankind! She bids her Footman put it in her head. 
Who, with herſelf, or others, from her birth Thloc is prudent —Would you too be wile ? 
Finds all her life one warfare upon earth : Ihen never break yonr heart when Chloe dies. 
| Shines, in expoſing Knaves, aud painting Fook, | | | 180 


Yet is, whate'er ſhe hates and ridicules. 
No thought advances, but her Eddy Brain 
_ Whiſks it about, and down it goes _ 9 


The wi 
From loveleſs youth to — af" age, 


Oblige her, and ſhe'll hate you while you live: 


Strange! by the Means defeated of the Ends, 
| By Spirit robb'd of Power, by Warmth of Friends, 

Dy Wealth of Followers! without one diſtreſs 145 
Sick of herſelf, through very ſelfiſhneſs! | 


Childleſs with all her Children, wants an 
To Heirs unknown deſcends th'unguarded ſtore, 


— 


—— 


So much the Fury ſtill out-ran the Wit, 
The Pleaſure miſs'd her, and the Scandal hit. 
Who breaks with her, provekes Revenge from 

But he's a bolder man who dares be well. 

Nor more a ſtorm her Hate than Gratitude : 

Love, SY makes her yield, muſt make her 


| Superiors? death! and Equals? what a curſe! 135 
But an Inferior not dependant ? worſe | 


And Temple riſc—then fall again to duſt. 
Luaſt night, her Lord was all that's good and great; 


120 


er Trade, 
Fool much Time has ever made. 
5 125 


Full fixty years the World has been 


No Paſhon Rage, 


gratiſy d, except 


| 


Hell, 
Her every tun with Violence purſued, 


To that each Paſſion turus, or ſoon or late; 


Offend her, and ſhe krows not to forgive; 


But die, and ſhe*'!] adore you Then the Buſt 
140 


A Knave this morning, and his Will a Cheat. 


Atoſſa, curs'd with every granted prayer, 


Or wanders, Heaven directed. to the Poor. 150 
Pictures, like theſe, dear Madam, to deſign, 

Afks no firm hand, and no unerring line; 

Some wandering touches, ſome reffected light, 


_ I'Tis well—but, Artiſts! who can paint or write, 


E 30 None ſee what Parts of Nature it conceals : 


But grant, in public Men ſometimes are ſhown, 
Woman's ſeen in private life alone: 


That each may ſeem a Virtue, or a Vice. 


one certain portrait may (I grant) be ſeen, 


Which Heaven has varniſh'd out, and made a 


| Queen: 


| The ſame for ever! and deſcrib'd by all 


With Truth and Goudveſs, as with Crown and 
B | SD RY 
Poets Virtues, Painters (ems at will, 18; 
And ſhew their zeal, and hide their want of ſkill. 
To dt the naked is your true delight. 
That Rube of Quality ſo ſtruts and ſwells, 


199 
TH' exacteſt traits of Body or of Mind, 1 


We owe ro models of an humble kind. 


If Qucenſberry to ſtrip there's no compellivg, 
— a — we mult take — N 
From Peer or biſhiop tis no eaſy thing 195 
To draw the man who loves his God, or King: 
Alas! I copy (or my draught would tail) ER 
From honeſt Mah*met, or plain Parſon Hale. 


Our bolder talents in full light diſplay'd; | 
Your Virtues open faireſt in the ſhade. 
Bred to diſguiſe, in public tis you hide; 
There, none diſtinguiſh *twixt your Shame or 
Weakneſs or Delicacy ; all ſo nice, 205 
In Men we various Ruling Paſſions find; 

In Women, two almoſt divide the kind; 

Thoſe, only fix'd, they firſt or laſt obey, | 
The Love of Pleaſure, and the Love of Sway. 210 
That, Nature gives; and where the leſſon taught 
Is but to pleaſe, can Pleaſure ſeem a fault? | 
Experience, this; by Man's oppreſſion curſt, 


Some flying ſtroke alone can hit them right: 


They ſeek the ſecond not to loſe the firſt. 
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Men, ſome to Buſineſs, ſome to Pleaſure take 1215 Reſerve with Frankneſs, Art with Truth ally d, 


But every Woman is at heart a Rake: 
Men, ſome to Quiet, ſome to public Strife ; 
But every Lady would be Queen for Life. 

Yet mark the fate of a whole Sex of Queens! 
Power all their en«, but Beauty all the means: 
In Youth they conquer with fo wild a rage, 

As leaves them ſcarce a ſubject in their Age: 
For foreign glory, foreign joy, they roam; 
No thought of peace er happineſs at home. 


But Wiſdom's triumph is well-tim'd retreat, 225 Averted half your Parents ſimple prayer; 


As hard a ſcience to the Fair as Great ! | 

Beauties, like Tyrants, old and friendleſs grown, 

Yet hate repoſe, and dread to be alone, 

Morn- out in public, weary every eye. 

Nor leave one ſigh behind them when they die. 23 
Pleaſures, the ſex, as children birds, purſue, 

Still out of reach, yet never out of view; 

Sure, il they catch, to ſpoil the toy at moſt, 

To covet flying, and reyret when loſt: 


At laſt, to follies Vouth could ſcarce defend, 235 


It grows their Age's prudence to pretend; 
Aſham'd to own they gave delight before, 
Reduc'd to feign it, when they give no more: 
As Hags hold Sabhaths, leſs fur joy than ſpight, 


So theſe their merry, miſerable Night; 240 
Still round and round the Ghoſts of Beauty glide, 


And haunt the places where their honour died. 
See how the World its Veterans rewards ! 
A Youth of Frolicks, an Old-age of Cards; 


Fair to no purpoſe, artful to no end; 245 


"ounyg, withont Lovers, old without a Friend; 
A Fop their Paſſion, but their Prize a Sot; 
Alive ridiculous; and dead, forgot! Tg 

Ah! Friend! to dazzle let the Vain deſign; 


e . Ther & & hnommer for ef} falling in car of the 
That 2 ſhall grow, while what fatigues the! extremes, Auarice — 4 r, Cc. Tk | 
| , | 5 ES Point diſcuſſed, whether the invention of Money has 
Flaunts and goes down, an-unregarded thing: | yy 3 or pervicious to . ver. 


| So when the Sun's bioad beam has tir d the 


| ſizht, | | 
All mild aſcends the Moon's more ſober light, 


rene in Virgin Modeſty ſhe ſhives, 255 


And unubſerv'd the glaring orb declines 
Oh! bleſt with Temper, whoſe unclouded ra 

Can make to-morrow chearful as to-day: 
She, who can love a Siſter's chaims, or hear 


| Sighs tor a Daughter with unwounded car; 260 


She who ne'er anſwers till a Huſband cools, 
2 if = rules him, never ſhews ſhe — 5 
Charms by accepting, by ſubmitting ſways, 
Vet has her humour moſt, when the obeys; 


Let Fops or Fortune fly which way they will, 265 


Diſdains all loſs of Tickets, or Codille; 


Spleen, Vapours, or Small-pox, above them all, 


And Miſtreſs of herſe!f, though China fall. 
And yet, believe me, good as well as ill, 


Woman's at beſt a contradiction (till. © 05S 


Heaven, when it ſtrives to poliſh all it can 
Its laſt beſt work, but forms a ſaſter Man; 


Picks from each ſex, to make the Favourite bleſt, 


Your love of Pleaſure, our defire of Reſt: 


Blends, in exception to all general rules, 27 
Your taſte of Follies, — ſcorn of Fools: oy 


| | 3C2 


Courage with Softneſs, Modeſty with Pride; 
Fix'd Principles, with Fancy ever new; | 
Shakes all together, and ptoduces—You. 280 
Be this a Woman's Fame! with this unbleſt, 
Toaſts live a ſcorn, and Queens may die a jeſt. 
This Phœbus promis d (I forget the year) 
When thoſe blue eyes firſt d on the ſphere; 
Aſcendant Phozbus watch'd that hour with _ 
5 


And gave you Beauty, but deny d the pelf 
That buys your ſex a tyrant o er itſelt. 
3 God, who wit and gold reſines, 
And ripens ſpirĩits as he ripens mines, 290 
o Kept droſs for Dutcheſſes, the world ſhall know it, 
Ts you gave Senſe, Good-humour, and a Poet. ; 


| MORAL ESSAYS. 
| EPISTLE IM. | 
| TO ALLEN, LORD BATHURST . 


oc the Uſe of Riches, | 
To raiſe the thought, and touch the heart be thine! P 


| 21 to 77. That, Rithes,. either to the Avaricious 


or the Prodigal, nanndt 'afferd Happineſs, ſcarcely 
| Neceſſaries, ver. Sgt0'160. Tat Avarice is an ad- 


| @c. 152. Conjectures about the Motiwes of Avari- 
Cicus men, ver. 121 fu lg3. That the conduct of 


 ] men, with reſpef# ro; Riches, can only be accounted 
' | for by the Order of Providence, which works tie 


| general God cut of Extremes, and brings all to its 
great End by penpetual Revolutions, wer. 161 to 178. 
How a Miſer ad upon Principles which apf ear to 


| © him reaſonable, wer. 79+ How @ Prodigal goes the 


ſame, ver. 199. The due medium, and true uje of 
Riches, wer. 219. The Man of Roſs, wer. 250. 


examples; both miſerable in Life and in Death, wer. 


the end. 


And foundeft Cafuiſts doubt, like you 
3 and me? eee. 
You hold the word, from ſoꝶe to Momus given, 
That Man was made the jeſt of Heaven: 


le. Wo ſhall decide, when Doctors diſagree, 


| 
{ 


* 


— 


| felute Freray, without an End or Purpoſe, ver. 113, 


. 


—— 6 ' 


The fate of the Profult and the Covetous, in two 
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From the crack d bag the dr 
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And Gold but ſent to beep the Fools in play, 

For ſame to heap, and ſome to throw away. 
Burt I, who think more highly of our kind, 

(And, ſurely, Heaven and I are of a mind) 

Opine, that Nature, as in duty bound, 

hid the ſhining miſctiief under ground: 


5 


10 
But when, by Man's audacious labour won, 
Flam'd forth this rival too; its Sire, the Sun, 
Then careful Heaven yd ro fore of Men, 


To ſquander mi and Thoſe to hide 


1 

K 
Both fairly owning, Riches; in —_— 
Nv grace of H or token of th” Ele; | 
Given to the Fool, the Mach the Vain, the . 
To Ward, to Waters, Chartres, and the Devil. 
B. What Narure wants commodious Gold Rang 
Tis thus we eat the bread another ms. 

P. But how unequal it beſtows, obſerve ; 5 
Tis thus we riot, while, who ſow it, ſtarve : 
"Nhat Nature wants (a phraſe I muſt diſtruſt) 
| Extengs to:Luxury, extends td Lit : , "I 

Uſeful, I grant, it ſerves what Lite requires, 
Put dreadful too, the dark Aſſaſſin hires. | 

B. Trade it help, Society extend“: 

P. But 2 — ee i the Friend. 


2 
B. ent- Armice ia © Melon !:: 
P. But bribes a Senate, and the Land s N 
In vain may Heroes fight, — — rave, 
If ſecret Gold tap on from knave to knave. 
Once, we confeſs, beneath the Patriot's cloak, 35 
ping Guinea ſpoke, 
And jingling down the — told the crew, 
Old Cato is as great 4rogueas you." - 
MeR Paper - credit] laſt and bei ſupply! 
That lends Corruption lighten wings jo: N 
Gold, .imp'd hy thee, cangompaſs.handeſt 
Can pocket States, can fetal. af carry ings 4 

A inge leaf ſhall wan en fray er, 
Or fei Senates M forme Shore; 
A&R hike Sibyl's,o ſcarttertorand/ fro 1 

__ Oury-fnedund ſortunes, as the ind (hall blow: 
Pregnant with thouſandy ſlits the Scrap —_—_ - 

And Glunt ſells a King, or bana On. 

_ *.Oht«that ſuch bulky Bribes'as all might ſee, 

Steil: as of vid, incumber*& Villginy*! z.+1.) 5 

Cold France or Rome divert aunbrave efigns, 

Wich all their randvlies,. or with ulli their wines? 


Wust bead they more-thag”Knights' and Squires) 


: confound, ' ..* 6 
Or water —— ten miles wound? 


| A os hs flumboers' how” this» tyorrd would | 


A 


ad 


ſpoil ' 
1 Spain has ſent 2 thapſapdiard of c; 
Huge bales of Britiſh cloth blockade the door 3 
A hundred oxen at your levee roar. 


Poor. Avarice one tarm TY would find ; 
in kind. 


it we meet; 


And World] Ge. to ſtreet, | 
Wein, wit > and mien ſo maz'd, 
ergz d. 


Fo 
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} 


ts ado wealth. been hops an 


logs, & 
he himſelf have ſent it to the dogs? 


His Grace will game: to White's a Bull be led, 


With ſpurning heels and with a butting hie ad. 

To White's be carry'd as to ancient games, 

Fair Courſers, Vaſcs, and alluring Dames. #70 

Shall then Uxorio, if the ſtakes he fiveep, 

— home ſix Whores, and make his Lady weep? 

Or ſoſt Adonis, ſo perfum'd and fine, 

,| Drive to St. James's a whole herd of ſwine ? 
filthy check on all induſtrious ſkill, 

ſpoil the nation's laſt great trade, Quadrille ? ? 

Since then, my Lord, on ſuch a World we fall, 

What foy you? B. Say ? Why take it, Gold and 


P. What Riches give us, let us then enquire? 
Meat, Fire, and Cloaths. B. What more ? P. Meat, 
Cloachs, and Fire. Lo 
13 this too little? would you more than live ? 
Alas! *tis more than Turner finds they give. 
Alas! *tis more than (all his viſions paſt) 
5 Unhappy Wharton, waking, found at laſt! 
What can they give? to dying Hopkins, Heirs ; 8; 
To Chartres, Vigour ; Japhet, Noſe and Ears? 
Can they, in gems bid pallid Hippia glow, 
In Fulvia's buckle eaſe the throbs below; 
Or heal, old Narfes, thy obſcener ail, | 
With all ti embroidery plaiſteP' at thy tail? 
They migitt (were Harpax' not-too wiſe to ſpend) 
Give Harpax ſelf the bleffing of a Friend; 
Or find ſome Doctor that would fave the fe 
Of wretched Shylock, Tpite of \Shylock's Wife: 
But thouſands die, without or this or that, 3 
Die, and endow a College, or a Cat. 
To fome, indeeri, Heaven grants the happier fate, 
T” enrich a Baſtard, or a Son they hate. 
| Perliaps you thinle the Poor might have their | 
part; 


75 


| 


* God cannot love ys Blunt, w 
ja The wretch he qtarves“ and pioufly denics : 


things, Bond damns the Podty'and hates them from kis 


Jay 


4 T 


he art: 

lc grave dir Gilbert holds it for a outs 

That every man in v ant is knave or ſool: 

Wah warteſs oe) 


Bur the good Riſhop, with 2 meeker air, 
: Admits, and leaves them; Providence's care. 
Vet to he juſt to theſe poor men of pelf, 
does but hate his neighbour as himſelf : 
Damn d to the Mines, an equal fate betides 
The Slave that di gs it, and the- Slave that hides 110 
B. Who faffers thus, mert᷑ Charity ſhould own, 
Muſt act or motives puwerfel, theugh unkrown. 


„„ 


| Þ. Some War, ſome Plague, tor — * 5 
., foreſee, 
Some Revelation hid from you ard me: | 
me Shylock wants a meal, the tauſe is — os 
115 
e thin:; a Lof wall riſe to fifty pound. 
hat made Pirectors ckeat in South-ſea year ? 


60! To live on Venifon hen it ſold o · tar. 


Aſk you why Phryne the whole AuQion buys * 2 
Phryne forefecs a gentral Extife. 
| Why ſhe and Skppho raiſe that wonlwous ſum? 


| 


2 they beer a man w bolt a plom. wk 
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Wiſe Peter fecs tie World's reſpect for Cold, 

and thereſore hopes this Nation may be fold. 
(Glorious Ambition! Peter, ſwell thy ſtore, 
And be what Rome's great Didius was betore: 
The Crown ot Poland, veral twice an age, 
To juſt three millions ſtinted mode it Gaze. 
But nobler ſcenes, Maria's dreams unfold, 
Hereditary Realms, and wortds ot Gold. 
Congenial ſouls ; wheſe life one Avarice joins, 
And one fare buries in th' Aiturian Mines. 4 

Much injur'd. Blunt! why bears he Pritain' 


130 


hate? f 
A wizard told him in theſe words our fate: | 
*« At length Corruption, like a general flood, 135 
0 


(So lang by watchful Miniſters withſtood) 
Shall deluge all; and Avarice, ere ping or, 
Spread like a w- boin miſt, and blot the Sun; 
Statefman and Patriot ply alike the Stocks, 
Peereſs and Butler ſhare alike the Box, 
And Judges job, and Biſhops bite the town, 
„And mighty Dukes pack cards tor half a crown. 
See Britain ſunk in lucre's ſordid charms, a 
And France reveng' d of a s and ED WARN. 
| © — — 
"Twas no 3 great Scrivener, fir'd thy 
brain, | 
Nor 'ordly Luxury, nor City Gain: 
No, 'tw¾as thy righteous end, aſham'd to ſee 
Senates degenerate, Patriots difagree, 
And nobly wiſhing Party-rage to ceaſe, 
To buy both tides, and give thy Country pence. 
— 
3 All this is madneſs,” cries a ſober ſage : | - 
Nut who, my friend, has reaton in his rage? 
„The Ruling Paſſion, be it what it will, 
« The Ruling Paſſion conquers reaſon till.” 
Leſs mad the wildeſt whimſey we can frame, 15 
Than even that Paſſion, if it has no Aim; 
For thoueh ſuch motives Folly you may call, 
The Folly's greater to have none at all. 
Hear then the ti uth ; 
* lenc's, 
© nc! different men direcis to different ends. 
+ Extremes in Nature equal good produce, 
* Extremes in {an concur o general uſe.” 
Aſk we what mal. es ore keep, anc one beſtow? \ 
1 hat Power who bids the ocean ebb and fiow, | 
Vids ſced- time, 1. irveſt,, equal courſe maintain, 166 
Tlucugh recon rid cxtremes of drought and rain, 
Bo:l's Life on 2%, on 
An! IVES ti eter] '4 heels to know their rour ds. 
Ric l: es, le nice, gen conceal'd they he, 
_ Wait bes lor wins, and in their ſeaſon fly. 170 
Wilo fees pale Mamn.on pine amidit his tore, 
dees bat a backwarc ite ward for the Poor; 
This year a Refervorr, 0 keep and ſpare ; | 
1 he next a Fouutair,, Fouting though tis Heir, 
in laviſh fir-5ms to 90. gh a Country 's th.rſt, 1753 
ard men and do²s Hank hu tilt they burſt. 
6 Cotta ſam & ' 5 {-rrume ard his birch, 
Yet was Pot Cotta ok ot 2 or worth: 
What though the t harhareus ſpiĩts forgot) 
His kuchen vied in Heng, with his grot? 1380 
His court with ne (os iets weit e ſſes ſtor d, 
With ſoups un““n“n 2 bie. 'd his board? 


2 Tis Heaven each Paſſion 


150 


125 
| 


| 
{Tenants with fighs the ſmoakleſs towers ſurvey, 


* Pope. 
And ſhall not Britain now reward his toils, 


Change Duration founds, | 


Is there a Lord, who knows a chearful noon 
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39 
uf Cotta liv'd on puiſe, it was 36 mcre 
i Than £1::minz, Saints, and Sages did be fore; 
T6 cram the rich, was prodigal expence, 13; 


Ard who would take the Poor from Providence? 
Like ſome lone Chartreux ſtands the good old 
Hall, 

Silence without, and faſts within the wall ; 
Ro raftcr'd roots with dance and tabor found, 
No noontifte bell invites the country round: 


; 


190 
And turn th” unwilling ſteeds another way: 
Benighted wanderers, the foreſt o'er, 


{Curſe the ſav'd candle, and unopening door; 


While the gaunt maſtiff, growling at the gate, 195 

a the beggar whom he longs to eat. 
Not fo his Son: be mark'd this overſight, . 

And then miſtook. reverſe of wrong jar right, 


(Fur what to fun, will; no great knowledge noo 7 
140 


6 Tt ſure, of qualicies deſutving praile, | 


But what tb follow, isa tak indeed.) 20 


cre gb io ruin Fortunds; than to raiſe. 


What ſlaughter'd hecatombs, what foods. of wine, 


Fill the capacious !5quire, and deep Bivine ! 
Vet no mean motives this profuſion dr _ 
His oxen peritl in his country's caufe ; | 
is N and LIE that een the 
= 2 Zeal for that great Houſe which dn hm up. 
woods recede around the naked ſeat, | 
The Sylvans groan — o matter—for the Fleet: 2 10 
Next goes his Wool—o clothe our valiant bands : 


Lait, tor his Country's love, he. ſells his Lands. 
To town he comes, the nation's hope, - 


205 | 


And heads the bold Train-bands, and turns a 


215 
5 Britain, that pays her Patriots with her Spoils ? 
In vain at Court the Bankrupt pleas his cauſe, 
His ti;anklefs Country leaves him to her Laws. 
Ihe Senſe to value Riches, with the Art 
T enjoy them, and the Virtue to impart, 
Not meanly, or ambitiouſly purſu'd, | 
Not ſurik by floth, not rais'd by ſervitude; 
Lo halanc* Fortune by a juſt expence, | 
Join with Q:.conomy, Magnificence 
With Splendor, Charity; with Plenty, Health; 22 5 
. Ih teach us, Bathurſt ! yet unſpoil'd by wealth 
lat ſecret rare, between th' extremes to move 
Ot mad Cood-rature, and of mean Self-love. 
B. 10 Worth or Want well-weigh'd, be Bovriy 
given, 0 
And eaſe, or emulate, the care of Heaven; 
i Whofe n eaſure full o'ertlows on human race 
Mend | ortune's fault, and juſtify her grace. 
Wealth in the groſs i is death, but life diffus'd ; 


| 


220 


| |As poi ſon hears, in juſt proportion us d: 


2 
— "Ih 
— 


In keaps, like Ambergris, a ſtink it lies, 

But well diſpets' d, is incenſe to the ſkies. 
P. Who ſtarves by Noble:, cr with Nol es cats? 

The Wretch that truſts them, and the Rogue bat 

cheats. 

Without a Fiddler, Flatterer, or Buffoon ? 3 240 

|Whoſe table, Wit, or modeſt Merit ſhare, 

Un-elbow'd by a Gameſter, Pimp, or Player? 
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Who copies Your's, or Oxford's better 


part, 
Ta eaſe th* oppreſs'd, and raiſe the finking heart | ö 


Where er he ſhines, oh Fortune, gild the ſcene, 
And Angels guard him in the golden Mean 
There, Engliſh bounty yet a while may ſtand, 
And Honour linger ere it leaves the land. 
/ But all our praifes why ſhould Lords engroſs ? 
Riſe honeſt Muſe ! and fing the Man of Ross: 
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| Tie Gear an Garter dangling from that bed 

Where tawdry yellow ſtrove with dirty red, 

245 | Great Villers lies—alas! how chang'd from him, 300 
That life of Pleaſure, and that ſoul of whim! 

Gallant and gay, in Cliveden's proud alcove, 

The hower of wanton Shrewſbury and Love ; 

Or juſt as gay, at Council, in a ring 

250]Of mimick Stateſmen, and their merry King. 


Pleas'd Vaga echoes through her winding bounds, |No Wit to flarter, left of all his ſtore ! 


And rapid Severn hoarſe applauſe reſounds. 


No Fool to laugh at, which he valued more. 


| of Who hung with woods yen mountain's fultry brow? | There, vidor of his health, of fortune, friends, 


From the dry rock who bade the waters flow ? 
Not to the ſkies in uſeleſs columns toſt, 
Or in proud falls magnificently loſt, - 


And Fame, this lord of uſeleſs thouſands ends. 
255 His Grace's fate ſage Cutler could foreſee, 315 
And well (he thought) advis'd him, Live like me“ 


| But clear and artleſs, pouring through the plain As well his Grace reply*d 1 


Health to the fick, and ſolace to the ſwain. 
Whoſe Cauſeway 1 
Whole ſeats che weary Traveller 

Who taught that heaven · c ĩrected Cw rife? 


The Man of Ross, each _— babe replies. 


_ Behold the Market place with poor o'erſpread | 
The Man of Ross divides — — bread : 


Te foods „ neat, but void of ſtate, His only daughter in a ſtranger's power, 


Where Age and Want fit fmiling at the gate; 


« That I can do, when all I have is 

? {Reſolve me, Reaſon, which of theſe are worſe, 

260 Want with a full, or with an empty purſe? 320 
Thy life more wretched, Cutler, was confeſs'd, 

Ariſe and tell me, was thy death more bleſs'd ? 

Cutler ſaw tenants break, and houſes fall, 

For very want ; he could not build a wall. 


265 For very want; he could not pay a dower. Fog 
IA few grey hairs his reverend temples crown'd, 


Him portion maids, apprentic'd orphans bleſt, Twas very want that fold them for two 


The young who labour, and the old who reſt. 
Is any fick Fthe Man of Ross relieves, 


What! even deny'd a cordial at his end, | 
Baniſh'd the Doctor, and expell'd the friend; 330 | 


F 1 What but a want, which you perhaps think 


Ts there © weokmes ? enter but his door, 


Þalk'd are the courts, and conteft is no more. 


Deſpairing Quacks with curſes fled the place, 
| And vile Attorneys, now an uſeleſs race 


B. Thrice happy man! enabled to purſue 


V bat all ſo wiſh, but want the power to do 


| On (ay, what ſums that generous hand ſupply * ?. 


What mines to ſwell that boundleſs charity? 


270 Yet numbers feel, the want of what he had! 
utter and Druwes dying, both exclaim, | 
Virtue! and Wealth ! what are ye but a name!” | 
4 Say, for ſuch n 335 : 
Or are they both, in this, their own reward 
275A knotty point to which we now 
But you are tit d I' tell a tale—B. Agreed. 


P. Where London's column, pointing to the due 
Like a tall bully, lifts the head, and lies; 340 


Þ. Of Debts and Taxes, Wife and Children clear, There dwelt a Citizen of fober fame, 


This man poſſeſt—five hundred pounds a year. 


230 A plain good man, and Balaam was his name; 


Bluſh, Grande ur, bluſh ! proud Courts, rar Religious, punctual, frugal, and fo forth; 


pour blaze 
Le little Stars! hide your di Eiminiſh” d rays. 


His word would paſs for more than he was worth. 
One ſolid diſh his week- day meal affords, 345 


n. And what? no monument, inſcription, ſtone ?| An added pudding folemniz'd the Lord's: 


El is race, his form, his name almoſt unknown? 


2$5 [Conſtant at Church, and Change; his — were 


p. Who builds a Church to (30d, and not to Fame, ſure, 


Will never mark the marble with his Name 
S0, ſearch it there, were to be born and die, 
Ot rich and poor makes all the hiſtory; 

Fnough, that Virtue fill'd the ſpace detween; 
Prov'd by the ends of being, to have been. 
When Hopkins dies, a thouſand lights attend 

The wretch who living ſav'd a candle's end; 
Shouldering God's altar a vile image ſtands, 
Velies his features, nay extends his hands; 


His givings rare, ſave farthings to the poor. 
The Devil was piqued ſuch ſaintſhip to behold, 1 5 

And long' d to tempt him, like good Job of old; 350 | 

gut Satan now is wiſer than ot yore, 


290 And tempts by making rich, not making poor. 


Rouz'd by the Prince of Air, the whirlwinds 
ſweep 


| P 
[The ſurge, and plunge his Father in the deep; 
Then full aga-nft his Corniſh lands they roar, 335 


That live long Wig, which Gorgon's * might own,| And two rich ſhipwrecks bleſs the lucky ſhore. 


| Ton buckle rakes in Parian ſtone. 8 
Reiold what bleſſings Wealth to life can lend ! 
And ſee, what comiort it affords our end. 


295] Sir Balaam now, he lives lire ther folks, 

He takes his chirping pint, and cracks his jokes: 

« Live like vourſelf, was ſoon my Lady's word; 
And1o! two puddings ſmoak ' d upon the board. 360 


In the worſt inn's worſt room, with mat half- hung, Aſleep and naked as an Indian lay, 


'The floors of plaiſter, and the walls of dung, 


On once a flock-bed, but repair d with ſtraw, 


With * curtains, never meant to draw, 


zoo An honeſt factor ſtole a Gem away: 
He pledg'd it to the knight, the knight had w wit, - 
|» kept the Diamond, and the rogue was bit, 


Br 0 


Then dubs Director, and ſecures his ſoul. 


His Compting-houſe employ'd the Sunday 


Seldom at Church, ('twas ſuch a buſy life) 
But duly ſent his family and wife. 


He marries, bows at Court, and grows 


My Lady falls to play. fo bad her chance, 
1 He muſt repair ie; takes a bribe trom France; 
The Houſe impeach him, Coninęſby harangues; 
The Court forſake him, and Sir Balaam hangs: 


His wealth, yet dearer, forfeit to the Crown: 


R 
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Some ſcruple roſe, but thus he eas d his thought, 
ll now give ſixpence where I gave a groat; 


And am ſo clear too of all other vice. 

The Tempter ſaw his time: the work he ply d; 
Stocks and Subſcriptions pour on every ſide, 
Till all the Dzzmon makes his full Deſcent 
in one abundant ſnower of Cent per Cent, 
Sinks deep within him, and poſſeſſes whole, 


Behold Sir Balaam, now a man of ſpirit, 
Aſcribes his gettings to his parts and merit; 
What late he call'd a Bleffing, now was Wit, 
And God's good Providence, a lucky Hit. 
Things change their titles, as our manners turn: 
morn : 

380 


375 


There (fo the Devil ordain'd) one Chriftmas-tide 
My good old Lady catch'd a cold, and dy'd. 

A Nymph of Quality admires our Knight; 385 
polite: 
Leaves the dull Cits, and joins (to pleaſe the Fair) 


The well-bred cuckolds in St. James's air : | 
. Firſt, for his Son a gay Commiſſion buys, | 
Who drinks, whores, fights, and in a duel dies: 390 

His Daughter flaunts a Viſcount's tawdry wife; | 
She bears a Coronet and P—x for life. [ 


In Britain's Senate he a ſeat obtains, 
And one more Penſioner St. Stephen gains. 


Wife, ſon, and daughter, Satan! are thy own, 


The Devil and the King divide the prize, 
And fad Sir Balaam curſes God and dies. 


10 


ARGUMENT. 
Of the Uſe of R1cus:. 


Tic Vanity of Expenſe in People of Wealth ard Nua- 
lity. The abuſe of the wvord Taſte, wer. 13. That 
the firſt principle and foundation in this, as in 
every thing elſe, is Good Senſe, wer. 40. The chief 


| 


1 
365 


« Where once I went to church, I'llnow go twice | 


370| undertakings, 


{TIS ftrange, the Miſer ſhould his cares employ 
| To gain thoſe riches he can ne'er enjoy: 


POEMS. 391 


mere Luxury and Elegance. in Archi- 
tecture and Gardening, There all muſt be adapted 
to the Genius and Uſe of the Place, and the Beauties 
not furced into it, but rejulting from it, wer. 50. 
Hew men are diſappointed in their moſt experſoce 
fon want of this true Foundatian, 
without Tohich nothing can fleaſe long, if at all; and 
the beſt Examples and rules vill be but perverted into 


to ga. 


ficence; the firſt grand error of which is, to imagine 


| | hat Greatneſs confifts in rhe Size and Dimenſion, in- 


| fead of the Proportion and Hurmony of the vulale, 
ver. 97. and tie ſecond, either in joining together 
Parts incoherent, or too minutely reſembling, or in 
the Repetition of the ſame too fr ly, wer. 105, 

| Sc. A word or two of falſe Taſte in Books, in 


ProviDaENCE is juſtified in giving Wealth 10 Lc 
ſquandered in this manner, ſince it is diſperſed to the 
Poor and Laborious fart of mankind, wer. 169. [e- 


and in the Epiſtle preceding this, wer. 159, C. 
Ii hat are the proper evjets of Magnificence, an. « 
| profer field for the Expenſe of Great Men, ver. 177, 
c. and finaliy the Great and Public IWorks ab cf 
became a Prince, wer. 191, to the end. BD 


EPISTLE IV. 


Is it leſs ſtrange, the Prodigal ſhould waite 


. | His wealth, to purchaſe what he ne'er can taſte ? — 


Not for himſelt he ſees, or hears, or cats ; 


He buys for Topkam Drawings and Deſigns ; 
For Pembroke Statues, dirty Gods, and Coir.s ; 


{Rare Menkiſh Manuſcripts for Hearne alone, 
And Books for Mead, and Butterflies for Sloane. 10 


| | 


Think we all theſe are for himſelf ? no more 
Than his fine Wife, alas! or finer Whore. 


Y | | I, 
Some Demon whiſper'd, © Viſto! have a Taſte.” 
Heaven viſits with a Taſte the wealthy Fool, 


| 


And needs no Rod but Ripley with a Rule. 
See ! ſportive Fate to puniſh awkward pride, 


{Bids Bubo build, and ſends him ſuch a Guide: 20 


A ſtanding ſermon, at each year's expenſe, 
That never Coxcomb reach'd Magniticence ! 
You ſhow us, Rome was glorious, r ot profuſe, 


And pompous buildings once were things of Uſ:. 


Yet ſhall (my Lord) your juſt, your noble rules 2; 


Fill half the land with imitating Fools; 


Who random drawings from your ſheets ſhall tak 
And of one beauty many blunders make; | 
Load ſome vain Church with old Theatric ſtate, 
Turn Arts of triumpi to a Garden gate : 
Reverſe your ornaments, and hang them all 


proof of it is te follow Natnre, even in works 7 


Mufic, and in Painting, even in Preaching and Prayer 
and laſtly in Entertainments, ver. 133, Cc. Te 


For what has Virro painted, built, and planted ? 
Only to ſhew, how many tattes he wanted. EL 
What brought Sir Viſto's ill-got Wealth to waſte ? 


30 
On ſome patch'd dog - hole ek'd with ends of wall; 


ſomething burthenſome and ridiculous, wer. 65, Sc. 
A deſcription of the faiſe Tafte of /Aagri- 


curring to what is laid down in the firſt Bonk, EE u. 


— 


Artiſts muſt chooſe his Pictures, Muſic, Meats: 
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; 

Then clap four ſlices of Pilaſter on 't, | One roundlefs Green, or flourith'd Carpet views, 95 

That, lac d with bits of ruſtic, makes a Front. Witi all the mou nſul anne of - ews : 8 

Shall call the winds througn lor:# arcades to roar, 35 The thriving piants igroble brcomiticks made, 

Proud to catch cold at a Venetian door; Now ſweep ti. oſe Alleys they vic bon to ſhade. 

Conſcious they act a true Palladiar part, At Tinos Villa let ws paſs a Cay, 

And if they ſtarve, they ftarve by rules of art. Where all cry out, What tums art thrown a wa: 
Oft have you hinte:' to your brot. er Peer, so proud, o grand ; of that ſtupendous air, = 

A certain truth, whici: many buy tco dear . 40 Soit and Agreeable come never there. 

Something there is more need tul than Expenſe, Greatneſs, with Vimon, du elis in ſuch a dang); 


And ſomethiu previous ev'n to l afte—'tis Senſe: ; As brings ail Brobdig ag bejore your thought 
Good Senſe, which oniy is the gift of Heaven, |To compals this, us Build. n is a 1 own, as - 
And, though no >cience, fairly worth the ſeven: His pond an Ocean, luis partetic a Down : ry 
A Light, which in yourſelf you muſt perceive; 45 Wo but mutt laugh, tne &. a er u nen Le ſees, 


Jones and Le Notre have it not to give. A puny inſect, ſhivering at a breeze 
Io build, to plant, whatever y: u intend, Lo, what huge heaps ot litticncfs around ! | 
To rear the olumn, or the Arch o bend, The whole, a labour'd Quarry above ground, 110 
Io {well the Terras, or to fink the Grot; Iwo Cupids ſquirt before. a Lake behind 8 
In all, let Nature vever be forgot | 50 improv. s the kecnneſs of the Noi kern wind. 
Bet treat the Godrels life a modeſt fair, | His Ga dens next your admiration call, 
No cover - dreſs, nor leave her wholly bare; On every fide you look, behcld the Wail! 
Let not each beauty every where be ſpy d, No plealing Intricacies ir. tervene, | 
Where half the ſxill is decently to hide. No artful Witneſs to verplex the feeres 
He gains all poir:t:, who pleaſingly con ſounds, 55 Grove 01s a grove, each Alley has a brother, 
Surprizes, varies, and conceals the Bounds, {And half the platiorm juſt reflects tlie ocher. 
Conſult the Genius of the Place in ail: 4 ne ſuffering cye inverted Nature ſecs. 
That tells the Waters or to riſe, or fall; Trees cut to Statues, Statues thick as trees; 120 
Or helps th' ambitious Hill the heavens to ſcale, Wich. here a Fountain, never to be play d; 
Or ſcoops in-circling theatres the Vate 50 And there a Summer-houſe that knows ro ſhade ; 
Calls-in the country, catches opening glades, Here Amphitrite fails through myrtle bowers : 
| — wilhng woods, and var es ſhades from ſnades; There Gladiators fight, or dic in flowers; | 
Now breaks, or now directs th intending Lines ; I 'rvwarerld fee the crooping ſea-horſe mourn, 125 
Paints as you plant, and, as you work, deirgns. Ann walows rooſt in Nilus* duſty Urn. 
Still fcilovy Senſe, of every Art the Soul. 6: Niy Lerd advances with majeſtic mien, 
Parts anſwering parts ſhall ſlide into a wile, nut vitd the mighty pleaſure to te fern: 
Spontaneous beauties all around advance, ' But tot -b regular apptœach- not yet | 


Start ev'n from Difficulty, ſtrike from Chance , ri ft tiucugt the length of yon bot 'icrace ſweat; 
Nature ſhall join you; "Time ſhail make it row And when: vp ien Rieep flopes you've dragg' d you: 
A Wark to wonder at — perhaps a ST. „ ftmighs, . | 
Without it, proud Verſailles! thy g!ury fail>; . 5u'l at his Study coor he'll bleſs zour eyes. 
And Nero's l erraces deſert their Walle: ; His Study! with what Authors is it ftor'd? 
The vaſt Farterres a thouſand hands mali mac, i Leo, not Autiiors, curious is my Lora; 
Io! Cobham comes, and floats them with a lahe: (40 ll net dated backs he turns you round; 123 
Or cut wide views threugh mountairs to chi hefe Aldus printed, thoſ Du Seil has bound 


| Plain, | | 1 sl., ſome are Vellom, ard the reit as nod 
Fou'll wiſh your hill or ſnelter'd ſce: a ga... Yer ail lis Lordſmip knows, but they ae, oo. 
pon in an ornament its place remar , I For Locke or Mijton, ti, in vam to loo, 
Nor in an Hermitage ſet Dr. Clarke. rrheſe ſhelves admit not any mocein bock. 1 
Behold Villario's ten years toil complete: And now the Chapel's filver bell you bear, 
His Quincunx darkens, his Eſpaliers meet;  $0{Fhat ſummons you to ali the Pride of Prayc: : 
| The wood ſupports the Plain, the parts unite, Light quirks of Mufic, broken and uneven, 


And ſtrength of Shade contends with fliength 6f|Make the foul dance upon a jig to Heaven. 

„ T Ion painted Cielings you devoutly ſtare, 

A waving Glow the blocmy beds diip!ay, | Where ipraw! the Saints of Verrio or Laguerre, 

- Bluſhivg in bright diverũties of da, Or gilde clouds in fair expanſion lic, 
With filver-quivering rills mæander d c'er— 2; And bring all Paradiſe before your cye. 


Enjoy them, you! Villario can no moe; o reſt, the Cuſhion and ſoſt Dean invite, | 
Tir'd of the ſcene Parterres and Fountairs yiew, .o never mentions Hell to ears polite. 15% 
He finds at laſt he better likes a Field. ky | Bur hark ! the chiming clocks to dinner call; | 
Tlwough his young Woods how pleas'd Sabinus! A hundred footſteps ſcrape the marble Hall: 
| ſtray' d, 1 1 he rich Buffet well - colour'd Serpents grace, 
Or ſate delighted in the thickening ſhace, 90 And gaping Tritons ſpew to walh their face. 
With annual joy the reddening ſhoots to greet, ls this a dinner? this a genial room? 
Or ſee the ſtretching branches long to meet! No, 'tis a Temple, and a Hecatomb. 
His :on's fine "Taſte an opener Viſta loves, A ſolemn Sacrifice perſorm' d in tate, 
— Tos to the Dryad: of his Father's groves; eu drink hy meaſure, and to minutes eat. : 


CA. 
* 


Imbroven the ſlope, and nod on the parterre, 
Deep harveſt bury all his pride has plan d, 175 


POPE'S 


So quick retires each flying courſe, you'd ſwear 


Between each A& the trembling ſalvers ring, | 
From ſoup to ſweet-wine, and God bleſs the King. 
In plenty ſtarving, tantaliz'd in ſtate, 

And complaiſantly help'd to all I hate, 
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|Imperial wonders rais'd on nations ſpoii'd, ; 
Sancho's dread Doctor and his Wand were there. 160 


Where _ with Slaves the groaning Martyr 0 
toil'd; EEE 

Huge Theatres, that now unpeopled Wood: 

Now drain's a diſtant country of her Bloods: 

Fanes, which admiring Gods with pride ſurvey; 


Treated, careſs d, and tir d, I take my leave, 165 Statues of Men, ſcarce lefs alive than they? 10 


Sick of his civil pride from morn to eve; 

I curſe ſuch nil coſt, and little ſkill, 

And ſwear no day was ever paſt fo ill. 
Vet hence the 


The labourer bears: What his hard heart denies, 


| Hischaritable vanity ſupplies. 


Another age ſhall ſee the golden ear 


And laughing Ceres re- aſſume the land. | 
Who then ſhall grace, vr who improve the ſoil? 


| Who plants like Bathurſt, or who builds like Boyle. 


"Tis uſe alone that ſanctifies expenſe, 


And ſplendor borruws all her rays from ſenſe. 80 And all her trium 


His Father's acres who enjoys in peace, 
Or makes his Neighbours glad, if he increaſe: 
Whoſe chearful tenants bleſs their yearly toil, 


Whoſe ample lawns are not aſham'd to feed 18 
The milky heifer aud deſerving ſtced; | 
Whoſe riſing foreſts, not for pride or thow, 


Us 


But ſuture buildings, future navies, grow: 
Let his plantations ſtietch from down to down, 
Firſt ſhade a country, and then raiſe a tuwn. 190 


Lou too proceed! make falling arts your care, 
Ere& new wonders, and the old repair; 
Jones and Palladio to themſelves reſtare, 

And be whate'er Vitruvius was before: 
Till Kings call forth ch'Ideas of your mind, 195 
(Proud to accompliſh what ſuch hands deſign d) 
Bid Harbours open, public Ways extend, f 
Bid Teniples worthier of the God aſcend; 

Bid the Broad Arch the dangerous flood contain, 
The Mole projected break the roaring Main; 200 


Back to his bounds their ſubject ſea command, 


And roll obedient rivers through the land; 
Theſe honuurs, peace tu happy Britain brings; 


| Theſe are Imperial Works, and worthy Kings. 


EPISTLE V. 
TO Ms. ADDISON, 
Occaſioned by his Dialogues on Medals. 


Ox the wild waſte of all-devouring years! | 


Ho Rome her own fad ſepulchre appears, 


Wich nodding arches, broken temples ſpread! 
The very Tombs now vaniſh'd like their dead; 


"le BY — 


Some felt the ſilent ſtroke ol mouldering age, 
Some hoſtile fury, ſome religious rage. 
Bar barian blindneſs, Chriſtian zeal conſpire, 


| poor are cloath'd, the hungry fed; And Papal piety, and Gothic fire. 
Health to himſelf, and to his infants bread, 170 Perhaps, by its own ruins ſav'd from flame, 


— 
Some bury'd marble halt preſerves à name; 5 
That name the learn d with fierce diſputes purſue, 


Ind give to Titus old Veſpaſian's due. 


Ambition figh'd : ſhe tound it vain to truſt | 
The faithleſs column, and the crumbling buſt : 20 
Huge _ whoſe ſhadow itretch'd from ſhore to 


Their :uius periſh'd, and their place no more 
Convinc'd ſhe now contracts her vaſt deſign, 
ſhrink into a coin 
A narrow orb crouded conqueſt | 
Beneath her palm here fad Judea weeps. 


25 


; | Now ſcantier limits the proud arch confine, 
yet to their Lord owe more than to the foil ; And ſcarce are ſeen the proſtrate Nile or Rhine; 


A ſmall Euphrates through the piece is roll d,. 
And little Eagles wave their wings in gold. 30 
| The Medal, fairhful to its charge of fame, 1 
Through climes and ages beats each form and 
name : : 


In one ſhort view ſubjected to our eye oy 
Gods, Emperors, Heroes, Sages, Beauties, lie. 
With ſharpen's ſight Antiquaries pore, 35 
Thꝰ inſcription value, but the ruſt adore. 
This the blue varniſh, that the green endears, | 
The ſacred ruſt of twice ten hundred years 


5 gain Peſcennius one employs his ſchemes, - 


One graſps a Cecrops in extatic dreams. 42 
Poor Vadius, long with learn'd fpleen devour'd, 
Can taſte nv ure ſince his Shield was ſcour d: 
And Curio, reſtleſs by the Fair-one's fide, 
Sighs for an Ocho, and neglects his bride. - — 
Theirs is the Vanity, the Learning thine: 43 
Touch'd by thy hand, again Rome's glories ſhinc : 
Her Gods and godlike Heroes riſe to view, 77 
And all her faded garlands bloom ancw. 


Nor bluſh, theſe ſtudies thy regards engage; 
"Theſe pleas'd the fathers of poctic rage: 50 

| | The verſe and ſculpture bore an equal part, 
| And Art reflected imag | | 


MORAL ESSAYS. | 


_ [ln living medals fee her wars enrull'd, 5 


es to Art. | 
Oh, when ſhall Britain, conſcious of her claim, 
Stand cmuluus of Greek and Roman fame . 
And vanquiſh'd rcalms ſupply recording gold? 
Here, rifing bold, the Patriot's honeſt tace; 
1 Warriors Irowuing in hiſtoric brats; 


I Then future ages with delight ſhall ſee, 


How Plato's, Bacon's, Newton's looks agree; Co 
Or in fair ſeries laurel'd bards be ſhown, 

A Virgil there, and here an Addiſon. | 

Then ſhall thy Craggs (and let me call him mine) 
On the caſt ore, another Pollio, ſhine : e 
With aſpect upen ſhall ere& his head, 6; 
3 orb in laſting notes be read, 

3 | ; 
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POPE*'S 


POEMS. 


| 
« Stateſman, yet friend to truth! of ſoul ſincere, Seiz'd and ty'd down to judge, how wretched I! 


«4 In action faithful, and in honour clear; 


Who can't be filent, and who will not lie : | 
Who broke no romiſe, ſerv'd no private end, To laugh, were want of goodneſs and of grace; 35. 


* Who gain' d no title, and who loſt no friend; 70 And to be grave, exceeds all power of face. 
« kanolled by = all approv'd, he I fit with fad civili L read 
With honeſt anguiſh, and an aching head; 


v. QHUT, thut he door, good John! fatigu'd 
| Tye up the knocker, ſay I'm ſick, I'm dead. 


EPISTLE TO Ds. ARBUTHNOT: 


All Bedlam, or Parnaſſus, is let out: 


| All fly to Twit' nam, and in humble ſtrain 
Apply to me, to keep : 
Arthur, whoſe giddy ſon neglects the laws, 


And prais'd, unenvy'd, by the Muſe he low d.“ 


BEING THE 


PROLOGUE 
4 


| [My Friendſhi 


And drop at laſt, but in unwilling ears, 


This faving council, Keep your piece nine years. 


| 40 
Nine years! cries he, who high in Drury-lane 
LulPd by ſoft Zephyrs through the broken pane, 
Oblig d by hunger, and requ 
The piece, you ak, is. 
| & ie 


ſt of friends: 


ye * 


Three things another's modeſt wiſhes bound, 


| Pitholeon ſends to me: © You know 
41 want a Patron; aſk him for a Place.” 50 


TO THE 


e Dog · ſtar rages! nay, tis paſt a doubt, 


Fire in each eye, and in each hand, 5 

They rave, — —— round the "land. 

15 23 guard me, or what ſhades can 
hide ! | | 


| Ry land, by water, they renew the charge; 


"They ſtop the chariot, and they board the barge. 
, 10 
No place is ſacred, not the Church is free, | 


'n Sunday ſhines no Sabbath - day to me; 
Then from the 


55 R | 
Happy ! to catch me, juſt at dinner-time. 
is there a Parſon, much bemus'd in beer, 
A maudlin poeteſs, a rhyming Peer, 


Clerk, ſoredoam'd his father's ſoul to croſe, 
\ ho pens a ſtanza, when he ſhould engrots? 


Is there, who, lock'd from ink and ER ſcrawls | 
ken'd walls? 


With deſperate charcoal round his 
MN * 


them mad or vain. 


Imputes to me and my damn'd works the cauſe : That ſecret to each ſool, that he's an Aſs: 80 8 
Poor Cornus {ces his frantic wife elope, 23 The truth once told (and where fore ſhould we 


And curſes Wit, and Poetry, and Pope. 


Friend to my life! (which did not you prolong, 
Inne world had wanted many an idle ſong) | 


nat drop or nofirum can this plague remove? 
Or which mult end me, a teol's wrath or love? 30 


A dire dilemma! either way I'm ſped; 


It ſoce, they write, if friends, they read me dead. 


4 Informs 


Pitholeon libel'd me“ but here's a letter 


Bleſs me! a packet. —* Tis a —_ ſues, 55 
« A Virgin Tragedy, an Orphan Muſe.” 

If I diflike it, Furies, death and rage“ 

If I approve, «© Comment it to the Stage.“ 


— — <0 my ſtars) my whole commiſſion 
The players and I are, luckily, no friends. 60 


Fir'd that the houſe reje& him, „ Sdeath! I'll 


« print it, | 


1 5 And ſhame the fools—Your intereſt, Sir, vim 
"hay pn wp thickets, through my grot they 8881 
14e. 


„ Lintot,”” | | | 
Lintot, dull rogue! will think your price too much: 
„Not, Sir, if you reviſe it, and retuuch.“ 
All my demurs but double his attacks: | 
At laſt he whiſpers, © Do; and we go ſnacks.” “ 
(lad of a quarrel, ſtrait | clap the door, 

Sir, let me ſce your works ind you no more.” 


And is not mine, my friend, a ſurer caſe, 


Mint walks forth the mai off 115 ſung, when Midas" ears began to ſpring, 
carers (Midas, a facred perſon and a King?) 75 


Jis very M'nitter, wi:o ſpy' d them firſt, 


1 (Some oy his Queen) was forc'd to ſpeak, or 
: u it. 1 85 885 


When every coxcomb perks them in my face? 75 
_ things, ET 

ld never name Queens, Minitters, or Kings; 

Keep cloſe to cars, and thoſe let aſſes prick, 


lis nothing—P. Nothing? if they bite and kick? 


Out with it, Dunciad! let th: ſecret paſs, 


lie?) | | 
The Queen of Midas ſlept, and ſo may I. 
Tou think this eruel? Lake it ſor a rule, 


No creature ſmarts ſo little as a fool. 


Let peals of laughter, Cocrus! round thee break, 


| | 85 


Rhymes ere ha wakes, and prints before term ends, 
think, is incorrect? why take 
| ; 45 

Im all ſubmiſſion; what you'd have it, make 


and a Prologue, and ten ** 5 
. 


Sir, tw¾as when he knew no better. : 
Dare you refuſe him? Curll invites to dine, 
« He'll write a Journal, or he'll turn Divine.” 


A. Good friend, torbear! you deal in dangerous 


B r 


nh 0% wed. ok oc 


POPE*'S 
Pit, box, ard gallery, in convulſions hurl'd, 
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Soft were my numbers: who could take offence 


| . | | j 
"hou ſtard'ſt unſhook amidſt a burſting world. | While pure deſcription held the place of ſenſe? | 
ho ſhames a Scribbler ? bh colon Like —— Fanny's was my flowery theme, | 
the ough, A painted miſtreſs, or a purling ſtream. 180 
He ſpins tie flight, ſelf- pleaſing thread anew : gc| Yet then did Gildon draw his venal quill; 
Deſtroy his fib or ſopniſtry, in vain, wih d the man a dinner, and ſate ſtill. 
The creature's at his dirty work again, | Yet then did Dennis rave ia furious fret ; 
Thron'd on the centre uf his thin deſigns, II never anſwer d, | was not in debt. | 
Proud of a vaſt extent of flimſy line? If want provok'd, or madneſs made them print, 155 
Whom have I hurt? has Poet yet, or Peer, 95; |] wag'd no war with Bedlam or the Mint. : 
Loſt the arch'd eyebrow, or Parnaſſian ſacer ? Did ſome more ſober critic come abroad; 
And has not Colly ſtill his lord, and whore? [If wrong, I ſmil'd: if right, I kiſs'd the rod. 
His butchers Henley, his free -maſaus Mo: r? | Pains, reading, ſtudy, are their juſt pretence, 
Does not one table #avius {till admit? And all they want is ſpirit, taſte, and ſenſes. 160 
Still to one Eiſhop Philips feem a wit? too Commas and paints they ſet exactly right, 
Still _— A. Hold; for Cod's fake—you'll| And 'twere a fin to rob them of their mite. 
3 vitend, | Vet neꝰ er one ſprig of laurel grac'd thefe ribalds, 


No names—be calm—learn prudence of a friend: 


too could write, and I am twice as tall; 


| . But focs like theſe— 0. One Flatterer's worſe than 


| ail. N 
Of all mad creature, if the learn'd are right, 10 
It is the ſlaver ki:ls, aud not the bite. 

A fool quite angry is quite innocent: 

Alas! tis ten times wo. fe when they repent. 
One dedicates in high heroic proſe, 

Aud ridicules beyoud a hundred foes: 

One from all Grub-ftreet will my fame defend, 

Aud, more abuſive, calls himſcif my friend. | 

This prints my letters, that expects a bribe, | 

And others rozr aloud, © Subicribe, ſubicride! 
There arc, who to my perſon pay their c 


4 


I congh like Horace, aid, though lean, am ſhor 
Ammon's great ſon one ſhoulder had tuo high, 
Such Cvill's noſc, and, Sir! vou have an cye 
Go on, obliging creature, make me ſce 
Al that diigrac d my betters, met in ne. 

ay for my comle:t, larguiſhing in bed, 

** Juſt fo immortal Maro heid his head; 
ud when I die, be ture Yau let me know 
Great Homer dy'd three thouſand years 290. 


55 


Why did l write? what fin to me voknown 12 * 


Dipp'd me in ink, my purcnts', or my cen? 
us yet a child, nor yet a fool to ſame, 

I lifp'd in numbers, for the nunibers came. 

| kit no calling for this idle trade, wy 
No duty broke, no father diſabey d: 


To help me through this long diſeaſe, my life; 


Io ſccond, Arbuthnot! thy art and care, 


And teach, the being you preſerv d, to bear. 

But why then publiſh ? Granville the polite, 133 
And knowing Walſh, would tell me I could write; 
_ Well-natur'd Garth infl m'd with early praiſe, 
And Congreve lov'd, and Swift endur'd my lays; 
The courtly Talbot, Somers, Sheſſield read, 


5 
The — 
110 But wonder how the devil they got there. 


ourt: 
115 This, who can gratify? for who can gueſs? 
t. The Bard whom pilier*d paſtorals renown, 
—|\Tuſt writes to make his barrenneſs appear, 


120 


130 
he Muſe but ſerv'd to eaſe ſume friend, not wite; 


From ſlaſhing Bentley down to pidling I ibalds: 
Each wight, who reads not, and but ſcans and 

| | WM 
Tach Wed. catcher, that lives on — 5 1 
Ev 'n ſuch ſmall Critics ſome regard may claim, 
!'reſerv'd in Milton's or in Shakeſpeare's name. 
Pretty! in amber to obſerve the forms 


Of hairs, or ſtraws, o dirt, or grubs, or worms! 170 


we know are neither rich nor rare, 
Were others angry: I excus'd them too; 
Well might they rage, I gave them but their due. 
A man's true merit 'tis not hard to find; bas .- 
But each man's ſecret ſtandard in his mind, 
That caſting-weight pride adds to emptineſs, 


Who turn a Perſian tale for half a crown, 190 | 
ht lines 2 : 


year; 3 5 
e, who, ſtill wanting, though he lives on theft, 


And ſtrains from hard · bound brains, cig 


Steals much, ſpends little, yet has nothing left : 


And he, who, now to ſenſe, now nonſenſe leaning, 
1 | 185 
Me ans nat, but blunders round about a meaning: 
And he, whoſe fuſtian's ſo ſublimely bad, | 

it is not poetry, but proſe run mad: 


| All theſe, my modeſt Satire bad tranſate, 


And own'd tizat nine ſuch poets made a Late. 100 
How did they fume, and ſtamp, and roar, and chatc ! 
And ſweer, not Addiſon himſelf was ſafe. SEL 
Peacc to all ſuch! but were there ene whoſe fires 
True Genius kindles, and fair fame inſpires; = | 
Bleſt with each talent and each art to pleaſe, 195 
And born to write, converſe, and live with cafe : 
Should ſuch a man, too fond to rule alone, 
Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne, 
| View him with ſcornuful, yet with jealous eyes, 


And hate for a:ts that caus'd himfelf to riſe; 200 


Ev'n mitred Rocheſter would nod the lead, 149] Damn with faint praiſe, aſſent with civil leer, 
And St. John's ſelf, (great Dryden's friends before) And, without ſnecring, teach the reſt to ſnecr; 


Wich open arms received one poet more. 


Happy my ſtudies, when by theſe approv'd! 
Happier their Author, when by theſe belov'd! 
From theſe the world will judge of men and 


Not from the Burnets, Oldmixons, and Cooks. _ 


books, 
145 


Willing to wound, and yet afraid to ſtrike, 
Juſt hint a fault, and heſitate dilike; 
Alike reſerv* to blame, or to commend, 
A timorous foe, and a ſuſpicious friend; 
Dreading even foo!s, by ilatterers beſieg'd, 
And io obliging, that he nc er obliged; 

* 302 | 


20 


— 


% 
F 


While Wits and Tempylars every ſentence raiſe, 


Anda true Pindar ſtood without a head) 
Receiv'd of wits an undiſtinguiſh'd race, 


Of all thy blameleſs life the ſole return | 
_ My Verle, ang Queenſberry weeping o'er thy u urn! 
2 


60 His wit all ſee - ſaww, between that and this, 


Nor know, if Denni be alive or dead. 


And wonder with a fooliſh face of praiſe 
Who but muſt laugh, if ſuch a man there be ? 
Who would not weep, if Atticus were he 


What though my name ſtood rubric on the walls,“ (Cries prating Ealbus' ſomething will come out. 
Ir plaiſter'd poſts, with claps, in capitals? 


Or ſmoaking forth. $ hundred — load, 
On wings of winds came flying all abroad? 
I ſought no homage from the race that write; 


I kept, like Afian Monarchs, from their fight: 220 


Poems | heeded (now berhym'd ſo long) 


No more than thou, great Gecrze! a both-day ſong. 
I ne*er with wits or witlings paſs'd my days, 

To ſpread about the itch of verſe and praiſe; 
Nor, like a puppy, daggled through the town, 225 
Jo fetch and carry fing-fong up and down ; 


Nor at Rehearials ſwent, and movutir'd, and cry'd, 


— — orange at wy fide; 
ut, fick of „and prate | 
To Buſo left the who!e Caflab an fare. 
Proud as Apollo on his forked hill, 
Sate full- blown Bufo, puff id by every quill ; 
Fed with ſoft Dedication all cay lorg. 
Horace and he went hand in hand in 


ſong, | 
His Library (where buſts of Poets dead 23 


230 


Who firſt his judgment aſk'd. and then a place; | 
Much they extoll'd his pictures, much bis 2 
And natter'd every day. and ſometimes eat; 


240 
TI. grown more frugal in his riper days, 
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Like Cato, give bis litre Senate laws, | Why am I aſk'd what next ſhall ſee the light? 
And tit attentive to his own applauſe ; 


210 Heavens! was | born for nothing but to write? 


Has Life no joys for me? or (to be grave) 
Have I no iriend to ſerve, no foul to fave? 
41 fouud him cloſe with Swiſt—indecd? ro doubt 


275 


21 5 ON lm vain, deny it as I wil. 


No, ſuch a Genius never can lie ſtill; 


And then for mine obiigingly miſtakes 


| The firſt Lampeon Sir Wil: or Pubo makes. 
Poor, guilileſs 1! and can I chooſe tut ſmi e, 
\ ever; Coxcomb knows me by my Style? 
| * Curſt ke the verſe, how well ſoeꝰ er it flow, 
That tends to make one worthy man my tce, 
Give Virtue ſcandal, Innocence a fear, 
Or from the ioſt-ey d Virgin ſteal a Tear 
But he who hurts a harmleſs neighbour's peace, 
Inſults fall'n Worth, or Beauty in diſtreſs, 
Who loves a Lie, lame ſlander helps about, 
Who writes a Libel, or who copies out: 290 
That Top, whoſe pride affects a patron's name, 
Yet abſent, wounds an autlior*s honeſt fame: | 


285 


{Who can your merit ſelfiſnly approve, 
 TAnd ſhes the ſenſe of it without the "BY 3 


W- ho bas the vanity to call you friend, 
Vet wants the honour, injur'd, to detent; z 


295 


5 Who tells whate*er you think, hate er you ſay, 


And, it he lie not, mutt at leaſt betray: 

Who to the Dean and filver bell can ſwear, 

Anci ſees at Cannons what was never there; 300 
Who re ads but with a luſt to miſappiy, 


Make datire a Lampoon, and Fiction Lie. 


Aach lire nine no honeſt man ſhall Send, 


He paid ſome bar ds with port, and ſome with praiſe, But ail fuch Habbling blockheads in his ſtead. 


To fone a dry rehearſal was aſſfign'd, 


And others (harder ſtill) he paid in kind. 
Dryden alone (what wonder?) came rot nigh, 245 
Dryden alone eſcap'd this judg ing eye: 


But ſtill the Great have kindneſs in reſerve, 


He help'd to bury whom he helpꝰd to ſtarve. 
May ſome clioice patron bleſs each grey gooſe L 


quill! 
May every Eavius have his Bufo fil! ! 


So when a Stateſman wants a day's deferce, 
Or Envy holds a whole week's war viith Senſe, 
Or fimple pride for flattery makes demands, 
May dunc by cence be whiſtied eff my hands! 


Rleſt be tte Great! for thoſe they take away, 


Lett me ta ſee neglected genius bloom, 
Neglected die, and tell it on his tomb: 


On let me live my own, and die ſo too! 


| (To live and die is all I have to do:) 
_ Maintain a Poet's dignitv and eaſe, 


[Half froth, ha. venons, ſpits himſelf abroad, 


| Let Sporus tremble—A. What? that thing of filk, 
305 
Sporus, that mere wiiite curd of Afs's milk? 
Satire of ſer ſe, alas ! can Sporus feel? 
| Who breath a butrerfly upon a wheel? 
. Yer let me flap this bug with gilded wings, 
nis p..nted chi lil of dirt, that ſtinks and ſtings; 


Wi. oſe bez the witty and the fair annoys, 


> Yet wit n er 11ſtes, and beauty ne*'cr enjoys: 
do weli-bred ſpar.: eis civilly delight 
ln mumbling of tie game they dare not bite. 
Eternal ſmiles his emptineſs a 


ng. 
As ſhallow fireams run dimpling all the way. 


255 WI. ether in fiorid impgtence he ſpeaks, 
And thoſe they left me; for they left me Gay: | 


Ani, as the prompter breathes, the puppet _ 5 
O at the ear of Eve, familiar Toad, | 
320 
In puns, or polit. cs, or tales, or lies, 
Or ſpite, or ſmut, or rhymes, or blaſphemies. 
Now l. igh, now low, now maſter up, now 


Ad ſce what friends, and read what hooks I pleaſe: I 
Above a Patron, though I condeſcend | 
Sometimes to call a Miniſter my fr.end. 

I was not born for Courte or great affairs: 


265 


3 + Pay my debts, believe, and ſay my prayers ; 
an ſleep withovt a Poem in my 


al. 
And he himfelf one vile Antitheſis. = * 
Amplubious thing! that, acting either part, | 


2 The trifling head! or the corrupted heart, 


op at the toilet, flatterer at the board, 
Now trips a Lady, and now ſtruts a Lord. 
Eve's tempter thus the Rabbins have expreſt, 339 
A Cherub's face, a reptile all the reſt. 
Beauty that ſhocks you, parts that none will truſt, 
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Not Fortune's worſhipper, nor Faſhion's fool, 


Not Lucre's madman, nor Ambition's tool, 
Nat proud, nor ſervize; be one Poct's Praiſe, 
That, if he pleas'd, he pleas' d by manly ways : 


That Flattery, een to Kings, he held a ſhame, 
And thought a Lie in verſe or prof:: the ſame; 


That not in tancy's maze he wander'4 long, 
But ſtoop'ꝗ to ruth, and moraliz'd his fong : 

That not for Fame, but Virtre's better end, 

He ſtood the furious foe, the timid fricnd, 

The damning critic, half approving wit, 

The coxcomb nit, or fearing to be hit; 

Laugh'd at the loſs of friends he never had, 

The dull, the proud, the wicked, 2nd the mad ; 

The d.ſtant thre ts of vengeance on his head, 

The blow unfelr, the tear he never ſhed; 2h 

The tale reviv*d, the lie fo oft o'erthrown, 

Ti,” imputed trath, and dulinefs not his own; 


The morals blacken'd when the writings "ſcape, No Courts ke ſaw, no ſuits would ever try, 


The libel'd perſon, and the pictur'd ſhape; 

| Abuſe, on all lie low d. or lov'd him, ſpread, 

A friend in exile, or a father dead; 

The whiſper, that, to greaineſs tin too near, 

Perhaps, vet vibrates on his Sovereigi.'s e — 

Weicome cr thee, fair Virtue! all the paſt : 

For thee, ſair Virtue! welcome een the laſt! 

A. But why inſult the poor, affront the great ?, 
P. A knave 's a knave, to me, in every ſtate : 

Alike my ſcorn, if he ſuccced or fail, 

Sporus at court, or Japhet in a jail; 

A hireling ſeribdler, or a hireling peer, 

Knight of the poſt corrupt, or of the ſhire; 
If on a Pillory, or near a i hrone, | 

He gain his Prince's ear, or loſe his o .. 

Yet ſoft by nature, more a dupe than wit, 


Sappho can tell you how this man was bit: 


h is greaded Sar'rift Dennis will confeſs _ 
Foe to his pride, hut friend to his ditireſ; : 


So humbie, he has knocked at Thibbaid's coor, 
| Has drunk wit Cihber, nay has rhym' d tor Moor. 


Full ten years ſlander'd, did he once reply? 
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Let the two Curlls of Town and Court, abuſe 380 4 
335] His father, mother, body, foul ard muſe. | 

_ [Yet why! that Father held it tur a rule, 
It was a fin to call our neig ubour fool: 
That harmleſs Mother thought no «1ife a whore: 
f [Hear this, anc ſpare his family. James Moore ! 385 
340 VL nſpotted name, and memorable long! 
If there be force in Vi tue, or n Song. 

Of gende blood (part ſhed in Honour's cauſe, 
While yet in Britain Honour had applauſc) 
Lach parent fpruag—A. What fortune, pray ?—P. 
345] Their own. 390 

And better got, than Beſtia's from the throne. | 
Born to no Pride, inheriting yo Strife, 
Nor marrying oiſcoro in anole wie, 
Isi ranger to civil and religious rage, | 
35 The good man walk'd innox ou through his ape. 
395 


Nor dar*d an Oath, nor hazarde a Lie. 

Unicarn'd, he knew no ſchoolmarꝰs ſubtle art, 

355 No aner age, but the language of the heart. 

[By Nature honeſt, by xperience wiſe! 400 
Healthy by temperance, and by exerciſe ; ng 
His lie, though long, to ſickneſs paſt unknown, 

His death was inſtanr, and without a groan. 

60 0 grant me thus to live, and thus to die 

4 1 Who Greng Gem — leſs joy than I. | 
O Friend! may each domeſtic bliſs be thine ! PY ! 
Ne no unpleafing Melancholy mine: 

365 Ne, let the tender office long engage, 

I To rock the cradle of repoſing Age, | EE, 
| With lenient arts extend a Motner's breath, 410 

; {Maxe Languor ſmile, and ſmooth the bed of Death, 
Explore tne thought, explain the aſking =_ 
370 And keep a while one parent from the ſky! 

[On cares like theſe it length ot days attend, 

May Heaver, to bleſs thoſe days, preſerve my friend, 


Preſerve him ſocial, chearful, and ſcrene, wa 


Three thouſand ſuns went down on Welſtce; lie. And juſt as rich as when he fſerv'd a Queen! 


To picaſe hie miſtreſs, one aſpers'd his fe ; 
Fe laſh'd him not, but let her be his wife: 


Let Budee!] charge low Grug-ttreet on his quill, F 


aud write : whate” er he  pleas'd, _ his Will; 


A Whether that hlefſipg be deny'd or given, 
Thus tar was right, the reſt belongs to Heaven. 


. 
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rote to pour cut all myſelf, as plain | 

As downright Sippen. or as old Montagne: 

In them, as certain to be lov'd 48 cen, 

The Soul ſtond forth, nor vent 4 ri Ouy::7 witi;in ) 
In me what ſpot (for pots | har 
Will prove at 1:: aſt tue Mc. 


J. ng ear, 
m mu e cicai. 
In this impartial glaſs, my Nile nt ucis 


. 9. 
* 


— i ha are (I ſcarce can think it, but am Fair to expoſe myſelf, my ſors, my trier Vs; 


There are, to whom my Satire ſeems too hold: 
Scarce to wiſe Peter complaiſant enough, 
And ſomething ſaid of Chartres much too 


Lord Fanny ſpins a thouſand ſuch a day. 
Timorous by nature, of the Rich in awe, 

I come to Council learned in the Law: 
You'll give me, like a friend both ſage and free, 


vbliſh the p reſent age; but where my text 


Ny foes ſhall wiſh my life a longer date, 
und ever; trien the ieſs lament my fate. 


The lines are weak, another pieas'd to ſay, gf; heal and heart thus flowing through my quill, 


Verſman or Proſemun, term me what you will, 


ke good Eraſmi's in an honett mean, 
In modcratior placing all my glory, 


Advice; and (as you uſe) without a Fee. 1c} While Lories call me Whig, and Whigs a Tory. 


F. I'd write no more. 
P. m 
And for my ſoul i cannot ſleep a wink. | 
I nod in company, I wake at night, 4 
| Foolsruſh into my head, and fo I write. . 
F. You could not do a worſe thing for your life. 


Why, if the nights ſeem tedious—take a wife: 

Or rather truly, if your point be reſt, 

Lettuce and cowſlip wine; * Probatum eſt." 
But talk with Celſus, Celius will adviſe | 
Hartſhorn, or ſomething that ſhall cloſe your * 


7 or, if you needs muſt write, write Czfar's Praiſe, 


f Yowl gain at leaſt a Knighthood, or the Bays. 
ä 9 like Sir Richard, rumbling, rough ans 


Wich — George and Brunſwick crowd the Bulls aim their horns, and Aſſes lift their heels 3 EE: 


verſe, 


Rend with tremendous ſound your ears aſunder, 25! 


With Gun, Drum, Trumpet, Blunderbuſe, and 
Thunder? | 
Or nobly wile, with Budgell's fire and force, 
Paint Angels trembling round his falling Horſe : 
F. Then all your Muſe's ſofter art diſplay, 
| Let Carolina ſmooth the tuneſul lay, 
Lull with Amelia's liquid name the Nine, 
And ſweetly flow through all the Royal Line. 
P. Alas! few verſes touch their nicer ear; 
They ſcarce can bear their Laureate twice a year 3 ; 
And juſtly Cæſar ſcorns the Poet's lays, 35 
It is to Hiftory he truſts for Praiſe. 
BE — 4 I'll maintain it ſtill, 
Than ridicule all Taſte, blaſpheme vadrille, 
| Abuſe the City's beſt good men in — 
And laugh art Peers that put their truſt in Feter. 40 


f Eva thoſe you touch not, hate you. 


P. What ſhould ail em? 

F. A hundred ſmart in Timon and in Balaam: 
The fewer ſtill you name, you wound tlie more; 
Bond is but one, but Harpax is a ſcore. 

P. Each mortal has his pleaſure: none deny 45 
Scarſdale his Bottle, Darty his Ham- pye; | 
Ricotta fps and dances, till ſhe 
The doubling Luſtres dance as faſt as ſhe: 

F— loves the Senate, Hockleyhole his — 
. - 0 


15 


Satire 's my weapon, but I'm too diſercet 
To run a-muck, and tiit at ail I meet; 70 
I only wear it in a land of Hectors, 
Thieves, Supercargoes, Sharpers, and DireQors. 
Save hut our army ! aud Jet Jove i.cruſt | 
Swords, pikes, and guns, with everlaſting ruſt ! 


But touch me, and no miniſter ſo ſore 
Mice'er offends, at. ſome unlucky time 
Slides into verſc, and hitches-in a rhyme, 
Sacred to ridicule his whole life long, 


SJander or Poiſen dread from Delia's rage ; 
"Hard words or hanging, if your Judge he Page. 
From furious Sappho ſcarce a milder fate, 

P. x'd by her love, or libell'd by her hate. my 
Its proper power to hurt, each creature feels: 85 


"Tis a Bes talent not to kick, but hug; 
And no man wenders he *s not ſtung by bug. 
do drink with Walters, or with Chartres cat, 


- 'Il never poiſon you, they M only cicat. go 


Then, learned Sir! {to cut the matter ſhert) 
Whate'er my fate, or well or ill at Court ; | 
M hether Old- age. with faint but chearfu} ray, 


30 Atrends to gild the Evening of my day. 1 
Or Deatli's black wing already be diſplay'd, 95 


To wrap me in the univerfal ſhace ; 
ether the darken'd room to muſe invite, 
Or whiten'd wall provoke the ſæewer to write : 
In durance, exile, Bedlam, or the Mint, 


8. 
In flower of Age you periſh for a ſong! a 
Plums and Directors, Shylock and his Wiſe, 
Will club their Teſters, now, to take your fe! 


Zrand che b bold front of ſhameleſs guilty men; 

Dath the proud Gameſter in his gilded Car; 
are the mean Heart that lurks beneath a Star; 
Can there be wanting, to defend Her cauſe, 

Lights of the Church, or Guardians of the Laws ? 


Could penſion'd Boileau laſh in honeſt ſtrain 
— and Bigots ev'n in Louis my? ? 


Vice oo hieb, re ſcrve it for the rext: 65 


Fapift or hroteſtant, or both between, 65 


Peace is my dear delight not Fleury's moe: 75 


8 the ſad burthen of ſome merry ſong - 80 


Like Lee or Budgell, 1 will rhyme and print. 100 5 
. Alas, young man!: your days can ner be 


. What? arm'd for Virtue when 1 * the 


110 


Could 
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I will, or periſh in the generous cauſe: - 


Wich eyes that pry not, tongue that ne'er repeat; By what Criterion de you eat, d'ye think, 


To help who want, to forward who excel ; He finds no reliſh in the ſweeteſt meat, 


Such as Sir Rohert would approve-— 


ä — 
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* N 2 . 2 4 | 
Gould Laureate Dryden Pimp and Friar engage, ] Not when a gilt Buffet s reflected pride 5 
Yet neither Charles ror James be in a rage ? Turns you from ſound Philoſophy atide ; | 
And I not ſtrip the gilding off a Knave, 115 Not when from plate to plate your eye-balls roll, 


Tinplac'd, unpenfion'd, no man's heir or flave? And the brain dances to the mantling bowl. | 
| Hear Bethel's Sermon, one not vers'd in ſchcols, 
Hear this, and tremble! you, who ſcape the But ſtrong in ſenſe, and wiſe without the rules. 10 
Laws. 3 Go work, hunt, exercife! (he thus began) 
Yes, while I live, no rich or noble knave Then ſcorr. a homely dinner, if you can. 


Shall walk the World, in credit, to his grave. 120 Your wine lock'd up, your Butler ftroll'd abroad, | 


To Virtue only and her friends a Friend, Or fiſh deny'd (the river yet unthaw'd), 


The World befide may murmur, or commend. If then plain bread and milk will do the feat, 15 


Know, all the diſtant din that world can keep, The pleaſure lies in you, and not the meat. 
Rolls o'er my Grotto, and but ſooths my ſleep. Winn gy — 1 
There, retreat the beſt Companions grace, Wi a pheaſant before a hen; 
"oF SO 125iYet hens of Guinea full as good I hold, | | 
Chiefs out of war, and Stateſmen out of place. Except you eat the feathers green and gold. 20 
There St. John mingles with my friendly bowl Of cas ps and mullets why prefer the great, 


| The Feaſt of Reaſon and the Flow of foul: (Though cut in pieces ere my Lord can eat) 
And He, whoſe lightning pierc'd th? Iberian Lines, Vet for ſmall Turbots ſuch eſteem profeſs ? 
No forms my Quincunx, and now ranks my Becauſe God made theſe large, the other lefs. 


| Vines; Oldfield, with more than Harpy throat endued, 25 
Or tames the Genius of the ſtubborn plain, Cries, 4 Send me, Gods! a whole Hoy barde- 
Almoſt as quickly as he conquer*d Spain. | cued !“ | EIS 

Envy muſt own, I live among the Great, Oh blaſt it, South-winds ! till a ſtench exhale | 
No Pimp of pleaſure, and no Spy of ftarte; Rank as the ripeneſs of a rabbit*s tail. 


135 IK this is priz'd for ſweetneſs, that for ſtink? 
Fond to ſpread friendſhips, but to cover heats; When the tir'd glutton labours through a treat, 


| This, all who know me, know; who love me, He calls for ſomething dimer, ſomething ſour, 


„ | And the rich feaſt concludes extremely poor: 
And who unknewn defame me, let them be I Cheap eggs, and herbs, and olives, ſtill we ſee; 35 
| Scribblers or Peers, alike are Mob to me. 140 Thus much is left of old Simplicity! So 
This is my Plea, on this I ren my cauſe— | The Robin-red-breaſt till of late had reſt, 


What faith my Council, learned in the laws ? — And children ſacred held a Martin's neſt, 


F. Your Plea is goed ; but ſlill I fay, beware! Tin Beccaficos fold fo dev'liſh dear 5 
Laws are explain'd by men—ſo have a care. To one that was, or would have been, a Peer. 40 


It ſtands on record, that in Richard's times 1456 Let me extol a Cat, on oyſters fed, 


| 1 
A man was hang'd for very honeſt rhymes; l ' have a Party at the Bedford-head; 
Conſult the Statute, 4% quazt.” I think, it __ Or ev'n to crack live Crawfiſh recommend 3 
_ « Edwardi ſext.“ or prim. et quint. Eliz. T Id never doubt at Court to make a friend. 
See Libels, Satires—here you have it—read. || *Tis yet in vain, I own, to keep a pother 45 
pP. Libels and Satires! lawleſs things indeed! | About one vice, and fall into the other: N 
But grave Epiſtles, bringing Vice to light, Between Exceſs and Famine lies a meanz 
Such as a King might read, a Hiſhop write, Plain, but not ſordid ; though not ſplendid, clean. 


7 _ | Avidien, or his Wife, (no matter which 
F. Indeed For him you l call a dog, and her a bitch) 50 


The Caſe is alter" d—you may then proceed; 153 Sell their preſented partridges, and fruits, | 


In ſuch a caſe the Plaintiff will be hiſs'd, And humbly live on rabbits, and on roots : 


Aud is at once their vinegar and wine. 55 

Rut on ſome lucky day (as when they found 55 
A loſt Bank bill, or heard their ſon was diown'd), 
VV It ſuch a feaſt, old vinegar to ſpare, | 
IS en a ogg CLIN Is what two fouls io generous cannot bear: 

5 B O O K | 1 | Oil, though it ſtink, they drop by drop impart, 


ki Lords the judges laugh, and you're difmiſs'd. One half-pint bottle ſerves them both to dine, - 


„ . | nut ſowſe the cabbage with a hounteous heart. (Co | 
2 Ar r I He knows to live, who keeps the middle ſtate, 
SATIRE II. 1 And neither leans on this fide, nor on that ; mT 
Nor ſtops, for one bad cork, his butler's pay, 


TO MR. BETHEL. Swears, like Albutius, a good cook away; 
dy oy | „ Nor lets, like Nævius, every error paſs, 65 
NIJHAT, and how great, the Virtue and the The muſty wine, ſoul cloth, or greaſy glaſs. 
LT — OTE Now hear what bleſſings Temperance can bring: 
To live on little with a c!:cerful heart; | (Thus ſaid our friend, and what lie ſaid I ſing) 
(A doctrine ſage, bu: truly none of mine) kFirſt Healch: The ſtomach (cramm'd from every diſh, 
Let 's talk, my {iends, but talk beſore we dine. 4 tomb of bgil'd and roaſt, and fleſh and fiih, » 


Wbore 
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How coming to the Poet every Muſe ! 
Not but we may exceed, ſome holy time, 


J 


400 
| Where bile, and wind, and phlegm, and acid jar, 


And all the man is ont inteſt.ne war) 
Remembers oft the 5ct.ool-boy's 


The temperate ſlecps, and ſpirits light as air. 


pes yan annie Worſhipful and Reverend gueſt 


5 

Riſe from a „ or a City feaſt! , 
What life in all that ample body, ſay ? 
What heavenly particle inſpires the clay ? 
The Soul ſubſides, and wickedly inclines 
To ſeem but mortal, ev'n in ſound Divines. 80 

On morning wings how active ſprings the Mind 
That leaves the load of yeſterday behind ! 
How eaſy every labour it purſues! | 


Or tir'd in ſearch of Truth, or ſearch of Rhyme; 

Ill health fome juſt indulgence may engage; 

And more the fickneſs of long life, Old-age 3 

For fainting Age what cordial drop 

If our intemperate Youth the veſſel drains? | 
Our fathers prais'd rank Ven'fon. You ſup- 


poſe, 
young men! our fathers had no noſe. 


. Noe a Buck was then a week's repaſt, 


And "twas their 


n —— themſelves at home. 


I That ſweeteſt muſic to an honeſt ear; 


point, 2 to make it laſt ; 
ma ature their friends could 


95 


{ 


Why had not I in theſe good times my birth, 0 


Ere coxcomb pyes or coxcombs were on earti: ? 
Unworthy he, the voice of Fame to hear, 


| (For faith, Lord Fanny! you are in the 
| The world's good word is better than a ſong) 


Are no rewards for want, and infamy ! 
When Luxury has lick'd up all thy | 
Curs'd be thy neighbours, thy truſſees, "rhyſelf, 


To friends, to fortune, to mankind a ſhame, 


Think how poſterity will treat thy name ; 


And buy a rope, that future times may tell 
| Thou haſt at leaſt beſtow'd one uy well. 


110 


e r 


4 3 is inſolence indeed: 


In me tis noble, ſuits my birth and 8 


„ My wealth unwieldy, and n 


rr ray, 


And ſhine that ſuperfluĩty away. 

Oh Impudence of wealth with all thy tore, 

Ho dar'it thou let one worthy man be poor 
Shall half the new-bvuilt churches round thee fall? 


n 


115 


1 


120 


As M o's was, but not at five per cent. 


Who thinks that Fortune a her 
mind, 


POPE'S POEMS. 


And who ſtands fafeſt? tell me, is it he 
That ſpreads and fwells in puff d Proſperity, 
Or bleſt with little, whoſe preventing care 
831 X otra 
BzTurr ſpoke, who aiways ſpeaks his 


thought, 

And always thinks the very thing he ought : 
His equal mind I copy what I can, 

as I love, would imitate the Man. 
In South-ſea days not happier, when ſurmis'd 
The Lord of thouſands, and if now Excis'd ; 
In foreſt planted by a Father's hand, 
Than in five acres now of rented land. 


130 


135 


Content with little 1 can piddle here 


On brocoli and mutton, round the 


——— 
5 But ancient friends (though poor, or out of play) 


That tcuch my bell, I cannot turn away. 140 
dis true, no Turbots 


my boards, 
But gudgeons, flounders, what my Thames affords; 


Io Hounflow-heath I point, and Banſted-down, 
90 Thence comes your mutton, and theſe chicks my 


own: 

From yon old walnut-tree a ſhower ſhall fall; 145 
And grapes, long-lingering on my only wall, 
Ard figs from ſtandard and eſpalier join; | 
The devil is in yoy if you cannot dine : | 
Then _ healths (your Miſtreſs ſhall have 

K * A | 
And, what ' more rare, a Poet thall ſay Grace. 150 
| Fortune rot much of humbling me can boaſt: 
Though double tax'd, how little have I loſt! = 


| 


100 Eefore, and after Standiug Armies came. 


— IM cornes tco early, none 


| |The Chancery takes your rents for twenty year: 


My Life s amuſements have been juſt the ſame, 


; My lands are fold, my father's houſe is gone; 


155 
1 hire another's ? is not that my own, 10 


Who has not learn'd, ſreſh ſturgeon and * . chrough whoſe free opening | 


Sate 

none too late; 

(For I, who hold ſage Homer's rule the ben, 
Welcome the cominy, ſpeed the going gueſt.) 160 


Fray heaven it laſt ! (cries Swift) as you go on; 


I with to God this houſe had been your own : 

* Pity: to build, without a ſon or wiſe; 

* Why, you I enjoy it only all your life.”* 

Well, if the uſe be mine, can ; it concern one, 163 
Whether the name belong to Pope er Vernon? 
What 's Property? dear Swiſt! you ſee it alter 
From you to me, from me to Peter Walter; | 
Or, in a mortgage, prove a Lawye: 's ſhare; 8 
Or, in a jointure, vaniſh from the heir; 1760 
Or in pure equity (the caſe not clear) „ 


At beſt, it ſalls to ſome ungracious ſon, DE, 
|Who cries, “ My father's damn'd, and all 's my 

. && own. Ke 
ee that to Bacon could retreat afford, 175 
Become the portion of a booby Lord; | 
And Hemfley, once proud Buckingham” $ delight, 
Slides to a Scrivener, er a City Knight. 
Let lands and houſes have what lords they will, 


Prepares # rand jſt for all mankind. 


Les Us be far and curews mafſer's ll. „ 


"I 
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B O O0 5 Not to go back, is ſomewhat to advance, 
| K I. * leaſt before tizey dance. | 
| 3 Say, does thy blood rebel, thy boſom move $6 
; 3 With wretched Avarice, or as wretched Love? 
EPISTLE I. Know, there are Words, and Spells, which an 
| | controul 

Petween the Fits this Fever of the foul: 
| Know, — 42 Rhymes, which freſh and freſſi 
| apply 

Will cure the arrant'ft Puppy of his Pride. 60 
. Jonx, whoſe love indulg* my labours paſt, |Be furious, envious, ſlothful, mad, or drunk, 
857 Matures my preſent, and ſhall bound my laft Slave to a Wife, or Vaſſal to a Punk, 


TO LORD ene 


Why will you break the ſabbatii of my cays; A Switz, a High-dutch, or a Low- dutch Bear; 
— ſick alike of Envy and of Pra.ſe. Al chat we aſk is but a patient Ear. | | 
public too long, ah let me hide my age! 5| *Tis the firſt Virtue, Vices to abhor; 65 |} 
See modeſt Cibber now has left the Stave : And the firſt Wiſdom, to be Fool no more. BY 
Dur Generals now, retir'd to their Ettates, But to the world no bngbear is ſo great, 
Hang their Oid Trophies o'er the Garden gates, fas want of figure, and a ſmall Eftate. ., 
In Life's cool Evening ſatiate of 4pylauſe, To either India fee the Merchant fly, . þ 
Nor fond of bleeding, ev 'n in Bxuxswicx's cauſe. Scar d at the ſpectre of pale Poverty l „ 4 
A voice there is, that whiſpers in my ear, See him, with pains of body, pangs of ſoul, a = 
('Tis Reaſon's vcice. which ſometimes one can] Burn through the Tropic, freeze beneath the Pole ! 2 N 
hear) Wilt thou do nothing ſor a nobler end, | 1 
Friend Pope! be prudent, let your Muſe take|Nothing, to make Philoſophy thy friend ? 1 
« breath, To ſtop thy fooliſh views, thy long defires, 7 = 
And never gallop Pegaſus to death; | And eaſe thy heart of all that it admires ? 9 


l. eſt ſtiff, and ſtately, void of fire or force, 15 Here Wiſdom calls: Seek Virtue firſt, be bold! 
_ « You limp, like Blackmore, on a Lord Mayor's * As Gold to Silver, Virtue is to Gold.“ 


horſe.” There London's voice, Get Money, Money ſtill! 
Farewell then Veiſe, and Love, and every Toy,“ And then let Virtue follow, if ſhe will.” 80 
The Rhymes and Rattles of the Man or Boy; This, this the ſaving doctrine, preach'd to all, 
What right, what true, what fit we juſtly call, From low St. James's up to high St. Paul! | 
Let this be all my care for this is All: 20 From him whoſe quills ſtand quiver*d at his ear, 
To lay this harveſt up, and hoard with haſte, To him who notches ſticks at Weſtminſter, . 
What every day will want, and moſt, "1 laſt. --- Bernard in ſpirit, ſenſe, and truth abounds; 88 
But atk not, to what Doctors I apply ? | * Pray then, what wants he?“ — . 


Sworn to no Maſter, of no Set am I: | 
As drives the ſtorm, at any door I knock, 25 A penſion, or ſuch Harneſs for a ſlave 3 
And hauſe with Montagne now, or now with As Bug now has, and Dorimant would have. Wi 


| Locke: Pernard, thou art a Cit with all thy worth; T 
Sometimes a Patriot, active in dehate, | But Bug and Del, Their Honours, and fo forth. 90 | 
Mix with the World, and battle for the "TY Vet every child another ſong will fing, 
3 | Free as youne Lyttelton, her cauſe purſue, ö Virtue, brave boys! tis Virtue makes a King.” 
. Still true to Virtue, and as warm as true: 30 True, conſcious Honour, is to feel no fin, | 
Sometimes with Ariſtippus, or St. Paul, He 's arm'd without that 's innocent within; 
| Indulge my candour, and grow all to all; Be this thy Screen, and this thy Wall of Braſs; 95 
Back to my native Moderation ſlide, | Compar'd to this, a Miniſter 8 an Aſs. 
And win my way by yieldirg to the tice. And ſay, to which ſhall our applauſe belong, ö 
Long, as to him who works for debt, an of This new Court: jargon, or the good old ſong ? 
Long as the Night to her whoſe Love s away, The modern language of corrupted Peers, | 
Long as the Year's dull circle ſeems to run, Or what was ſpoke at Cu 18851 or Poi TIE RS? 100 
When the briſk Minor pants for ns; IV ho counſcls beſt ? who whiſpers, * Be but great, 
$0 flow ti unprofitable moments roll, “ With Praiſe or Infamy leave that to fate ; 
* That lock up all the Functions of the ſoul; 400 Get Place and Wealth, if poſſible with grace; 
TDuhat keep me from myſelf; and ſill delay | * If not, by any means, get Wealth and Place.” 
Life's inſtant bufineſs to a future day : For what? to have a Box where Eunuchs ing, 1 105 
That taſk, which as we follow, or deſpiſe, - [And foremoſt in the Circle eye a King. | 
The eldeſt is a fool, the youngeſt wiſe : | Or he, who bids thee face with ſteady view 
Which done, the pooreſt can no wants 3 45 proud Fortune, and look ſna!low Greatneſs 
| And which not done, the richeſt muſt be poor. through: 
I Late as it is, I put myſelf to ſchool, And, while he bids thee, ſets tu' Example too? þ 
e And feel ſome comfort, not to be a fool. | If ſuch a Docti ine, in St. James's air, 112 '1 
Weak though I am of limb, and ſhort of fizht, Should chance to make the well dreſt RaLbi- | 
| Far from a Lynx, and not a Giant quite: 50 ſtare; 
I do what Mead and Cheſelden adviſe, In honeſt $%z take ſcandal at a Spark, 
5 * keep tlieſe — ane to 9 theſe eyes. . leſs admires the Palace than che n 
or. VI. 


3E ain. 


oa 


— One cbb and Row ef Fol. es all my — 


Adieu to Virtue, if you re once a Slave: 


Satire, be kind, and let the wretch alone: 
— But ſhew me one who has it in his power 


They change their weekly Bar ber, weekly 3 
Prefer a new Japanner, to their ſhoes; 


("i hey 
They hire their ſculler, and when once abozr!, 


My wig all powder, and all ſauff my band ; 


| White gloves, and linen worthy Lady Mary | 
; Eur when no Prelatc's Lawn, with tair-ſhirt lin'd, 


Is half ſo incoherent as my mind, 
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Faith, I ſhall give the anfwer Reynard gave: 
% I cannot like, dread Sire, your Royal Cave; 11 


« Becauſe I fee, by all the tracks about; 
« Full many a Beaſt goes in, but none come out. 


Send her to Court, you ſend herto her 
Well, if a King 's a Lion, at the 
many headed Beaſt : 


Gold, 
the 1 would Buys 2nd half be fold: 
125 
Country's wealth our mightier Miſers drain, 
plunder Provinces, the Main ; 
farm the Poor-box, ſome the Pews; 
Aſſemblies, and would keep the Stews ; 
fat Bucks on childleſs dotards fawn ; 
730 


| In dirt and darkneſs, hundreds ſtink content. 


Of all theſe ways, if each purſues his own, 


133 
To act confiſtent with himſelf an hour. | 
— ob ſaid forth, the evening bright and ain, 


o place on earth (he cry'd) like Greenwich- | 


hill! · 
Up ſtarts a Palace, lo, th' obedient baſe 


| 140) 
Slopes at its foot, the woods its fides embrace, q | 
The filver Thames reflects its marble face. | 
No let ſome whimfſey, or that Devil within Eos, 
has or know not what they £ 


| Butyinethe Kaigi (or give ks Lad) len; 145 | 
4. Away, away! take ail your ſcaffolds dow | 
For Snug 's the word : My dear! we l! Ss in 


To 
At amorous Flavio is the Rocking thrown ? 
Tliat very night he long: to lie alone. 


Y 
wn whoſe Wife elopes ſome tluĩce a qua- 


For * ſolace dies a martyr. 
Dic ever Proteus, Merlin, any witch, 
Transſorm themſelves fo ſtrangely as the Rich ? 
1 Well, but the Poor—The Poor have the ſame 


1860 


iteh; 


155 


Diſcharge their Garrets, move their beds, * run 
know not whither) in a Chaife and one; 


Grow fick, and damn the climate—like a Lord. 
160 
You laugh, half-Beav, half-Sloven if I ſtand, | 


You laugh, if coat and breeches ſtrangely vary, | 


165 
When (each opinion with the next at ſtrife, 


1 Admire we then what Earth's low entrails . . 
; A ſhores, or Indian ſeas inſold ; ; 5 


POEMS. 


I plant, root up; I build, and then c6nfound ; 
Turn round to ſquare; and ſquare 'again to round ; 


1 
You never change one muſcle of your face, 70 
You think this Madnefs but a common cafe, 

Nor once to Chancery, nor to Hale apply ; 

Yet hang your lip, to ſee a Seam awry ! 
Careleſs how ill I with myſelf agree, 175 


Who ought to make me {what he can, or none) 
That Man divine, whom Wiſdom calls her own ; 


Great without Title, without Fortune bleſs'd ; | 
Rich ” plunder'd, honour'd while op- 
e and follow'd nnen: power; : 
t _ though exil'd; free, though in | 


| FIR. yh IEG 1 18 5 
uſt leſs than Jose, and much above a King | 


Nay, half in heaven—except (what 's mighty ode) 


— ord god! 


BOOK LI 


EPISTLE vi. 
TO MR. MURRAY. 


"OT to admire, is all the Art I know, | 
1 To make men happy, and to keep them fo.” 
(Plain Truth, dear Munna, needs no flowers of 
ſ peech, 
$o take it in the very words of Creech.) | 5 
This Vault of Air, this congrezated Ball, 5 
Sclf-center*d Sun, and Stars that riſe and fall, 23 
There are, my Friend! whoſe philoſophic eyes 
Look tlirough and truſt the Ruler with his ſkies, 
To him commit the hour, the day, the year, 


And view this dreadful All without a fear. 10 


All the mad trade of Fools and Slaves for Gold? > "* 
Or Popularity? or Stars and Strings? 
The Mob's applauſes, or the gifts of Kings? 


Say, with what eyes we ought at Courts to gaze, 


And pay the Great our homage of Amaze? 
If weak the pleaſure that from theſe can fpring, 
The fear to want them is as weak a thing: 
Whether we dread, or whether we deſire, 


20 
In either caſe, believe me, we admite; 


| Whether we joy or xrieve, the ſame the curſe, 


— at better, or ſurpriz'd at worle. 


Thus 


_ Prevent the greedy, or outbid the bold : 
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ned or dad, to one extreme betray * 


Thus 
Th' unbalanc'd Mind, and ſnatch ST is 
25] A Man of wealth is dubb'd a Mam of worth, 
Venus ſhall give him Form and Anſtis Birth. 
(Believe me, many a German Prince is worſe, 


For Virtue's ſe!f may too much zeal be had; 
The worſt of Madmen is a Saint run mad. 
Go then, and if yon can, admire the ſtate 
Of beaming diamonds and reflected plate; 
Procure a Tafte to double the ſurprize, 
And gaze on Parian Charms with learned eyes: 
Be ſtruck with bright Brocade or Tyrian Dye, 
Our Birth day Nobles' ſplendid Livery. 
If yer nyt — voce — 
To ſee their Judgments vpen thy Voice; 35 
3 at Senate, Rolls, and Hall, 
Plead much, read more, dine late, or not all. 
But wherefore all this labour, all this firife ? 
For Fame, for Riches, for a noble Wiſe ? 
Shall One 1 Nature, Learning, Birth con. 
> ſpir* 

Tofu nam admire, but be admir'd, 
Sigh, while his Chloe blind to Wit and Worth 
| Weds the rich Dulneſs of ſoms Son of earth? 
Yet time ennobles or de;rades each Line ; 
It brighten*d Craggs's, and may darken thine: 
And whar is Fame? the Mcaneſt have their day, 
The Greateſt can but blaze, and paſs away. 
Grac'd as thou art, with all the Power of Words, 
So known ſo honour d, at the houſe of Lords: 


Conſpicuous Scene! another yet is nigh, 50 


(More tilent far) where Kings and Poets lie; 


on he gives a hundred pounds; 


40 
ſu in the Pomp of Life confiſt the joy ; 
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Procure her beauty, make that beauty chaſte, 
And then ſuch Friends —as cannot fail to laſt. 8e 


403 


Who, proud of Pedigree, is poor of Purſe) 
His Wealth brave Timon gloriouſly confounds; 85 


Or if three Ladies like aluckleſs Play, ; 


Takes the whole Houſe upon the Poct's day. 
Now, in ſuch exigencies not to need, 
Upon my word, you muſt be rich indeed; 
A noble ſuperfluity it craves, 
Not for yourſelf, but for your Fools and Knaves ; 
Something, which for your Honour they may cheat, 
And whied > concen aine en higne, 
r 95 
Still, ſtill be getting, never, never reſt. 
But if to Power and Place your Paſſion lie, 


Then hire a Slave, ur (if you will) a Lord, 100 
To do the Honours, and to give the word ; 
Tell at your Levee, as the Crouds approach, 


5} To whom to nod, wlom take into your Conch, 


Whom honour with your kand: to make remarks, 
| Who rules i in Cornwall, or who rules in Berks: 105 
* This may be trouhleſome, is near the Chair: 
„ That makes three members, this can chuſe a 


Where Murray (long enough his Country's _— 
Shall be no more than Tully or than Hyde ! 

_ _ Rack'd with Sciatics, martyr'd with the sion, 

Will any mertal let himſeif alone? 35 
See Ward by batter'd Beaux invited over, 
And deſperate Miſery lays hold on Dover. 

The caſe is eaſier in the Mind's diſeaſe ; | 
There all Men may be cur'd, whene'er they pleaſe. 
Would ye be blett ? deſpiſe low Joys, low Gains; 
Diſdain whatever Cornbury diſdains; | { 
Be virtuous, and be happy ſor your pains. 
| But art thou one, whom new opinions ſway, , 

One who believes as Tindal leads the way, 

_ Who Virtue and a Church alike diſovons, 

| Thinks that but words, and this but brick 
ſtores ? 

Fly then, on all the wings of wild defire, 

Admire whateꝰ er the maddeſt can admire : 

Is wealth thy paſſion ? Hence! from Pole to Pole, 


\ 
65 
and 


Where winds can carry, or where waves can * 70 


For Indian ſpices, for Peruvian Gold, 


Advance thy golden Mountain to the ſkies ; 

On the broad baſe of filty thouſand riſe, | 

Add one round hundred, and (if that's not fair) 75 

Add fifty more, and bring it to a ſquare. | 

_ Taf, mark th* advantage; juſt ſo many ſcore, 
Will Zain a Wiſe with half : as ai more, 


|| The Cordial 


Mayor.“ 5 
Instructed thus, you bow, embrace = = 
| Adopt him Son or Coufin at the the leaſt, 

Then turn about and laugh at your own Jet. 10 


Ur if your life be one continued Treat, 
If ro live well means nothing but to eat; I 
Up, up! cries Gluttony, tis break ot day, 
Go drive the Deer, and drag the finny prey; 
With hounds and horns go hunt an Appetite 115 
So Ruſſel did, but could not eat at night; 
Call'd happy Dog ! the Beggar at his door, 
And envy'd Thirſt and Hunger to the Poor. 

Or ſhall we every Decency confound ; | 
Through Taverns, Stews, and Baynios take our 


round ; 120 


K — “s lewd Cargo, or Ty—y's Crew; 


From Latian Syrens, French Circzan Feaſta, 


Return well travell d, and trans ſorm'd to Beaſts; 

Or for a titled Punk, or foreign Flame, 12 5 

Renounce our Country and degrade our Name 5 
If after all, we muſt with Wilmot oon, 

Drop of Life is Love alone, | 

And Swift cry wiſely, Vive la Bagatelle 8 


The Man that loves and laughs, mult ſure do well. 
5 13⁰ | 


Adieu—if this advice appear the 
E'en take the Counſel which I gave you firſt: 
Or better Precepts if you can im 


my heart, | 


Why do, Il follow them with 


2 
tr 
42 


12 EPISTLE 


go 


Go dine with Chartres, in each Vice outdo YOM 


: 


— 


„ ͤ—ͤ 22 — — 2 . 


: 
- 
. 

*y 

: 

: 


Had ſtill this Monſter to ſubdue at laſt. What boy but hears the ſaying of old Ben? 80 
Sure fate of all, beneath whoſe riſing ray | In all debates where Critics bear a part, 

Each ſtar of meaner merit faces away 20[© Not one but nods, and talks of Johnſon's Art 
Oppreſs d we feel the beam directly beat, I Of Shakeſpeare's Nature and of Cowley's Wit; 
Thoſe Suns of Glory pleaſe noc till they ſet. | « How Beaumont's judgment check*d what Fletcher 

To thee, the World its prefent homage pays, « writ z 
The Harveſt early, but mature the praiſe: , How Shadwell haſty, Wycherly was flow; 33 
+ Great Friend of Liberty! in Kings a Name 25 But for the Paſſions, Southerne ſure and Rowe. 
Above all Greek, above all Roman Fame: , Theſe, only theſe, ſupport the crowded tage, 
Whoſe Word is Truth, as ſacred and rever 'd, From eldeſt Heywood down to Cibber's age. 
As Heaven's own Oracles from Altars heard. | All this maybe; the people's Voicc is odd, 
Wonder of Kings! like whom to mortal eyes It is, and it is not, the voice of God. | 90 


Or Laws eftabliſh'd, and the world refſorm'd; 
Clos'd their long Glories with a ſigh, to find 
Th' unwilling Gratitude of baſe mankind ; 
All human Virtue, to its lateſt breath, T5 

Finds Envy never conquer*d, but by Death. 
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EPISTLE I. se be mantsayear, will you 


And ſhall we deem him Ancient, . 


| Or damn to all eternity at once, 

| 7 1 8 At ninety- nine a Modern and a Dunce? 60 
10 AUGUSTUS. We ſhall not quarrel for a year or two; 
2 By courteſy of England, he may do 
Then, by the rule that made the Horſe tail bare, 
I pluck out year by year, as hair by hair, | 
And melt down Ancients like a heap of mow: 65 
While you to meaſure merits, look in Stowe, 
And, eſtimating authors by the year, 
Beſtow a Garland only on a Bier. | 

(whom you and every Playhouſe bill 


f 


HILE you great Patron of mankind ! ſuſtain 
The balanc'd World, and open all the Main ; 
Your Country, chief, in Arms abroad defend ; 
At Home, with Morals, Arts, and Laws amend ; 
How ſhall the Muſe, from ſuch a Monarch ſteal 5 
An hour, and notdefraud the Public Weal ? 
Edward and Henry, now the Boaſt of Fame, 
And virtuous Alfred, a more facred Name, 
After a Liſe of generous toils endur'd, _ 
The Gaul ſubdued or Property ſecur'd, 1 = 
Ambition humbled, mighty cities ſtorm'd, 


Forgot his Epic, nay Pindaric Art, 
But {till I love the language of his heart. 


The great Alcides, every Labour paſt, « Yet ſurely, ſurely, theſe were famous men £ 


. None e*er has riſen, and none cer ſhall riſe. zo To Gammer Gurton if it give the bays, 


—_ 


And learned Athens to our art mult ſtoop, Like ewinkling ſtars the Miſcellanies o my 110 

Could ſhe behold us tumbling through a hoop. One Simile, that ſolitary ſhines EP 2 

If Time improve our Wits as well as Wine, ln the dry deſert of a thouſand lines, 
Say at what age a Poet grows divine? 50 ng ae Thought that glams through maß 

_ <þ4]l we, or ſhall we not, account him fo, 
Who dv'd perhaps, an hundred years ago? | Has fanQify'd whole poems for an age. ads: 
nd all diſpute ; and fix the year preciſe | I loſe my patience, and I own it teo, 3 
When Britiſh Bards begin t' immortalizae? When works are cenſur d, not as bad but new; 

« Who laſts a century can have no flaw ; 55| While, if our Elders break all reaſon's laws, 

I hold that Wit a Claſſic, good in law.“ | Theſe — demand not Jorg but — 


| — in one inſtance, be it yet conſeſt 


And each true Briton is to Ben ſo civil, 


And yet deny the Careleſs Huſband praiſe, 


Your People, Sir, are partial to tlie reſt: Pr fay our Fathers never broke a rule ; 
Foes to all living worth ecept your owr, hy then, I fay, the Public is a fool. | Ee 
And Advocates for folly dead and gone. But let themown, that greater Faults than we 95 
Authors, like coins, grow dear as they grow old; They had, and greater Virtues, I'll agree. e 


5 35 Spenſer bimſelf affects the Obſolete, 


It is the ruſt we value, net the gold. And Sydney's verſe ha! ts iil on Roman feet: 


Ciuaucer's wor ſt ribalery is learn'd by rete, [Milton's ſtrong pinion now not Heaven can downs, 
And beaſtly Skeicon heads of houtes quote: Now ferpent- like, in proſe he ſweeps the groure, | 
One likes no language but the Faery Queen 3 ; In Quibbles, Angel and Archar gel join, 


A Scot will fight for Chriſt's Kirk o the — ' And God the Father turns a School-divine. 
o; Not that I 'd lop the Beauties from his _ 


Like flaſhing Bentty with his deſperate hook, 


ie ſwears the huſes met him at the Devil. 


But fot the Wits of either Charles's days, 
5|The Mob of Gentlemen who wrote with Eaſe; 


4 
We build, we paint, we fins, . dance as well; 3 Sprat, Carew, Sedley, ang a hundred more, 


Fee. 


Shakeſpeare 
ty le the divine, the matchleſs, what you Lg 70 


Or damn all Shakeſpeare, like th affected F aa 105 

| Though juſtly Greece her eldeſt ſons admires, i court, who hates whate'er he read at ſchool. 
Why thould not we be wiſer than our fires? | 5 
In every Public Virtue we excell; 


— — <<. «a8: 


— 3 — 


The willing Muſes wereldebauch'd at Court: 
On each enervate ſtring they taught the note 
Jo pant, or tremble through an Eunuch's throat. 


2 85 Now Whig, now T 
| © Now A for Pleaſure, now — $.a0z 


No times are chang'd, and one Poetic Itch 
Has ſeia d the Court and City, Oy e 


And all our Grace at table is a Song. 
I, who ſo oft renounce the Muſes, lye, 175 
Not —— 5 ſelf e'er tells more Fibbs than I; 

When ſick of Muſe, our follies we deplore, | 
And promiſe baton cutated, 
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On Avon's bank, where flowers ete · nal bo * 
l but afk if any weed can grow ; 120! 
One Ti agic ſentence if I dare deride, 

Which Betterton's grave action dignify'd, 

Or well-mouth'd Pooth with emphatis proclaims, 
(Though but, perhaps, a muſter- roll of Names) 
How will our Fathers riſe up in à rage, 12 


And ſwear, all ſhame is loſt in George's Age! 


You d think no Fools diſgrac'd the former reign, 

Did not fome grave examples yet remain, 

Who ſcorn a Lad ſhould teach his father f&il!, 

And, having once been wrong, will be { a: il. 130 

He, who to ſeem more deep than you or 1, 

Extols old Rards, or Merlin's Prophecy, 

Miſtake him not; he envies, not admires, 

And, to debaſe the Sons, exalts the Sires. 

Had ancient times confpir*d to difallow - 

What then was new, what had been ancient 
now ? 


| Or what remain'd, ſo worthy to be read 


By learned Critics, of the mighty dead ? | 
In Days of Eaſe, when now the weary Sword 


Was ſheath'd, and Luxury with Charles reſtor'd; 


In every taſte of foreign 
« All, by the King's Example, liv'd and lo d. — 4 


140 
Courts improv*d, 


Then Peers grew proud in Horſemanthip t' excel, 


- Newmarket*'s Glory roſe, as Britain's fell; 


The Soldier breath'd the Gallantries of France, 145 
And every flowery Courtier writ Romance. 
Then Marble, ſoften'd into life, grew warm, 

And yielding Metal flow'd to human form : | 
Lely on animated Canvas ſtole ; 
The ſleepy Eye, that ſpoke the melting "OP 780 
No wonder then, when all was love and ſport, 


4 But Britain, changeſul as a Child at play, 155 
Now calls in Princes, and now turns away. 
ory, what we lov'd we hate; 


Now for Prerogative, and ro for Laws; 


Tees unhappy ! from a Noble Cauſe. 1560 


Time was, a fober. Engliſhman would knock 


| His fervants up, and riſe by five o'clock, 


Inſtruct his family in every rule, 8 
And ſend his Wife to Church, * Son to School. 


„ To worſhip like his Fathers, was his care; I65 
© To teach their frugal Virtues to his Heir; 
To prove that Luxury could never hold; 


And place, on good Security, his Gold. 


Sons, Sires, and Grandes, all will wear the 


Our Wh nad Milton, and our Daughters Plays, 


To Theatres and to Rehearſals throng, 


— 


5 Who builds a Bridge that never drove a pile? 185 


[And knows no lefſes while the Muſe is kind. 
To cheat a Friend, or Ward, he leaves to Peter; 
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We wake next morning in a raging fit, 
And call for pen and ink to ſhow our Wit. 180 
He ſerv d a *Prenticeſhip, who ſets up ſhop; 

Ward try*d on Puppies, and the Poor, his Diop; 
Ev'n Radcliffe's Doctors travel firſt to France, 
Nor Care to practiſe till they ve leamn'd to dance. 


(Should rs venture, all the world would 


Tut thoſ who cannot write, and thoſe who can, 
All rhyme, and fcrawl, and ſcribble, to a man. 
Vet, Sir, reflect, tlie miſchief is not great; 


Sometimes the Folly benefits mankind; * 
And rarely Avarice taints the tuneful mind. 
Allow him but his plaything of a Pen, 

He neꝰ er rebels, or plots, like other men: 


Flight of Caſhiers, or Mobs, he 'll never mind; 
195 


The good man heaps up nothing but mere metre, 

Enjoys his Garden and his Book in quiet ; 

And then—a 
Of little uſe the Man you may ſuppoſe, 

Who ſays in verſe what others ſay in proſe : 

Yet let me ſhow, a Poet 's of ſome — 

And (though no Soldier) uſeful to the State. 


What better teach a Foreigner the tongue ? 
What 's long or ſtort, each accent where to 


I ſcarce can think him ſuch a worthleſs —_ 


Unhappy Dryden !—In all Chades's days, 
Roſcommon only boaſts unſpctted bays ; 

And in our own (excuſe fome Courtly ſtains) 21 5 
No whiter page than Addiſon's remains; 

He, from the taſte obſcene recla ms our youth, 
And ſets ihe Paſſions on the fide of Truth, 
Forms the ſott boſom with the gentleſt art, 

And pours each human Virtue in the heart. #220 
Let Ireland tell, how Wit upheld her cauſe, 

Her u ade ſupported, and ſupplied her laws; 

And leave on Sw1FT this grateful verſe engrav'd, 

© The Rights a Court attac d, a Poet ſav'd.“ 


Streteh'd io relieve the Ideot and the Poor, 


Proud Vice to brand, or injur d Worth adorn, 
IAnd ſtretch the Ray to ages yet unborn. 


Not but there are, who merit other palms; | 


230 
The Boys and Girls whom Charity maintains, * 
Implore your help in theſe pathetic ſtrains: 
How could Devotion touch the country 1 
Unleſs the Gods beſtow'd a proper Muſe ? 

Verſe cheers their leiſure, Verſe aſſiſts their work, 


T urk, 
| The 


Theſe Madinen never hurt the Church or State: 


perfe& Hermit in his diet 200. 


What will a Child learn ſooner than a ſong ? 205 1 


And ſpeak in public with ſome ſort of grace. 


Unleſs he praiſe ſome Monſter of a King: 2 


WH Or Virtue, or Religion turn to ſport, 
| [To pleaſe a lewd, or unbelieving Court. 


Behold the hand that wrought a Nation's cure, 225 


70 Hopkins and Stern hold glad the heart with Pſalms : = 


235 
Verte prays for Peace, or inge down Pope and 


FRE 


1 


| Who fe!t the wrong, or fear'd it, took ti“ alarm, |Pageants on pageants, in long order drawn, 


Patient of labour when the end was reſt, 
 Indulg'd the day that bous'd their annual grain, here ſtills remains, to mortify a Wit, 


The laugh, the jeſt, attendants on the bow], 


The long majeſtic March, and Energy divine. 
Though till ſome traces cf our ruſtie vein 2570 Booth enters hark! the univerſal peal! 
And ſplayfoot verſe remain d, and will remain. 
Late, very late, correctneſs grew our care, | ; 
Wen the tir'd Nation breath'd from civil war. Cato's long wig, flower'd gown, and lacquer d 


| Show'd us that France had ſomething to admire. | Yet, leſt you think I rally more than teach, 


And fluent Shakeſpeare ſcarce effac'd a line. 
 Ev'n copious Dryden wanted, or forgot, 280 Intage, compoſe, with more than magic Art; 
| 13 With pity, and with terror, tear my heart; 345 
Some doubt, if equal pains, or equal fire, "WM 
The humbler Muſe of Comedy require. 

But in known Images of life, I gueſs a 
The labour greater, as th* indulgence leſo. 235 
Obſerve how ſeldom ev'n the beſt ſucceed: | 
Teil me if Congreve's Fools are Fools indeed? [Think of thoſe Authors, Sir, who would rely 356 
What perc low Dialogue has Farquhar writ !| TT 


On Tame's mad voyage by th: wind of praiſe, = all mankind, the creatures moſt abſurd : 
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With what a ſhiſting gale your courſe you piy, 
And tcels that grace his prayer beſought in vain; For ever ſunk too low, or berne too high! 


The bleſſing thrills through ail the labouring throng. Who pants for glory finds but ſhort repore, zee 


And Heaven is won by Violence of Song. 240 A breath revives him, or a breath o'erthrovs. 
Our rural Anceſtors, with little bleſt, Farewell the ſtage! ii juſt as thrives the play, 
| The filly bard grows fat, or falls away. 


With feafts, and offerings, and a thankful ſtrain: The many-headed Monſter of the Pit; 305 

The joy their wives, their ſcns, and ſervants ſhare, A ſenſeleſs, worthleſs, and unhonour'd crow'd : 
245 Who, to diſturb their be tters mighty proud, 

Eaſe of their toil, and partners of their care: Clattcring their ſticks be ſure ten lines are ſpoke, 

Call for the Farce, the B--ar, or the Biack-joke. 

hat dear delight to Britons Farce afiords! 410 

Ever the Taſte of Mobs, but now of Lords ; | 


S. noo h'd every brow, and a" every foul: 
With growing years the pleaſing Licence grew, 


And | aunts alternate innocentiy fiew. 250\(Taſte, that eternal wanderer, which flies 
But I imes cor: upt, and Nature ill-inclin'd, 


From heads to ears, and now from ears to eyes) 
The Play ftands ſtill; damn action and diſcourſe, 
| [Back fly the fcer.cs, and enter foot, and houſe; 


Produced the point that left a ſting behind ; 
Till, friend with friend, and families at ſtrife, 
Triumphart Malice rag'd through private life. 


255 Peers, Heralds, Biſhops, Ermin, Gold and Lawn; 


Appeab'd to Law, and Juſtice lent her arm. The Champion too! and, to complete the jeſt, 
At length, by wholeſome dread of ſtatutes bound, Old Edward's Armour beams on Cibber's breaſt. 


The Poets learnꝰd to pleaſe, and not to wound: With laughter ſure Democritus had dy'd, 320 
Mott warp'd to Flattery's fide; but ſome, more Had he beheld an Audience gape ſo wipe. 


nice, | Let Bear or Elephant be e er fo white, 
Preſerv'd tie ſreedom, and forebore the vice. 260|The people, ſure, the people are the ſight ! 
Hence Satire roſe, that juſt the medium hit, Ah luckleſs Poet! ſtretch thy lungs and roar, 


And heals with morals what it hurts with Wit. That Bear or Elephant ſhall heed thee more; 318 


We conquer'd France, but felt our Captive's| While all its throats the gallery extends, 
| charms : 8 | And all the Thunder of the Pit aſcends! 


Her Arts victorious triumph'd o'er our Arms; Loud as the Wolves, on Orca's ſtormy ſteep, 
Britain to ſoft refirements leſs a foe, 265|Howl to the roarings of the Northern deep. 
Wit grew polite, and Numbers learn'd to flow. Such is the ſhout, the long-appauding note, 33cC 
Waller was ſmooth ; but Dryden taught to join | — — ad high plume, or Oldfield's petticoaat; 


The varying verſe, the full reſounding line, from Court a birth-day ſuit beſtow'd, | 


Sinks the loſt A ctor in the tawdry load. 


Exact Racine, and Corneille's noble fire, chair 


EO _ 23275 Or praiſe malignly Arts I cannot reach, 
And full in Shakeſpeare, fair in Otway ſhone: 


To know the Poet from the man of rhymes: 
But Otway fail'd to poliſh or reftne, 


'Tis he who gives my breaſt a thouſand pains, 
Can make me feel each Paſſion that he feigns; 


Tae laſt and greateſt Art, the Art to blot. | 
And ſnatch me, o'er the earth, or through the 

air, | e 
o Thebes, to Athens, when he will, and where. 
ut not this part of the Poetic ſtate 
Alone, deſerves the favour of the Great: 


More on a Reader's ſenſe, than Gazer's eye. 


How Van wants grace, who never wanted wit ! who ſhall wander where the Muſes fing? 

The ſtage how looſely does Aſtræa tread, ge Who climb their mountain, or who taſte their 

Who fairly puts all Characters to bed! | ſpring? 5 . 
And idle Cibber, how he breaks the laws, nov ſhall we fill a Library with Wit, 


To make poor Pinkey eat with vaſt applauſe! | When Merlin's Cave is half unfurniſh'd yet? 355 
Zut fill their purſe, our Poets* work is done, | 


Alike to them, by Fathos or by Pun. 295 I gueſs; and with their leave, will tell the fault: 


My Liege ! why Writers little claim your thought, 
O you whom Vanity's light bark conveys We Poets are (upon a Poet's word) 


315 


Let me for once preſume t* inſtruct the times, 349 


Tlie 
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Or chuſe at leaſt ſome Miniſter of Grace, 


But Kings in Wit may want diſcerning Spirit. 385 


No Lord 's anointed, but a Ruffian Bear. 
The Forms auguſt, of King, or conquering 


Oh! could I mount on the Mzonian wing, And puni 1 
Your Arms, your AQtions, your Repoſe to ſing; Confider then, and judge me in this light; 


| Poe flv boy wy K 


And Aſia's Tyrants tremtle at your Throne— 
Dut Verſe, alas! your Majeſty diſdains; 


| There 's nothing blackens like the ink of ſools. 
I true, a woeful likeneſs; and if lies, | 


_ As Euſden, Philips, Settle, writ of Kings) | 
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The ſeaſon, when to come, and when to go, | 360 

To fig, or ceaſe to ing, we never know 3 | BOOK I. 

And if we recite nine hours in ten, | 

You loſe your patience juſt like other men. | EPISTLE II. 
LN Riend; 36 ſpeciem dabi torquebitur. H 

A fingle verſe, we quarrel with a 365| © Ludentis t, et Hon. 

Repeat unaſk'd ; lament, the Wit 's tos fine — 

For vulgar eyes, and point out every EAR Col'nel, Cobham's and your country's | 

But moſt, when, raining with too weak a wing, Friend ! . ff 

We needs will write Epiſtles to the King; You love a Verſe, take ſuch as I can ſend. 

And from the moment we oblige the town, 370A Frenchman comes, preſents you with his Boy, 

Expect a place, or Penſion from the Crown ; Bows, and begins This Lad, Sir, is of Blois: 

Or, dubb'd Hiſtorians by expreſs command, « Obſerve his ſhape how clean! his locks how curl'd 

T* enroll your triumphs o'er the ſeas and land, „My only ſon; I d have him fee the world: | 

Be call to Court to plan ſome work divine, 4 His French is pure; his Voice too—you ſhall hear. 

As once for Louis, Boileau and Racine. 375% Sir. he 's your ſlave, for twenty pound a year. 

Yet think, great Sir! (ſo many Virtues ſhown) „Mere wax as yet, you faſhion him with eaſe, 

Ah think, what Poet beſt may make them known: ? * Your Barber, Cook, Upholſterer, what you pleaſe : 

A perfect genius at an ſong 

To ſay too much, might do my honour wrong. 

Take him with all his virtues, on my word; 

His whole ambition was to ſerve a Lord: 

Bur, Sir, to you, with what would I not part? 15 

Though faith, 1 fear, wein break his Mother's 


e 
And then unwhipp'd, he had the grace to cry: 
The fault he has 1 fairly ſhall reveal, 
eee 
If, after this, you took the graceful lad, 

Could you complain, my Friend, he prov'd fo bad? 
Faith, in ſuch caſe, if you ſhould proſecute, | 


Fit to beſtow the Laureat's weighty place. 
Charles, to late times to be tranſmitted fair, * 10 

Aſſign' d his figure to Bernini's care; 

And great Naſſau to Kneller's hand decreed 

To fix him graceful on the bounding Steed; 

So well in paint and „ 


The Hero William, and the Martyr Charles, 
One knighted Blackmore, and one penfion'd 3 
Which made old Ben and ſurly Dennis ſwear, © 


Not with ſuch majeſty, ſuch bold relief, 
F'er ſwell'd on marble z as in verſe have ſhin'd 


I Id decide the ſ 
{in polidh'd verſe) the manners ———— 


Who ſent the Thief that fiele the Caſh, away, 25 
h'd him that put it in his way. 


395 


| What ſeas you travers'd, and what fiekis you fought] T told you when 1 went, I could not write ; 


You ſaid the ſame; and are diſcontent 
Your Country's Peace, how oft, how dearly bought = _=_ 


| With laws, to which e your own aſſent? 
Hew harbarous rage ſubſided at your word, . Nay — to aſk 2 — a time * 
And 8 wonder d while they dropp'd the D'ye think me good for nothing but to rhyme ? 
w 


In Anna's Wars, a Soldier poor anti old 
How, when you nodded, wer the lard and deep, Had dearly earn'd alittle purſe of gold: 


Tir'd with a tedious march, one luckleſs night, 25 
Ee flept, poor cog; and loſt it, to a doit. | 

This put the man in ſuch a deſperate med., 
Between revenge, and grief, and hunger join'd, 
Againſt the foe, himſelf, and all mankind, 


Till earth's extremes your mediation own, | 


And I *m not us'd to Panegyric ſtrains : 495 He leap'd the trenches, ſcai'd a Caftle-wall, 40 ; 
The Zeal of Fools offends at any time, I Tore down a Standard, took the Fort and all. 
But moſt of all, the Zeal of Fools in rhyme. * Prodigious well !”* his great Commander cry 4. 
Beſides, a fate attends on all I write, Gave him much praiſe, and ſome reward beſide. 
That when I aim at praiſe, they ſay I bite. Next, pleas'd his Excellence a town to batter 

A vile Encomium doubly ridicules : gon 


(Its name I know not, and tis no great matter); 
« Goon, my Friend, (he cry*d) ſee yonder walls! 
b _—O— « Advance and conquer go where glory calls! 
*%* Praiſe undeſerv'd is ſcandal in diſguiſe:” {| More ety» a rewards, attend the brave.” 
Well may he bluſh, who gives it, or receives ; | 


Don't you remember what reply he gave? 
And when I flatter, let my dirty leaves 4r5 , ply he's 


« D'ye think me, noble General, ſuch a Sot A 
les Let him take caftles who has ne'er a groat. 
Bred up at home, full early I begun | 
To read in Creek the wrath of Peieus' ſon. 
Beſides, my Father taught me from a lad, | 
The better art to know the good from bad: 85 
(And little ſure imported to remove, | | 
To hunt for Truth in Maudlin's learned greve.) 
| . b 


(Like Journals, Odes, and ſuch fergotten things 


Clothe ſpice, line trunks, or, fluttering in a row, 
de rae . 


Hard taſk! to hit tbe palate of ſuch gueſts, 
When Oldfield loves what Dartineuf deteſts. 


And me, the Muſes help'd to undergo it; 


Again to rhyme 55 
Wo there his Muſe, or ſelf, or foul artende, 90 
In crouds, and courts, law, buſineſs, feaſts, and 
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| But knottier points, we knew not half io well, 


Depriv d us ſoon of our paternal Cell; 
And certain Laws, by ſufferers though unjuſt, 60 
Deny'd all poſts of profit or of truſt: 

after hopes of pious Papiſts fail'd, 


While mighty William's thundering arm pre 


vail'd. 
For Right Hereditary tax*d and fin'd, 
He ſtuck to poverty with peace of mind; 65 


But (thanks to Homer fince I live and thrive, 
Indebtec to no Yrince or Peer alive, | 
Sure I ſhould want the care of ten Monroes, 70 


If I ſhould ſcribble, rather than repoſe. | | hes 
2 — — Years, fteal ſomething every|* Yours, Cowper's manner—and yours, Talbot: 
At laſt they ſteal us from ourſelves away; 
In one our Frolics. one Amuſements end, 
in one a Friend: 75 
This ſubtle Thief of life, this paltry Time, 
What will it 


In one a Miſtreſs drops, 


me, if it ſnatch my rhyme ? 
If every wheel of that unweary*d Mill, _ 
That turn'd ten thouſand verſes, now ſtands ſtill? 


But after all, what would you have me do? on be oops laure} Crowns, and take what names we 


When out of twenty I can pleaſe not two; 


When this Heroics only deigns to praiſe, 
Sharp Satire that, and that Pindaric lays? 


One likes the Pheaſant's wing, and one the leg; 
The vulgar boil, the learn'd roaſt an egg. 


But grant I relapſe, for want of grac: 
——— bedke giize?. 


friends ? 


| My counſel ſends to execute a deed: 


A Poet begs me I will hear him read: 
In Palace-yard at nine you'll find me there 


At ten, for certain, Sir, in Bloomfbur;-ſquare— 95 


| Before the Lords at twelve my Cauſe comes on 


Ein to their own S-v-—nce in a Car? 
380, loſty Poet! and in ſuch a croud, 
Sing thy ſonorous verſe—but not aloud. 


There's a Rehearſal, Sir, exact at one. — 


Oh but a Wit can ſtudy in the fircets, 
a And raiſe his mind above the mob he meets.“ 
Not quite fo rell however as one ouglit; 

A hackney-coach may chance to ſpoil a thought; 
And then a nodding beam, or pig of lead, 

God knows, may hurt the very ableſt head. 
| Have you not ſeen, at Guildhall's narrow paſs, 
Two Aldermen diſpute it with an Aſs? 105 


And peers give way, exalted as they are, 


On 
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The boys flock round him, and the people fare : 
vo ſtiff, ſo mute! ſome ſtatue yo would ſwear, { 
S3tepp'd iron i Pedeſtal to take tue air! 

nd here, wiile town, and court, and city roars, | 
Vith mobs, and duns, and fc'fiers at the ir doors; 


Co n:oing 'ungs, for Fools to get by heart? 
The Ten le late tvro brother Sergeants ſaw, 
Who deem earth other Oracles of Law ; 


Van «qual catents, th:fe corger.ia! ſouls, 
Convict a Papiſt he, and I a ”oci. _ wit'd ch* Exchequer, and one ſtunn'd the Rolls; 
Each had a gravity would make you ſplit, 131 


And ſhook his head at Murray, as a Wit. 


quence,” 


| Thus we diſpoſe of all poetic merit, :-- = hs 
Yours Milton's genius, and mine Homer's ſpirit. 
Call Theobald & anf 
Dear Cibber! never match'd one Ode of thine. 

Lord! how we ſtrut through Merlin's Cave, to ſee 


Walk with reſpe& behind, while we at caſe 
5 pleaſe. 
En CN” if that will not do, 
Let me be Horace, and be Ovid you: 
or I'm content, allow me Dryden's firains, 145 


35 E And you ſhall riſe up Otway for your pains.” 


Much do I ſuffer, much, to keep in peace 
This jealous, waſpiſh, wrong-head, rhyming race; 


[And much muſt flatter, if the whim ſhould bite 
To court applauſe by printing what I write: 156 


But let the fit paſs o'er, I'm: wiſe enough 
To ſtop my ears to their confounded ftuff. 
, In vain, bad Rkymers, all mankind reject, 


h prais'd within, is happy all day long: 
ut how ſeverely with themſelves proceed 
The Men, who write ſuch Verſe as we can read? 
Their own ſtrict Judyes, not a word they ſpare, 


That wants or force, or light, or weight, or care, 6 


Howe er unwillingly it quits its place, 


100 Kay though at Court (perhaps) it may find grace: 


Such they'll degrade; and ſometimes, in its ſtead, 
In cownright charity revive the dead; | 


Bright through the rubbiſh of ſome hundred years; 
Command old words that long have ſlept. to wake, 


Words, that wiſe Bacon, or brave Rawleigh ſpake; 
JOr bid the new be Englith, ages hence, 2 
For Uſe will father what's begot by Senſe) 17 


| | Pour the full tide of eloquence along, 
Alas ! to Grottos and to Groves we run, 110 Serenely pure, and yet divinely ſtrong, 


Jo eaſe and filence, every Muſe s ſon : 


Blackmore himſelf, for any grand effort, | 
Would drink and doze at Tooting or Earl's- Court. 
How ſhall I rhyme in this eternal roar * 


Prune the luxuriant, the uncouth refine, 


Then poliſh all, with ſo much life and eaſe, 


How match the bards whom none e'er match'd! You think 'tis nature, and a knack to plenic : 


deſore? | ; 
The man, who, ſtretch'd in Iſfis* calm retreat, 
To books and ſtudy gives ſeven years complete, 


get l ftrow'd with learned duſt, his night. cap on, | 
He walks, an cbject new beneath the ſun 


115“ But eaſe in writing flows from Art, not chance; 
« As thoſe move eafieft who have learned to 


* dance. ere 
If ſuch the plague and pains to write by rule, 1 
Better fav 1' be pleaſed, and play the fool; 


Steal 7, in London, ad this ie part? 125 


"Twas, * Sir, your law“. —and © Sir, your elo- 


peare, and he'll ſwear the Nine, 


Mo Poets there, but Stephen, you, and me. 140 


They treat themſelves with moſt pre found reſpect; 5 
12 to ſmall purpoſe that you hold your tongue, 155 


Mark wheie a boſd, expreſſive phraſe appears, 16; | 


Rich with the treaſures of each foreign t” _ ©; | 


But ſhew no mercy to an empty line: 175 | 


—__—_—_——  —— 


— —ũ—m—̃ — — * —— 


Im, the darn'd Duftrs and his Erierd> ir- 4 Love on the point of er wivetiog Hour, 


To rules of Poetry no more contin'd, _ i =" 
T'] learn to ſmooth and harmonicve my Mind, Cold, Silver, Ivory, Vates ſculptur'd high, 


44 mags #-< aa * « 


ot 
: 
7 
l 


8 


Fav, Can you find cut one ſueh lodger there? 
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, | j 

Call, if you will, bad rhymicg a diſeaſe, | Heat. te limiell, and ſrc) large- red men, 240- | 
It give: men happine!”, or le we them eue. ; Lord: of fit I. ham, or of L:ncoin-fen, 

There liv'd in mim Gori (ther record) | Buy every tick of wo that lende them heat; 

A orthy member, vo imat foul, » Lovd ; 185 Buy ever; Pallet the; afhrd to eat. 

Who, though the Honte was up, dif href fre, Ye! the'e re Whites yhofoatly (all ther own 


feard, nutad, antwer'd. 2: in wil debate: Elalf that the Dori eertlooks from Linee ln- 
In all but this, a mon of ſober Ve, * toe n. NP 245 
Fond uf his Friend, and civil to his Wife; he Law Cod. as well as of the land, 


Not quite a madrean, though a raſty fell; fgo Nah. a Verpetuity fil ſtand: 
And much tao vie ta walk into a Well. [es have wings, and hang in Fer:une's power 


mr, 5 Mead, by torce, or of your own accord, 250 
Ther bled, then cupp'd, they purg'd; in ſaoit, By late, at let vy denth, to change their lord, 
tue, eur'd: e Nan, and frrever? wretch u hat wor laſt thou have? 
Whereat tlie gentleman began to ſtare Heir urges heir, libe wave impelling wave. 
| diy Friends! he ery'd, P=x tke vou ſor vemtr All vaft poſſeions (juſt the ame the caſe | 
_—--... ane! 195 | Whether you call them Villa, Park, cr Chace) 238 
That from a Patriot of diſtinguiſh'd note, Alnx, my B«aTaunsT! what will they avail? 
Have bled and purg'd me to a ſimple Vate. 3 vood's hills to 8reftan'“ = dale, 
Well, on the v hole, plain proſe muſt be my } Let riſing Granaries and Temple e, | 
| ' fate; Eh There mingle: farms and pyramic appear, 
_ Wiidom (curie on it) will come ſoon or late. Link towns to towns with avenues of oak, 250 


There is a time when Poets will grow dull: 2CO Ercloſe whole downs in walls, 'tis all a joke! 


Ie en lee veries to the buys at !choul ; | Inexcrable Death ſhall lex el all, | 
And trees, and ftones, and farms, and farmer fall. 


Teach every thoucht within its bound to roll, | Paint, Marble, Gems, and robes of Perfian dye, 265 

And keep the equi! mæalute of the Soul 205 There are u ho have not nud thank heaven there 
Soon as J enter at my country dvor, | © | | 

My mind refumes the thread it «ropp'd before ; | Who, ifthey have not, think nat worth their care. 


 Phioughts which at Hyde-park Corner I forgot, Talk what you will of Taſte, my friend, you 1. find 


Nieet and rejoin rae, in the Penine Grot. : Tuo of a fae2, as [301 as of a mind. | 
There al! alone, and compliments apart, 210 j V by, of two brethers, rich and reftle's one 270 


| I aft thele ſober queſtiene of my heut. | Plows, burns, manures, and teils from fun to ſun ; 


It, when the more you drink, the more you | The other flights, for women, ſports, and wines, 


oo IA Townſhend's Turnips, and all Groſvenor's 
| You tell the Doctor; u hen the more you have, fv mine: 
The more you want, v hy not with equal eie y one like Bu--- with pay and ſcorn content, 

_ Cnnfeſs ax vell your F. H, 4 debe? 215] Bos and votes un, in Court and Parliament; 275 


The dans nes i Erie © ths One, driven by fung Tenevolence of lol, 
« Men only feel the Smart, but not the Vice,” Shall fly, Ike Oglethorpe, from pole to pole: 


When gukien Angels cent to cure the Evil, | Is known alone to that Directing Power, 
Von give all royal Witcherait to the Devil ; Who f:ims the Genius in the natal hour; 


When tervile Chaplzins ery, tha: birth and] That Cod of Nature, who, within us {ﬆ&1l, 280 


fe hee © - 5 220 Inelines eur action, not canſt rains cur will; 
Ir due 3 Peer with honour, truth, and grace; | Various of temper, as of face or frame, 


Yes Sir, how {mall is ever be my heap, 


I. ok in that breaſt, moſt dirty Dean ! be flir, 8 individual : His great Eud the tame. 


Vet ſtill, not heeding what your he irt can teach, A part I will enjoy, as well a: keep. „ 
You go to church to hear theſe Flatterers My heir may ſigh, and think it want of grace 
oF preach. . 32 223235 AA man fo pœor would live without a place; 
_ Indeed, could wealth beſtow or wit or merit, | But ſure nu ſtarute in his favour lays, 5 
A grain of cuurage, or a ipark of ſpirit, How free, or trug! „1 ſnull pats my days 3 
The wiieſt man might bluſh, I muſt agree, | 1 , who nt lome times lveng, at other: tpare, 290 
If Dx lov'd ſixpence, more than he. | Divided between carelcfine's and care. 
It chere be truth in Law, and Ute mg give 230 p. Ti- on thi-- my to . — my Sven; 
A Pr perty, that's yours on which you live. Another, not to heed tot eau more: 5 
3 if its fields afford Glad, like a Boy, to ſnateh the firſt good day, 
heir fruits to you, confeſſes you its lord: | And plew'd, if ſordid wart be far away. 2 


Ai} Wordly's hens, nag, partridge, ſold to town, What is 't to rae (a paſſenger God wet) 
Mis veniion too, a guinea makes your own: 235 Whether my veſſel be firtt-r2te or not? 


He bought at thoulands, what with better Vit | 'The ſhip itelf muy wake a better figure q 
You purchaſe as you want, and bit by bit: But I that ail, am neither leſs nor bigger: 


Navꝰ, or long ſiace, what difference will be Hund? neither ſtrut with every favouring breath, 300 


, ce = * —.— 2 A rb 2 ö : 
You paz a Fear? and b⸗ 1 2 prund, — | Ser ſtrive wich ol] the tem ꝑeſt ir: wy teeth. 


VI. \ 3 E 
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In power, wit, figure, virtue. fortune, plac'd 
Behind the foremoſt, anel bet--re the lait. 
«© Bt why aul this of Avarice? I have nene.“ 
T with you joy, Sir cf a Tyrant gone; 303 
But does no other lord it at this hour, 
As wild and mad? the Avanice of power? 
Does neithe> Rage i tame, nor Feat appall ? 
Net the black ear af deach, that ſaddens all? 
With terrors roar.d, can Renan bold her 
N throne, | >» = _ 
Deſpiſe the known, nor tremble at th* unknowa ? 
Survey both worlds, intrepid and entire, 
In ſpite of witches, devils, dreams, and fire ? 
Pleas'd to lovk forward, yleas'd to ok behind, 


And court each Birch-day with a grateti! 


mind? 
Has life no ſourneſs, drawn ſ near its end;, 
Cult thou endete a toe, forgive a friend?“ 
Has age but meited the rongh parts away, 
As winter-Tuits grow miid ere they decay ? 


315 


Or will you thiak, my friend, your buſine's 
| done, 320 


When, cf a hundted the rne, ycu pull out one? 
Lexra to live will, or fairly make your will; 


| Yau've play'd,amd lov'd, and eat, and drank your 


| Tg | 
Walk ſober ff; bef.re a fprightlier age 


| Coraes titterir3 on, and ſhoves you from the 


dige: | 
Leave ſvelr to trifle with more grace and eale, 
hom Folly pleales, and whole Follies pleaic. 


| DR. DONNE's SATIRES /7er;fer.. 


F 
| yrs ; tank my ftars ! as el; as ] knew 

| This Town, I bad the iente ty hate it to: 
Vet here, 1: ev'nin eil, there muſt be fil 
ne Cin t-Vice, lo e cellently iil, | 

+ "Thar an bufade, one pitres, rut abhors; 

As who zowee Stpxho, zu sat ther whore. 

I rant that Peetry s act} ing n; 
It braucht (no chuht;t) th' Excue and Army in: 

Cuach'd hb the Plague, oi Love, the Lard Knc us: 
. ew, 5 
But thut ne eure 's ſtarviag, ol] H. 


Feet lie the Pepiſt'«, is the Foct's Rte, 


Poor and ditum'd, and larly warth cont hate ! 1 


err alen Bard, wie wit Could never give 
Hime a aner, maker an Actor live: 
the Titel condermn'd, ia law aheady dead, 1; 


So promyt;, ard ave a cone wh cann. read, 
Tuns as (he pipes of ung catv'd Oran moye, 
The Ait pets daes and ot ut bo, . 
Herd 40132 drei th' inſpirlag hellews bl, w-: 
Ih“ i:tpirin | 
One l. the Fit: bet ſongs no lont er move: 
Na rat inne m' d todo, narmgid t loye: 
In leve's, itt natura's ſpite, the free they held, 


Ad corn the Hefh, the devil, ap. al! Hut 10 


—— 


4 * 


Theile write to Lords, ſome mean reward to 


ger 


| 75 | 23 
As avedy besgars fg at do-rs Gr meat. 


19 


15 


* . IS _ a» + - : Rs 1 
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| Thoſe write becauſe all write, md to have ſti ll 

Excu'e for writing, ar d for writing ill. 

{ Wretched indeed ! but far mute wretched yet 
Is he who makes his meal on cthers wit: 30 
"Tis chang'd, no doubt, from what it was before; 
Fiis rank digeſtion makes it wit no me re: 
Sen'e, paſt thryugh him, no longer is the ame; 

or foul digeſted takes another name. | 

I pas ver all thoſe Confeſſors and Martyrs, 33 

Who live like S-ett--n, or who die like Chartres, 
| Ovr=cant old E:dras, or out-drink his heir, 
Out- uſure Jews, or Iriſhmen out- Wẽear; 

Wicked as Pages, who in earl; years 
AR fins which Priica's Conteſſor ſearee hears. 40 
Ev'n thoſe I pardon, for whoie ſinſul fake 
Schoolmen new tenements in hell ruſt make; 
| Of whoſe ſtrange crimes no Canonift can tell 
In what Commandmert's large contents they 
aw dwell. | 8 
One, one man only breeds my iuſt offence; 45 
Whom crimes gave wealth, and wea!th gave 
| | Impudence: 5 | 
Time, that at laſt mature: a clap to pox, 

Whoſe gentle progreſs makes a calt an vs, 
And brings al! natural events to paſs, 

Hath made him an Attorney of an Alt. 30 
{> yuung divine, neu-heneñce'd, can be 

More pert, more prod, more poſitive, than he, 
What !:.ither could I with the fop to do, 
| But turn a u it, and ſeribble verſes too ? 
Pierce the ſoſt labyrinth of a Lady's Ear 385 
| With rhymes uf this per cem. ard tliat per year? 
Or court a Wise, fpread out his wily part, go 
Like nets or Ume-twigs, ſor rich Widuws' hearts, 
Call limicif Burritter to every wench, ON 
And wooe in language of the Pieas and Bench? 60 
Language, hich Boreas might to Auſter hold 
More rough than Hrty Cernans when they ſcold. 

Curs'd be the wrer eh, ſo venal and ſo vain; 

P.itry and prond, as diabs in Drury- lane. | 
lis och a brunty ae was never kroun, 65 


e pzer a deigns ts help you to your own! 


hat thanks, wiat pra e, it Peter but ſupplies! 

1 Ard v.1-t 1 talen face, it he der ies! 5 

| Grave, z5 when pritener: ſhakethe hend and ſwear 

| „Tua or.! 7 Sureiiihiy that hrom ht them there. 70 

lis Oince keeps your Parchment fits; entice, 

He Durves with cd to fave them from the fire; 

For zen he walis the ftreets throu_h rain or 

| dn it, | 5 

Tor nt in Cræriota Peter puts his truſt; 

| For you he tweats and Jubuers at the laws, 75 
Tab es Gud tw witnecls he affe yer enue, | 

| Arc lies to erery Lord in every thin, 

T. ibn Fing's Firvurite---nr like a King. 

Their are rhe talents that adorn thern II, 

Fits wicked Waters et nta gadlſyx x 8 

tset Shimuny beneath blick gens, 

at more of Doftarey in heir: to Crowns. 

| In ſoiilings and ia pence at firſt they deal; 

An ite o 1. few perceive they ſteal; 

Till, like Een, they compals all the land, 85 

From Ects ta Wight, trom Mount to Dover 

| ſtrand: | | 

And when nan Widows purchaſe luſcious nights, 

Or whon 2 Dei to Jaa ſſen punts at White's, 
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Or City Heir in mortgace melts away; 
Satan him ferl, far les joy than they. 
Pieceme:) they vin this acre firſt, then that, 
Glen on, un gathar vp the while eſtate. 
Then ſtronglx fencing ill-got wealth by law, 
Inclentuzes, Coveniznts, Anticles they draw, 
Large us the fields them twee, and lavzer far 95 
Than Civil Codes, with all their Glofs, are; 
So volt, our new Divines, we mult coule, 
Are Fatheis of the Church for wiit' ng ifs, 


Y 


4rt 


Could not bur think, to pay his fine was odii, 
Since tas no ſorm'd dein of ferving Cod; 
So was 1 puniſh'd, as if (util as proud, 

As prone to ill „ 45 negligent of god, 

| As deep in debt, without a thought to pay, 
As vain, as idle, and as all e, as they 

Who live at Court. for getng ouce that way! 


20 


| Scarce was I enter'd. when ob old! there care 


A thing which Adm 1-4 been pos'd to name; 25 


Naa had rcfus% it hen. ing in his Ark, 


But let them write for you, each rogue impairs | Where all tae Rece of Reptile, git embark: 


The deeds, and dextroufly omits, ſer heires: 100 

No Cummentator can more fliiv pats 

Over a learn'd, unintelligible place: 

Or, in quotation, ſhre-: d Divines leave cut 

Thoſe words that would againft them clear the 

„ doubt. 3 | 1 
So Luther thought the Pater-noſtar long, 108 

When doom'd to fay his bexds and Exven-'ong ; 

But having caſt his cowl, and left thoſe laws, 

Adds ty En riſt's praver the Power and Glory 

WE clauſe. . | 

The lands are bought ; but where are to be found 


Thoſe ancizit woods, that ſhaded all the 
ws ground? oe 110 
We ſee no new- built palaces aſpire, 


No kitchens emulitg the veſtul fire. 

V here are thole troops of poor that throng*d 

| of yore | | 

The good old lanllord's hoſpitable door ? 
Well, I could with, that ſtill n lovdly dumes 115 
Some beats were k11'd, though not whole heca- 
| __ tombs; | | 
That both extreme; were baniſh'd from their v alls, 
Carthuſian falts, and fulſome Buccharr ts : | 
And all mankind might that juſt Mean oblerve, 
In v-lich none e'er could ſurſeit, none could 

| ſt irve. | 
Theſe as gned works, 'tis true, we all allow, 
Ert on! theſe works are nat in faſhion now: 
Like rich old wardrobes, things extremely rare, 
Larremly fine, but what no man will ver. 


uus much I've ſald, I truſt, without 0 


1 


| ues ; -- FORE | 125 
Let no Count Sycophant pervert m ſerie, 
Nor fly informer watch theſe words to draw 
Within the reach of Treaſon, or the Law. 


WII. if it be my time to quit the ſtage, 
Adieu to all the follies of the age! | 
I die in charity with foo! and knrvc, 
| Secure ef pence at leaſt beyor.d the grave. 
I've had my Purgatory here betines, ö 
And paid tor all my ſatires, all my rhymes. 
"The Puet's hell, its tortures, fier:ds, and flames, 
To this were triiles, tors, and empty names, 
With foolifh pride my heart was never fir'd, 


E 


Not the vain itch t' admire, or be adwrir*l; 10 ; = 
| And perſect Cocak er? Orflow, pur diſpute.“ 


I hop'd for no commiſſion from lis Grace; 
I bought nu benefice, I begg'd nu vlace : 
Had no new verſes, nor new ſuit to ſhow ; 
Yet went t Court !---the Devil world have it fo, 


| Mike Scots pear tic, chen ſubtletft whores, 
| With royal Favourites in tits Vit, 


| 


1 
1 


; 


And knows what's 


| 


A veiier monſter, thin on Afrie's ſnole 


| The jun ect got, or ilimy Nilas bore, 


Or Sloane or Weudward's winrurous ſhelves 
cor.tzin, 335 

Ny, all that lying Travellers can ſcign. | 

The watch weuld hardly let kim pats at noon, 


At night wort ſwear him dropp'd cut of the 


| 


Macen. * 

One, whom the mob, when neut we find or make 
A popiſh plot, ſhall for a Jeſuit tab 15 N 35 
And the wife Jufiice flarting from his Lair 


| Cry, By your Pricfthood tell me what you are? 


Such was the vitht: Th“ apparel on lie back, 
Though charſe, vas reverend, and though bare, 
„ 4 - < Y- 
The ſuit, if by the faſhion one might gueſs, 40 
Was velvet in the youth uf good Queen Bef,, 
Bat mere tuff-taffet) hat now remain'd; 
$© Time, that changes all things, had ordain'd ! 
Our fons tha!l fee it Ioiturely decay, 
Firſt turn plain raſh, then vaniſh quite away. 45 
This thing has traveil'd, and ſpeaks lenguage 
| to, 1 85 
Gr for every Rare to do; 
Of whote beit phrate and courrly cceit join'd, 
He forms one donguc, Exotic ard retin'd, | 
Talker I've learn'd to beer: Klottenz T knew, 50 
Henly himielt I've hea, and Bude] too, | 
The Dedor's worm ood fiyle, the Haſh of 
tongue, | 5 
A Pedant mae, the ſtorm of Gonſem's lungs, 
The whole Artillery of the terms et War, 
And (all thote Plague in one) te bawling Bar; 53 


1 Thee I could bear; but not a rogue ſu civil, 
| 
4 


W hoſe tungne witi compliment you to the devil. 
A tonrue, that can cheat Widow:, canrel cores, 


Co 


And Olimi on and Burnet both outlie. 
He (pics rie ont; I ** 1.1. per, (3 raeious God ' 


| What fin of wine count metit tuch © 10: 


That all the ſhut of duine's v. maſt be 


From t%is thy blunderau' di charg'd dn me! 65 


Perzit (he erics) ne Rranger to your fame 
* 2 . * 5 . 
To crave yuur Fntiment, it vonr name. 


5 Tv * i 322 * oh OG. [SY 
nat Spec: hi «ſtzem vor mull ff The Tingle,“ 


Put the beſt word :“ O Sir, the Pictionarx.““ 92 
You wii my aim ! Imennthe molt zent 70 


Put, Sir, „f Writers?“ Swift. for cloſer ttyle, 
; : 2 

But Hondly for a period of a mile. : 

Why yes, ke grant. thee indezd may prcs : 


. . | = — 3 * a «} ) LD Py = . 
But, a+ the Foot that in reforming dus 15 God lig. ul., uud Io Panatte was: 25 
„ 3 7 2 | 


Would gv to Maki in jeſt ( ftory 1. ee) 


A 


I make no queſtion but the Tower had Rude 85 
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Nay troih ti. Aroſlles (though perhaps too rough) b 


Had ore a pretty e c1't of Tongues enough: 

Yer thee were #1} puor Gentlemen! Ide 

Affi rm, 'twas Travel made them what they were. 
Thus, others talcats br: *in nice! - ſhawn, 80 

He came by ture tran tion de) it, dun: 

Till [ery '4 out, You prove 5 ule uf o able 

Vity vou was not Draggetm int Bel; 

For had they Foun a linguiſt half to gos d. 


| | 


+ Oblizing Sir! for Courts yuu 3476 were made. 
„ Why then for ever burv'd in the wie 
Spirits like vou, ſhoull tee and Shove be Len, 

he King would mic o vou ut leaf che 
zeen.“ 


5 Ab, centle Sir! ven Curtiss 7 en vie _— GO 


— ä — 


But Tuily has ic, © Nunguum m.rvs tins 
And as for Courts, forgive me. it 1 tay 
Na leſſons now are taug hÞt};2 Spartan way: 


Though in his picres Luft p: full d. play 'd, 
Few are the Converts Arctine has mate; 98 


8 And thouzh the Court ſhuw Vice excceting clear, 


None ſhould, by my ad e, ler Virtue mere. 
At this em rane e'd, ne 1i'ts | uk hand amd eyes, 


Squeats | ue u hizh- ſtreteh d luteſtrin, and re- 


11 2 


Op, 'tis the fweeret of all carthlz things 100 


Miſtzte, con ound, object at alt he ipke. 


Aul itch mutt hurts when anger ton fore ; 
5; oy when you play zue a foul, tis ſtill the Curie, 120 


Ani get, by (peaking truth of monarchs dead, 
What few 2 ut the livin: 


| 1 have but one : 
% Oh ! Sir, Pulite tv 1. „ 


$ TC gaze On Brinces, and to talk of K inge!“ 
Then, happy & an who ſhows the Tumbs ! laid I, 
He dwelt :mi:lft the Royal Famile 

He every >; tom F ing to Ning can walk, 

Or alt our Harries, ail Hur Le Lada talk 105 


K Aue and Bread. 
Sir, 2 mere Me et nanie! Braagely law, 


« Lord, 


And cure of pn 1 zich all are ſo. 
% How elegant your Fiechmen! 


Mine, d'yc 


mem ? | 


I hope the How 's clean. 
nav, let ru 4. . 

« Your only vcarinz is rr Pie : 
Not, Sir, my 6:ly, I kave better fel! "© | 1 
And this you fer i= but my diſn 8 1131 
Will to get lobte, lie patience I prov ke, 


But as carte iron, ſharpen'd, manęles raure, 


gu only raake the matter woric and worie. 
He paſt it oer; affect an ently (nile 


At all my peeviſhneis, ard turns bis ſtyle. 5 
Fe aik*,* Whit news?“ [ tell him of new Plays, 


New Eunucks, Harlequins, and Operas. | 25 


Ie hears, nf as a til] with ſimples in it, 
Between each drop it gives, ſtays half a minute, 


Loth ta inzich me with too quick replies, 
By little, and by little, drops his lies. 


Mere Lonſhold traſh ! of — balls, and 


ſhows, 


Who, beving loſt kis eredͤlt, paur'd Lis rent, 
I« the: tore gt to have a Gov ernment : 

 W hu, in ih. 'CCret, del in Stucks iecure, 148 
And cheats th us mes ing Widow and the Poor: 
Who mike a T ru ef Charity a Jub, 

And get, an Act of Pat liament to vb: 

Why "Turns: Ne: rid, and now no Cit nor Clown 


But {ome og Cuurrier will have tell. 

He teils what Strumpet place: ſells for life, 

What Squire his laude, u hut Citizen his wife: 
At laſt (which proves him wiſer {till than 


2110 150 
MVbat Lady” > Face | ie yot a whited wall. 


As cue of V 
| I pube, 1 neu due et he thruſts in more: 
Trim rurope's balance, tops the Rateiman's part, 


Like a big wife at fight of I-uthitme meat 

Ready to aſt, 1 ran, I figh, and tweat. 
hen as u licens'd © py, Whom nothing Can 

Silence un hurt, he !ibel- every Man ; 


In ſure feeceffign to the dav of do: 
He name: the price for every office paid, 
Ard tays cur wars thrive ill, becaule delay'd; 
Nay ninte, tis by connlxaner at the Curt, 
Ka bay Spain robsen, and Dunk irk's ſtill a Port. ICS 
t more amazement ieiz' on Cizer's gneft:, 
ro ec themſelves fall heaclorg into beaſts, 


| Than mine to End a fobiect un' d and vale 


Already half ruin'd traitu: by ſurpriſe. 


| As in the Fes, fume give it to get tree : 
And qrick to tua Nw me methovght 1 fa 
One of on Ciant Statue Cpe it jaw. 
UM In that rice Memenc, as anther Lye 
Stud 'ulk a-tilt, the Minter eme br. 173 
| To bim he fi 7 abus, and bows ain | 
Then, clue a Umbra, join the dirty t — 
Nat Fannius! !. mote inrudenmly near, 
When half lis nule is in his Prince', ea. 


' L avik' it heart, and, ſtil!l altaid twice 180 


All the Cuurt fill'd with Ranger things than ne, 


Rau out as tat as ont that rave hi; bail, 


Aud dreads mure actions, hurrie from a jail. 
Bear me, ſome God ! ol; que 


Ard the free foul looks down to pity Kings! 
Tili Fancy coluur'd it, and form'd a Dream. 
And forc'd ev'n me wo lee the damm d at Court. 


Not Dante, dreamang all th' inſernel ſtate, 


vy, ſin, and hate. 
Baie Fear becomes the guilty, not the free : 


130 
More than ten H-Jjingtheds, or Halls, or Stows. l J, the Terror of this {inful town, 


When the Queen frown d, or iruil'd, he knows ; 
ant What 


A ſubtle Miniſlei may make of that: 
Who fin with chem: who gat his Penfion rug, 


Or quicken'd a Reværhon by a Ang: — 


Whoſe place ie quarter'd out, th Tee parte in four 
And v hi ther te a Eiſt. or, or a Whore : 


Care, if a livecy'd Lord or {mile or frown ? 


| Who cannot flatter, and deteft who can, 


remble before a noble Serving-man ? 


For huffing, braggart, puft Nobility ? 
Thou, v. 'ho fince yeſterday haſt roll d o'er all 


Ihe 


„ide block heads of the ball, 


| Can gratis tee the c re, Gr che town: 145 
dhortly no lad mal! chuck, or lady vole, 


v od ward's patients, fick, and ſore, 


And tage Gazetres Ind Puſtbovs oer by heart. 153 


Sacats every place etail'd for years to come, 160 . 


e e ca. uq q7 7C 


felt tht inf ion fe 1 Tom hun tu me; 170 


eh lx bear me hence 
To whois ome Solitucle, the rutle of Senſe; 185 
| Wherz Contemplation prunes her ruffſed Wings | 


"There ober thought purſued th* amuſing theme, 


A Vifion hermizs can to Hell tran; port, 190 
Suits Tyrants, Plunderers, but ſuits Not me : 95 


my fair miſtreſs, Truth ! ſhall I quit * 5 


. ˙ A th a #46. RES 7 22 


a. * 


POPE'S 


Haſt thou, ob Sun! beheld an emptier ſoit, 

Than luch as ſwell this bladder of a court ? 

Now pox on thoie who ſhow a Court in wax! 205 
It ought ta bring all Countiers on their backs: 
Such painted puppets ! luch a varniſh'd race 
Ot hollow gewgaws, only dreſs and face! 

Such waxen noles, ſtately ftaring things 

No wonder fore folks bow, and think them Kings. 


POEMS. 413 
| Scarecrow to boys, the breeding woman's curſe, 


Has yet a ſtrange ambition to look worle ; 


Frighted, I quit the room, but leave it fo 
men from Jails to execution go; 
Fur hufig with deadly fins I fee the wall, 


See! where the Britiſh youth, engag'd no more, Each Man an Aſkapart, of ftrength to toſs 


At Tig's, at White's, with ſeluns, or a whore, 
Pay their laſt duty to the Court, and come 
All freſh and fragrant, to the drawing-rcom 215 
In kues as gay, and odour: as divine, 

As the fair ficlds they old to look to fine. 
That's velvetfor à King !” the flatterer ſwears; 
'Tis true, for ten days hence twill be King Lear's. 
Our Court may juſtly to our ſtage give rules, 220 
That helps it both to fool's coats and to foole. 
And why not players ſtrut in courtiers cluthes ? 
For theſe ate actors tao, as well as thoſe : 

Wanr« reach all ſtates; they beg but better dreſt, 
And all is ſplendid poverty at beſt. 225 
Painted for fight, and effenc'd for the ſmell, 
Like frigates fraught with ſpice and cochinell, 

$4] in the Ladies : how each pirate eyes 
Jo weak a veſſel, and fo rich a prize! 


Top-gallant he, and the in all her trim, 230 


He buarding her, ſhe ſtriking fail to him: 

« Dear Counteſs! you have charms all hearts to 
one” --- 

And“ Sweet Sir Fopling! you have ſo much wit!“ 

Such wits and heauties are not prais'd for nought, 


or both the beauty and the wit are bought. 235 


'T would burſt even Heraclitus with the ſpleen, 
To tee tho e amicks, Eopling and Courtin: 

1e Preſence ſeems, wich things ſa richly odd, 
The moſque of Mahmoud, or ſome queer Pa-god. 
deer them lurvey their lirabs by Durer's rules, 240 
Of all beau- kind the beſt proportion'd ſools! 
Adjuſt their clothes, and tu confeſſion draw 

t hoſe venial ſins, an atom, or a ſtraw: 

But oh! what terrors mutt diſtract the ſoul 
Convicted of that mortal crime, a hole; 254 
Or ſnould one pound of powder leſs befpread 
Thole monkey-tails that wag behind their head! 


5 Thus finiſh'd, and corrected to a hair, 


They march, to prate their hour before the Fair. 
da firſt to preach awhite-cl-yv' Chaplain cves, 250 
With band of Lily, and with cheek of Rote, 
Sv:ecter than Sharon, in immac late trim, 
Neatneſs itielf impertinent in him. 
| Let but the Ladies imile, ard they are bieſt: 
Prodigious! how the things proteſt, proteX? 255 
Peace, fools, ur Gonlun will tor Papiſts ſeize you, 
If once he catch you at your Jeſu! jolt! _ 


Naturę made every Top to plague hi brotbery 


— a5 one Beauty mort: fies another. | 
Zut here's the Captain that vill plazue them 
| both, 5 - + - ny 
Whoſe ait cries Arm! whoſe. ver; jour * an vutl., 
Ine Captaip's honeſt, Sirs, 2rd thiut '* entanh, 
Though bis ou! 's bullet, and his bly butt. 
He ſpits fote- right; his haughty chen be, 
Like battering rams, biat, open every Ger. 255 
And with a face u5 16d, and a2 | 


* Herud”: Langurgs In old Typ.: , 


And ſhake all v'er, like a dilcover'd fpy. 


| vine ! 

From ſuch alone the Great rebukes endure, 
Whoſe Satire 's faerad, and whoſe rage ſecure - 
"Tis mine to waſh a few light ſtains; but theirs 


Howe'er, what 's now Apocrypha, my Wit, 
In time to come, may paſs for Holy Writ. 
= IR | | 


EPILOGUE 
To THE | | 
* s ATIREE S. : 
IN TWO DIALOGUES. 


' DIALOGUE 1. 
And when it comes, the Court ſee nothing in't. 


Decay of Parts, alas! we all muſt feel--- 


; 


| Why new, this moment, dun't I ſee you ſteal ? | | 


His all from Hurace;, Hurace long before ve 
| Rows” | 
Bur Horace, die, was delicate, was, nice; 


Bb obere, he laſh'd nu fort of Vice: | 
H., race would F:y, Sir Billy ſerv'd the Crown, 


In reverend Biſk'-ps note fomg ſinall Neglect, 
And 9wn the Span:urd did a waggith thing, 


| His. fly, polite, indimmating le 


imiic 4 


TAs ant Nan er, Ut erert between 
Illi, Fiend and Shame, and wis a kind of Screens 


{ Bur nah vom very Friends will len be fore 


riet there are, Why ih you'd jeſt tw nwiees 


' Ard whe.e) the Clary: weit been, thong Ut 25 


EI. Grit Ll iet He: d VU get. 


Confounds the civil, keeps the rude in awe, 276 
Jeſts like a licens'd fool, commands like law. | 


And lin'd with Giants deadlier than them all :27S 


For quoits, both Te ple-bar and Chari A 
| Scar'd at the grizly forms, I fweat, I —_— 


Courts are too much for wits ſo weak 2s 
mine: | 8 280 
Charge them with Heaven's Artillery, bold Di- 


To deluge fin, and drown a Court in tears. 285 


| Fn. Nor * * twelvemonth you appear in 
You grow correct, that once with Rapture writ, 


And are, beſides, tuo moral for a Wit. 


Said, Tories call'd kim Whig, and Whigs 2 5 


And taught his Romany, in much better metre, | 
To laugh xi fools wins put their truſt in Peter. 10 


Diunt could do Eufinels, Higgins knew the Town; 
In Sappho tonch the Failing: of the Sec, 15 


Who cropt our Ears, and ſent them to the King. 


Could ple at Cont, und rake AUGUSTCS 


— c—_ — m —— - 


474 


Go ſee Sir Ron R RT | ; 
| P. See Sir RonBzar :---hum--- 
And never laugh---for all my life to come ? 
Seen him I have, but in his happier hour 
Of Social Pleaſure, ill-exchang'd for Power; 30 
Seen him, uncumber'd with a Venal tribe 
Smile without Art, and win without a Bribe.. 
Would he oblige me ! let me only find, | 
He does not think me what he thinks mankind. 
Come, come, at all I laugh he laughs, no doubt; 35 
The only difference is, I dare laugh out. 


F. —_ yes: with Scripture Mill you may be 


TY | „ 
A Horſe-laugh, if you pleaſe, at honeſty; _ 
A Joke on J#&«Y LL, orſome odd Old Whig, 
Who never chang'd his Principle, or Wig; 40 
A Patriot is a Fool in every age, 

Whom all Lord Chamberlains allow the Stage: 
Theſe nothing hurts; they keep their Faſhion ſtill, 
And wear their ſtrange old virtue, as they will. 
If any aff you, Who 's the Man ſo near 45 


POPE'S 


kia prince, that writes in Verie, and has his | 


| ear — | 
Why anſwer LxTT ELTON; and I Il engage 
The worthy Y outh ſhall ne er be in a rage. 
But were his Verſes vile, bis Whiſper bate, 
You'd quickly find him in Lord Fanny's caſe. 50 
Sejanus, Wolſey, hurt not honeſt FLzury, 
| But well may put ſome Stateſman in a fury. 
Laugh then at any, but at Fools or Foes ; 
Theſe you but anger, and you mend not thole. 
Laugh at u Friends, and, if your Friends are 
1 ſore, | 5 
So much the better, you may laugh the more. 
To Vice and Folly to confine the jeſt, = 
Sets half the world, Ged knows, againit the reſt; 
Did not the Sneer of more impartial men 


At Senle and Virtue balance all again. 60 


Judicious Wits ſpread wide the Ridicule, 
And charitabiy comtort Knave and Fool. 


P. Dear Sir. forgive the Prejudice of Youth: | 


Aclieu Diſtinction, Satire, Warmth, and Truth! |. 


Come, harmleis Characters that no one hit; 65 
Cume, Henley's Oratorz, Ofborn's Wit! uo 
The honey dropping from Fayoniv's tone, =» 
"The Flowers of Bubo, and the Flow of Young! | 
The gracious Dev: of Pulpit El.querce, 


And all the well-ahipp'd Cream of Cuuitly | 


„ Ser.e, 5 3 

That firſt was H- —vx's, F---"5 next, ad thei., 

The S---te's, and then H- —vx's once agi. 

O come, that eaſy Ciceron:an ſtyle, 

So Latin, yet ſo Enzliſh all the while, pk 

As, though the Pride of MidJuoa and Bland, 23 

All Boys may read, nd Girls may undcrfi and ! 

Then might I fing, without the lealt uence, 
And all I ſung ſhould be the Nation's Sente ; 

Or teach the Melancholy Mule to mourn, 

Hang the ſad Verſe on CAROLIXA's Urn, 80 

And hail her paſſage to the Realms of Reſt, 

All parts perſarm'd, and all her Children bleſt! 

So ati re is no more I feel it die--- 

No Gazetteer more innocent than 1 | 

And let, a God's name, every Fool ard Knave 85 


Be grac'd through life, aud flatter'd in his Grave, | Let Greatack owa her, and ſhe 's mean 20 more, 


POEMS. 


You till may laſh the greateſt---in Diſgrace: 
For merit will by turns forſake them all ; 


But let all Satire in all Char: <5 tpare 

| Immortal S---k, and grave De — re. 
Silent and ſoſt, as Saints remov'd to Heaven, 
All Ties diſſolv'd, and every fin fortiven, 


Receive, and place for ever near a King! 


port 5 | 
 Lull'd with the feet Nepentke of a Court; 
There, where no Father's, Brother's, Friend's 
diſgrace | 


| | Place: | 

But paſt the Sen'e of human Myeries, 

All tears are wip'd for ever from all eyes; 
No cheek is known to bluſh, ri heart to throb, 
Save when they loſe a Queſtion, or a Job. 


their glory, 


| Who know how like Whig Miniſters to Tory, : 


And when three Sovereigns dy'd, could ſearce be 

| vext, | _ 
Conſidering what a gracious Prince was next. 
Have I, in filent wonder, teen ſuch things 


Virtue, I grant you, is an empty boaſt ; 
But fhall the dignity of Vice be lok ? 


| A Favourite's Porter with his Maſter vie, 

Be bri>'d as often, and as oftea lie? 

Shall wu_ draw Cuntrafts with a Stateiman's 

| sill? 
Or Japher pocket, like his Grace, a Will? 120 
It is for Bond, or Peter, (paltry things) | 
To pay their Debes, or keep their Faith, like 
Kings? 


If Blount di batch'd himſelf, he play'd the man; 


And ſo marſt thou, illuſtrious Paſfæeran! 


— 5 
This, this, my rend , I cannot, muſt not bear * | 
Vice thus abas'd, demands A Nati m's CaVeE | 


| This calis the Church to deprecate qur Sin, 
Ad kuris the Thunder of the Laws on Gi. 130 


I. et modeft Foſter, if ke will, excell 


Ten Merrcp2otitns in preaching weil; 


A ſimple Quaker, or x Quaker's Wife, 


Outdo LaudiGe in Dodtiige,---res in Liſe: 


| Virtue may chuvle the high or low Degree, 

Tis juſt alike to Virtue, and to me; 

Dwell in a Monk, or light upena King, | 
She's ſtill the fame belov'd, contented thing. 140 
Vice is undone, if ſhe forgets her Birth, 


And ftoops from Angels to the dregs of Earth : 


Bur tis the Fall degrades her to a Whore; 


F. Why fo? if Satire know: its Time and Place, 


Weuld you know when ? exact! y when they fall. 90 


Theſe may ſume geatle minifterial Wing 95 


There, where nv Paſſion, Pride, or Shame tranſ- 


Once break their reft, or tir them frum theix 


P. Good Heaven forbid, that I ſhovld biaſt 


| As Pride in Slaves, and Avarice in Kings; 110 
And at a Peer, or Pecreſ, ſhall I fret, MES: 
Nuo ftarves a Sifter ur forlweats a Debt? 


Ye Cods! ſhall Cibber's Son, without rebuke, 115 
1 $werr like a Lord, or Rich outwhore a Duke? | | 


Eut ſhall a Prizeer, weary of his life, 06 - 
Learn, from their Buok:, to hang himſelf and 


J. et humbie Allen, with an ankward Shame, "WM 
Do good by ſtealth, and biuſh to find it Fame; 
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| Skew there vas yne who held it in diidain. 


POPE'S POEMS. 


Her NMrth, ler Beauty, Crowds and Courts 2 | 
ſe, 
Chute Matrons 
| ble's ; | 
In golden Choios the willing World ſhe draws, - 
And hers the Golp:l is, and hers the Laws; 
Mounts the Tribunal, lifts her lcarlet head, 
And ſees pale Virtue carted ia her ſtead. 
Lo! at thz wheels of her ttiumphal Car, 
Old England's Genius, rough with many a Scar, 
Pragg'd in the quſt! his arms hang idly round, | 
His Flag inverted trails along the ground! 
Our Youth, all livery 'd o'er with foreignGold,155 
Tefore her dance: behind her, crawl the Old! 
See throng ing Millions to the Pagod run, 
And effet Country, Parent, Wiſe, or or Son! 
Hear her black Trumpet through the land pro- 


pralle her, and grave Biſhops 


150 


1 


| claim, | | | 
That Nor To BE COREUPTED is THEf 
SHAME. 160 


In S:1Hier, Churchman, Patriot, Man in Power, 


„is Avurice all, Ambition is no more! 4 
See, all our Nobles begging to be Slaves ! 
See, all our Fools api ring to be Knaves ! 
The Wit of Cheats, the Courage of a Whore 
Are what ten thomand envy and adore; 
All, all look vp, w th reverential Awe, 

At crintes that che, or triumph o'er ine Law: 
Waile Truth, Worth, Wildom, daily they decry 
« Nathing is frered now but Villainy.” 170 
Yet ma this Verle if ſuch a Verie remain) 


165 


— 


EPILOGUE 
. TO THE 
3 4 11 R ZS. 


Dresen If. 
Te, TIS all a Liel---Paxton (Sir) will fay. ) 
P. Nat yet, my Friend! to-morrov. 
„ | | 
And for that very cave I print to-day. 
How ſhould I fret to mangle every line, 
In reverence ta the Sins of Thirty-uine ! | 
Vice with inch Giant-{trides comes on amain, 
Invention ſtrives ty be beſo re in vain; 
Feign what Iwill, and paint it eber lo ſtrong, 
So ne riling Geni»: fins up to my Song 
Fi. Vet none but you by name the guilty loſh; 10 
Even Guthry faves half Newgate by a Den. 
Spare then the Perion, and exp the Vice. 
P'. How, Sir! not damn th 
| | Dice ? | | 
Cove on chen, Satire! general, unconfin' d. 
Sy read thy broad wing, aud fouce on all the kind. 15 
Ye Stateſmen, Prieſts, of one Religion all! 
Ye Tradefnen, vile, in Army, Court, or Hall! 
Ye reverend Atheiſts. F. Scandal! name them, 
| who? 8 | age 


5 


4 


| Down, down 0 


Ta tax Directors, who than! God) 


| 


1. — 


| 


- 


£ 


43 


Who ftarv'd a ſiſter, who foreſware x Debt, 20 
I never nam'd ; the Town 's enquiring yet. 
The poiſoning Dame--- F. You mean--- P. I 
| don t. F. You do. 

P. See, now I keep the Secret, and not you! 
The bribing Stateſman- F. Hold, too high you 


80. 
P. The brib'd Elector -F. There you ſtocp 
too low. | 25 
P. I fain would pleaie yon, if T knew with hat; 
| Tell me, which Knave is lawful Game, whick 
not: | 
Muſt great Offenders, once eſcap'd the Crown, 
Like Royal Harts, be never more run down? 
Admit your Law to l pare the Knight requires, 30 


As Beaſts of Nature may we hunt the Squires ? 


Suppo'e I ceuſure eu know what I mean 
To tave 2 Biſhop, may I name a Dean? 

F. A Dean, Sir? no; bis Fortune is not made, 
Vou hurt 4 inan ther 's rifing in the Trade. 35 
. It not the Trade man who let up to-day, 
Much leis the Prentice who to-morrow mar. 

wn, 2 Satire! though a reaim be 
_ ipoli'd, | ' 
Arraign no migktier Thief than wretched Wild: 
Or, it a Court or Country 's made a job, 40 
| Vo drench a Pich pocket, and juin the Mod. 1 

But, Sir, I beg you (ſot the Love of Vice!) 

he matter s weighty, pray confider twice; 
Have you leſi nity for the needy Cheat, 


\ 


The poor and friendief Villain, than the Great? 43 


Alas the imall Ditcredit af a Bribe | 
Scarce hurts the Lawyer, but undoes the Scribe, 
Then better ſure it Charity becomes 
have Plums ; 
Still better, Minifters; or, if the thing 30 
May pinch wy there-—uby lay it on a King. 
! ſtop! 

+ Muſt Satire, then, nor riſe nor ſa:! I 


1 Sneak out, and bid re blame ro Rogues at all. 


| 


F. Yes, ſtrike that Wild, 1! juſtify the blow. 
P. Strike? why the man was hanzz'd ten years | 
| ago 3 
Wno now that obſolete Example fers? 
Ev'n Peter trembles only for his Ear. 
F. What, always Peter? Peter thinks youſmail, 


| You make men deÞerate, if they once are bud 


Elie might be take to Virtue torne year hence ( 
P. As S---k, if he live“, will love the Prince. 


F. Strange ipleen to S- x c: 
1 FP. Do I wrong the Man? 
| God knows, I praiſe a Courtier where I can. 


{| When I confets, there is who ſeels for Fame, 


nd melts to Goodneſs, need I Scarborow name? 
Pleas'd let me ov n, in Efher's peaceful Grove 
(Where Kent and Nature vie for Pelham's Love 


I The Scene, the Maſter, opening to my view, 
e Sharper, bat the 


TI fir and dream Lee my Crazgs anew ? 


_ Ev*n in a Biſhop I can ſpy Deſert: LOS 
Lecker is decent; Rundet has a Heart; 
7a4nvers with Candour are to Benſon given; 
To Perkley, every Virtue vnder Heaven. — 


\ 


75 


But does the Court a worthy Man remcve) 
T hat inſtant, I declare, he has my Love: 
ſhun his Zenith, court his mild Decline ; 


D. Why thai 's the thing bu bid me not to do. 


Taus Somers once, and Halifax, were mine. 


* 
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Oct, in the clear, ſtill Mirrour of Retreat, 


I ſtudy'd Shrewſbury, the wiſe and 7 


And if yet higher the 


Carleton's calm Senſe, and pe's noble 
Flame, 80 
Compar d, and knew their generous End the ſame: 
How plezfing Atterbur'y's ſofter hour! 
How ſhin'd the Soul, unconquer'ed in the Tower! 
How can I Pulteney, Cheſterfield forget, * 
While Roman Spirit charms, and Attic Wit: 83 
Argyll, the State's whole Thunder born te wiel d, 
And ſhake alike the Senate and the Field : 


Or Wyndham, juſt to Freedom and the Throne, 


The Maſter of our Paſſi ns, and his own? 


Names, which I long have lov'd, nor 1:v'd in 
| vain, | 5 90 
Rink'd with their Friends, nor number'd with 


their Train; | 

proud Lift ſhonld end, 

Still let me fay ! No Follower, but a Friend. 
Yet think not, Friendſhipoaly prompts my lays : 

I follow Virtue ; where ſhe ſhines, I praile; 95 


Point ſhe to Prieſt or Elder, Whig or Tory, 


Or round a Quaker's Beaver caſt a Glory. 
I never (to my forrow I declare) | | 


| Din'd with the Man of Roß, or my Lord Mayor. 


Some, in their choice of Friends (nay, lock not 


grave) 
Have till a ſecret Byaſs to a K nave: 
To find an honeſt man, I beat about ; 


Fi. Then why fo few commented ? 


3 


Ta Cato, Virgil paid one honeſt line; 


And was, beſides, a Tyrant to his Wiſe. 


P. Not { fierce; 1 
1 find the Verſe. 105 
But random Praiſe---the taſk can ne er be done: 


Each Mether aſks it for her booby Son, 
Each Widow aſk. it for the Beſt of Men, 


Fer him ſhe weeps, for him ſhe weds again. 
Praiſe cannot ſtoop, like Satire, tothe ground: 110 
The Number may be hang'd, bu: not be crown'd. 
Enough for balf the G reateſt of theſe day, 

my Cenſure, not expe& my Praiſe. 
Are they not rich? what more can they pretend ? 
Dare they to hope a Poet for their Friend? 115 


What Richlieu wanted, Louis ſcarce cou'd gain, 
And what young Ammon wiſh'd, but wiſh'd in 


vain, | 
No Porver the Muſe's Friendſhip can command; 
No Power, when Virtue claims it, can withſtand : 
120 
O let my Country's Friends illumine mine! 


| = Whatare you thinking? F. Faith the thought's 


no fin 


I think your Friends are out, and would be in. 


P. If merely to come in, Sir, they go out, 


The way they take is ſtrangely round about. 125 


F. They too may be c:-rrupted, you Il allow? 
P. L ently call th-ſe Knaves who are ſo now. 


Is that too little? Come then, I II comply--- 


Spirit of Arnall! aid me while Ilie. 
«bham ' a Coward, Polwarth is a Slave, 135 


And Lyneiton a dark, defigning Knave; 
St. Jobn has ever been a mighty Fool 
But let me add, Sir Robert 's mighty dull, 


Has never made a Friend in private lite, 

135 
But pray, when others praiſe bim, do | b'ame:? 

Cail Vetres, Woliey, any odious rarac? 


— And love him, court him, praiſe him, in or out. 


| 
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Why rail they then, if but a wreath of mine, 
O ali-accompliſh'd St. jcln ! deck thy ſhrine? 
| What? ng each ſpur-gall'd Hackney of the 
| 1. | 
When Paxton gives him double Pots and Pay, 
each neu- per ond Sycophant, pretend 
| To break my windgws if I treat a Friend; 
Then wilely plead, to me they meant no hurt, 
But twas my Gueft at whom they threw tle 
-  -* 145 
Sure, if I jpare the Miniſter, no rules 
Ot honour bind me, not to maul his Tools; 
Sure, if they cannot cut, it Ds 
His Saws are toothleſs, and his Hatebets Lead. 
” It anger'd 'Turenne, once upon à day, 150 
To fee a Footman kick'd that took his pay: 
But when he heard th' Aff ront the Fellow gave, 
Knew one a Man of Honour, one a Knave; 
The prudent Gereralturn'd it to a jeſt, 
And begg'd, he d take the palns to kick the reſt : 155 
Which not at preſent having time to do--- 
F. Hold, Sir (Br God's fake, where's th' Aﬀront 
r to you? | | 
Againſt your worſhip when had 8—-K writ? 
Or P---ge pour'd forth the Torrent of his Wit? 
Or grant the Baird whoſe diftich all commend 169 
| (In Power a Servant, out of Power a Friend] 
To W---jegrilty of lome venial fim; 
What 's that to you who ne'er was out nor in? 
The Prieft whoſe Flattery bedropt the Crown, 
How hurt he yon? he only ſtain'd the Gown. 
And how did, pray, the flcrid Youth offend, p 
| Whoſe Speech you took, and gave it to a Friend? 
P. Faith it imports not muchfrom whom it came; 
Whoever borrow'd, could not be to blame, | 
Since the whole Houſe did afterwards the lame.) 
Let Courtly Wits to Wits afford fupply, | 
As Hog to Hog in Huts of Weſtphaly ; | 
If one, ti rough Nature's bounty or his Lord's, 
Has what the frugal, dirty (oil affords, | 


From him the next receives it, thick or thin, 175 


As pure a meſs almcſt as it came in; 
The bleſſed benefit, not there confin'd, 5 
Drops to the third, who nu7z2les cloſe behind; 
Prom tail to mouth, they feed and they earouſe: 
The laſt full fairly gives it to the Hcuſe. 0 
F. This filthy ſimile, this beaſtly line 
Quite turns my ſtoamach— . 
5 P. So does Flattery mine: 
And all your eourtly Civet- cats can vent, 
Perfume tu you, to me is Excrement. 
But hear me further Japhet, tis agreed, 
Writ not, and Chartres ſcarce could write or read, 
In all the Courts of Pindus guiltleſs quite ; 


And muſt no Egg in Japket's face be thrown, 
Becauſe the Deed heforg'd was not my own: 199 
Maſt never Patriot then declaim at Gin, 8 
Unlels, good man! he has been fairly in? 

No zealous Paſtor blame a failing Spouſe, 
Without a ſtaring Reaſon on his brows? 
And each blaſphemer quite eſcapethe rod, 
Becauſe the inſult 's not on Man, but God 
' Aſk you what Provocation I have had ? 
The ſtrong Antipathy of Good to Bad. 
When Truth or Virtue an &ffront endures, 


195 


u' Affrontis mine, my friend, and ſhould be zer: 


185 55 


But Pens can forge, my Priend, that cannot write: | 


Nien nut afraid of God, airaid of me: 


Like the lift Gazette, or the laſt Addreſs. 


A NMonarch'e ſword, 


Than tuch as Anſtis enſts into the grave; 
Far other Stars than * and * * wear, 
And may deicend to Mordington from Stair ; 


And bark at honour not conferr'd by kings; 


duet to the world, and grateful to the ſkies: 245 
Truth guards the poet, lanctifies the line, 

And makes immortal, verſe as meun as mine. 

Ves, the laſt pen for Freedom let me draw, 

| When Truth ftands trembling on the edge of | 


AW, | | . 0 
ere, laſt of Britons ! let your names be read; 250 
Are none, nene living? let me praiſe the Dead, .. 
And ſor that Cauſe which made your fathers 


And write next winter more Eſſays on 
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line, a5 2 fce — to ſaſſe preterice, | 
Who think 2 Corcomb's honduf like lis ene; 
Nine, 2: a friend to every woithy mind; 
And miue a: man who feel for all mankind. 

F. You're ſtrangely proud. 


P. So proud, I am no ſlave: } 
So impudent, I own myielf no knave , 

So (dd, my eyuntry's ruin makes me grave. 

Yes, 4 am proud, I mutt be proud to ec 


dale from the Bar, the Pulpit, and the Throne, 210 
Ye touch'd and ſham'd by Ridicule alone. 
O cred weapon ! leit tur truth's detence, 


Sole dread of folly, vice, and inivlence ! 


To all but hetven-direfted hands der. d, 

The Muſe may give thce, but the Gods muſt 
guide: 3 1 

Reverent I tuuch thee ! but with honeſt zeal ; 

To rouze the watchmen of the puvlic weal, 

To vinue's work provoke the tardy hall, 


And gcad the prelate ſlumbeiing in his ſtall. 


Ve tinſel in ects! whom a court maintains, 220 
That counts yuur betwties only by your ſt. ins, | 
Spin all rour cubweb» o'er the eye of da! 

The mu'e's wing ſhall bruſh youu all away; 
All his Grace preacher, all his Lordſhip ſings, 
All that makes Saims of Queens, and Guds of 
„ © 

All, all — drops dead- dorn from the preis, 


When black ambition ſtains a public cauſe, | 
when mad vain-glory 


draws , 


Not Waller's wreath ean hide the nation's ſcar, 230 


Not Boileau turn the feather to a far. 
Not ſo, when, diadem'd with rays divine, | 
Touch'd «ith the flame that breaks frum virtze's 
ſ>rine, | | | 
Her pricitets Muſe ſorids the Cood to die, | 
And opes the temple of Eternity 235 
There, othet trophies deck the truly brave, 


(Such as on Hough's unully'd mitre ſhine, 249 
Or beam, g-0d Dieby, from a heart like thi) | 
Let envy how], white Heaven's whole chorus 


fngs, 


Let flatter; ſickening lee the incenſe ri e, 


L 


ſhine, tt | 
Tan by the Votes of their degenerate line. 
F. Alas, alas! pray end what you L | 
235 
Vor. VI. = 


[| 


Me and the Butterflies together. 


|} © Eat forme, and pocket up the reſt”? 5 
| Vi2t, rob yuur boys? thote pretty rogue: ! 


But it you'd have me alway: neut 


410 
= Horace 

| SPIES TAE Tk 
Tmitated in the Manner of Dr. SMI T. 
TI uu, my Lord, I gave my word, 


|. TI weuld be with yuu, June the third; 


| Chang'd ic tw Auguſt, ad (in ſhort) 


| Have kept it---as you do at Cuuit. 


| You humout me when 1 am fick, * 


| Why not when 1 am 'plenetick 2 


In town what object, could I meet ? 
| The ſh., pe ſhut up in every ſtreet, 
And tunerals blackening all the doors, 
And yet more melanchuly whores ; 
Aud what a duſt in every place ! 
And a thin court that wants your face, 
And ſevets raging up and down, 
And MW and H** both in town ! 

*« 'The dog-days are no more the caſe.” 
Tis true, but winter cumes apace: 
Ihen ſouthward let vour bard retire, 
Hold out ſome montlis twiæt ſun and fire, 
And you ſhall ſex, the firſt warm weather, 


10 
15 


My Lord, your favours well I know; 
Ti with diſtinction you beſtow ; 
Ard not tv every one that comes, 
Juſt a 2 Scotiman dues his plums. 


No, fir, you Il leave them to the hog— 
The: frols with cumpliments bcfiege ye, 
 Cuntriving never to oblige ye, 


| Scatter your favours on a fop, 


In, ratitude 's the certain ; | 

| Ard tis but juſt, I'll — wherzefcre, 
You give the things you never cats tut. 
A wi:e man always is or ſhud | 

Be mighty ready to do guod; 

But make: a difference in his tacugh* 


3 


| Berwict a guinea and a grow. 


Now this I'll ſay, y 


n End in me 
A fafe companivn | 


a free ; 


A word, pray, in your honour's ear. 


I hope it is your reſolution 


| To give me back my conſtitution \ 


The tprightly wit, the lively eye, 

Th' engaging imile, the gaiety, 
That laugh'd down many a furnmer ſus, 
And kept you up ſo oſt till one; 


I And all that voluntary vein, 


As when Belinda raid my ſtrain. 
A weazel once made ſhift to fiinxz 
In at a corn-loft through a chin ; | 

But having amply ſtuff d his ficin, 
Could not get out as he gut in | 
| Which one belonging to the Houſe CORE 
 ('T was not a Man, it was a Mouſe) 


2 


_ | Obſerving, cry'd, © You ſeape not fo, 


40 Low as you cn, fir, you muit go. 
ir, you may ſpare your __ ien, 


| I'm no ſuch beaſt, nor hl; 
| 38 


3. 


J 


_ Can retrench? 
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Nor one that temperance advance, 
Cramm'd to the throat with ortolans: 
Extremely ready to refign | 

All that may make me none of mine. 
South- lea ſubſeriptions take who pleaſe, 
Leave me but liberty and eaſe. | 
*T was what I faid to Craggs and Child, 
Who prais'd my modeſty, and ſmil'd. 
Give. me, I cry'd, (enough for me) 

My bread, and idependency ! ' 


$9 bought an annual-rent or two, 
Near 


fifty, and without a wiſe, 

T truſt that 4 my liſe. 
es, mighty well, 

Shrink back to my paternal cell, | 

A little houſe, with trees a-row, 

And, like its maſter, very low. 


There dy'd my father, no man's debtor, 
And there I'll die, nor worſe nor better. 
I0 ſet this matter full before ye, 7 


Our old friend Swift will tell his ſtory. 


« Harley, the nation's great ſupport---' 
But you may read it, I ſtop ſhort. 


65 


75 


The latter Part of SATIRE VI.“ 


O Charming noons! and nights divine 


Or when I iup or when I dine, 


My friends above, my folks below, 
Chatting and laughing all-a-row, 


The heans and bacon ſet before em, | 
The grace-cup ſerv'd with all decurum : 
| Exch willing to be pleas'd, and pleaſe, 


And even the very dogs at eaſe ! 


Here no man prates of idle things, 
- How this or that Italian ſings, 


A neighbour's madneſs, or his ſpouſe's, 


Or what 's in either of the Hou'es : 
But ſomething much more our concern, 


And quite a icandal not to learn: 


hich is the happier, or the wiſer, 
A man of merit, or a miert? = 
Whether we cuzht to chuſe our friend, 


For their own worth, or our on ends? 


What good, or better, we may call, 


And what, the very b<ft of all? 


— 


Our triend Dan Prior told (ou know) 
A tale extremely “ 3 propos: 
Name a town-life, and in a trice 
He had a ſtory of two mice. | 
+ Orce on a time (ſo runs the Fable) 
A Country Mouſe, right hoſpitable, 


Receiv'd a Towr: Mouſe at his beard, 
Juſt as a Tarmer night a Lord. 


' A frugal moule, upon the whole, 
_ Yetlov'd Lie friend, and had a foul, 8 
Knew what was handſo me, and would do't, 


On juſt occaſion, © cute gui coſite.“ 
Pe -6ught him bacon (othing leun): 
Puddin- 


Bur with'd it S:i'ton for his fake ; ; 


E, that might liave pleas'd a Dezn; 
Cbeeſe, ſuch as men in Safi k make, 


Yet, to his gueſt though no way ſparing, 


Fie ext him elf the rind and paring. 


* Sec the A [aff in Ewijt's Proms. 


145 


* 


| © For God's fake, come, and live with men: 


} Taſtes for his friend of fowl and fiſh, 
Tells all their names, lays d:wwn the law, 


| Ruſh chaplein, butler, dogs and —Y 
© A mt, a rit!elap too the Soar 


| O for the heart of Homer's mice, 
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N. counties ſcarce could ti uch a bit, 
But ſhow'd his breeding and his wit ; 
He did his beſt to ſeem to eat, 


And cry'd, I vow you're mighty neat. 
« But Lord, my friends, this ſavage ſcene ! 


«© Conſider, mice, like men muſt die, 
« Both imall and great, buth you and I : 
Then ſpend your life in joy and ſport, 


The verieſt hermit in the nation 
May yield, God knows, to ſtrong temptation. 
Away they came, through thick and thin, 
To a tall houſe near Lincoln's- Inn: | Py 
(Twas on the night of a debate, 195 
When all their Lordſhips had fate late.) 
Behold the place, where if a poet | 
| Shin'd in deſcription, he might ſhow it; 
Tell how the moon- beam trembling falls, 
And tips with filver all the walls; | 
Palladian walls, Venetian doors, 
Groteſco roofs, and ſtucco floors, 
But let it (in a word) be faid, 
The Moon was up, and Men z-bed, | 
The napkin 's white, the carpet red: 195 
The gueſts withdrawn hull leſt the treat, | 
And down the mice ſate, tete 2 tète. 
Our countier walks from diſh to diſh, 


* Que ca eſt bon! Ah geütez cx! 


That jelly 's rich, this malm/ey healing, 


Pray dip your whiſkers and your tail in.“ 
Was ever ſuch a happy ſwain? 
He ſtuffs and ſwills, and ſtuffs again. 
„I'm quite aſham' d- tis mighty rude 


4 To eat fo much but all 's fo good. 
*I have a thoufand thanks to give— 


| & My Lord alone knows how to live.“ 
No fooner faid but from the hall 
The cat comes bour.cing on the floor. 


Or God: to tave them in a trice! 
(It was by Providence they think, 


For your damn'd ſtueco has no chink. ) | 
| *©An't pleaſe your honour, quoth the Peafint, 


„This fame deſſert is not lo pleaſant; : 
% Give me a ain my hollow tree, 5 | 20 


A Cruſt of Bread, and IL iberty!“ 


| Book rv. 


„ 
| To V E N U S 


} A GAIN? nes tumults in my breaſt ? 


* Al ipare me, Venus! let me, let me reſt | 
J am net row, alas! the man | 


Ain the gentle reign of mx Queen Anne, 


175 


« (This doctrine, friend, I learn*datCourt).” 126 = 


19 


2 
210 


215 


— — — v 


Hi“ houſe, emboſom'e 


But why? ah tell me, ab too dear! 


Why words ſo flowing, thoughts fo free, | | 
Stop, or turn nonſenſe, at one glance of thee? | 
Thee, dreſs'd in fancy's | 


And ſwiftly ſhoot along the Mall, 


Now ſhown by Cynthia's flver rav, 


| JEST. you ſhould think that verſe ſhall die. 


| 
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| | Though daring Milton fits ſeiblure, 
Nor yet hall Waller yield to time, 

Turn, turn to willing hearts our wanton * ec. | 
o number Gve direct your dude, 


Ah Grid no more thy ſoft alarme, 1 
Nor circle ſober fiſty with thy charrns! 
Niother too fierce of dear defires 


There | vor round Murray all your blooming | 
oves; 


Noble and young, who ſtrikes the heart 


With every ſpri-;htly, ever” decent ; 
Equnl, the nur d to defend, r 
To charm the miſtreſs, or to fix the ſriend. 
He with a hundred arts refin'd, 
Shall ſtretch thy conqueſts over half tlie kind; 
To bim each vat ſhall ſubmit, 
Make but his riches equal ti his wit. 


Then ſhall thy form the marble grace, 


{Thy Grecian furm) and Chloe lend the ace: | 
in the grove, | 
Sacred to ſocial life and ſocial love, 
Shall glitter o'er the pendent green, | 
Where Thames reflects the vi ſionary ſcene : 
Thither the ſilver-ſbunding ly res 


_ Shall call the ſmiling loves, and young de- 5 


ſires 
D every Grace and Muſe ſhall throne, 
Exalt the dance, ur animate the ſong ; 
There youths and nymphs, in conſort gay, 


Shall hail the rifing, eloſe the parting * | g 
_ With me, alas! thoſe joys are er; | 


For me the vernal garlands bloom no more. 
Adieu! fond hope of mutual fire, | 
Ihe ſtill- believing, ſtill renew d deſire ; 
Adieu! the henrt- expanding 

And all the kind deceivers of the wol! 


Steals down my cheek th' involuntary tear 2 


airy beara, 
Abſent I follow through th” extended dream; 
Now, now I ceaſe, I claſp thy charms, | | 
And row you burſt (ab, cruel 7 mow my 
arms; 


Or ſoſtly glide by the Canal. 


bowl. 4 


ö 
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In Speer mitive NMiuſe play: 


Nor penſive Cowley's moral lay 


Siges and chiefs long fir.ce had birth 
Etre Cæſar was, or Newton nam'd ; 


Then rais'd new Empires o'er the arch, 
And thote, new Hens ens and Syſtems ſram' d. 


Vain was the Chief's, the Sage's pride ! 
They had no Poet, and they died : 

In vain they ſchem'd, in vain the: bled ! 

-* They had no Poet, and ale dead. 


ud 8 
2 ES] 


| 


| ON 
Receiving from the 
RIGHT HON. THE ar 
FRANCES SHIRLEY, 


A STANDISH AND TWO PEN*. 


VIS. I beheld th Athenian Queen 


Defend in all her ſober charms ; 
© Ard take {ſhe ſaid, and ſmil'd ſerenc) 
Take at this hans celeſtial arms. 


« Secure the radiant weapors wield ; 
© This golden lance ſhall guard delert, | 
And if a viee dares keep the field, 


bi « This ſteel ſhall ſtab it to the heart.” 


 Aw'd, on my bended knees I fel!, 
Receiv'd the weapons of the ky; ; 

And dipp'd them in the able well, 
The fuunt of fame or infamy. 


' % What well? what weapon ? (Flavia et) 


A ſtandiſh, ſteel and golden pen! 


And now on rolling waters ſnatch'd away. 


OF THR 


FOURTH BOOK. 
a FRAGMENT. 
Which ſounds the filver Thames along, 


Taught on the wings of truth to fly 
ve the reach of yulgar fong ; 


| « Tt came from Bertrand” s, not the ſkies; 
EY gave it you to write gan. 


1 «e Bur, friend, take heed whom you attach ; 


« You'll bring a houſe (I mean of Peers) 


% Red, blue, and green, niy white and black, 
. © L—— and all about your ears. 


| You'd verite as imooth again on aaf, % 
5 PART oF THE NINTH ODE 1 


% Athenian Queen! and ſober charms ! 


« Ard run, on ivory, fo glid, | 
te As not to ſtick at fool or ale, 
Nor ſtop at flattery or fib. 


% tell ycu, fool, there” 5 nothing in't: 
« Tz Venus, Venus gives theſe arms; 
%“ In Dryden's Virzil ſee the print. 


«© Come, if you'll be a quiet ſoul, 
« hat dares tell neither truth nor lier, 


„ ul liſt you in the harmleſs roll 


« Of thoſe that fing of theſe poor ezes.”? 


3: $6063 


Dcar to the Muſe! to Harley dear--eln vain ! 


k 
—— 


= Behold: thee glorieus only in thy fall. 


4 
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EPISTL E | 
W . 9 0 | TO JAMES CRAGGS, ESQ. 
 SFCRETANY OF STATE IN THE EAR 1729. 
A SOUL an full of wen, w void of pride, 


| 


Ard ſtrik es 2 bluſh through troniie's flatter; ; 


To 
ROBERT EARL OF OXFORD, 
AND 
EARL MORTIMER, 

SENT to the Earl of Oxford with Dr. Farncii”s 

Puens, publithed by our Author aiter the faid 
 EmPs Imprifonmert in the Tower, and Re- 
treat into the country, in the year 1721. 


gUCH were the notes thy onee- loved poet ſung, 


Til deorth untimely Rtupp's his tunefal Aham A of any Friend, not ev'n of Me : 


; | tongue. 

C? jv 

With ſokett manners, genticft arts adorn'd! 

Plud in each icience, L)::1 in every ſtrain ! 5 
For him, thou oft haſt bid the world attend, 

Ford tu forger the Kateſmen in the friend! 

For Swiit ant him deſpis d the iarce of fate, 

10 


A face untaught to een; a judgin;; e: e, 


A beheld, and Toft! admir'd, and mourn'd! | 


Ide ſober follies of the wife and great; 
Pextran:, the ereving, fawning crowd to quit, 
And plew'd to *ſcape from Flattery to Vit. 
Abient or dead, ſtill 12t à friend be dear, 


(A stb the ab ent claims, the dead a 2 _ 


Recall thote ni hts that clos*d thy toil:ome 
drill hear thy Parnell in his living lays, 

| Who, careleſs now of interet, fame, or fate, 
Perhaps forgets that Oxford eber was great; 
Or, decming memeſt what we greatcft c. Il, 


725515 


And fure, if aught below the ſeats divine 
Can touch immortals, tis a ſoul like thine: 
A foul ſupreme, in each hard inſtance try d, 


Above all pain, and paſſion, and all pride, 


The 


„ 


The Muſe attends thee to thy fitent ſhade: 


rage of power, the blaſt of public breath, 25 
The luſt of lucre, and the dread of death. 
In vain to deſerts thy retreat is male ; 


Tis her's, the brave man's lateft iteps to trace, 
Re-'udge his acts, and dignity diſgrace. 
When intereſt calls off all ler ineaking train, 
And all th* vblig'd deſert, and all the vain ; 
She waits, or to the ſcaffuld, or the cell, 
When the laſt lingering friend has bid fare- 
well. | 1 . 


Ev'n now, ſhe ſhades thy eyeninz-walk with 35 


hays 
| (No hireling ſhe, no proſtitute to praiſe) : 
Ev'n now, obſervant of the parting ray, 
Eves the calm ſun-ſet of thy various day, 
Through fortune's cloud one truly great 


ſee, | 
Nor fears to tell, that MonrTr1MER is he. 


— 


POEMS. 
EPISTLE 


_ nothing ſecks to ſkew, or needs to 
hide; | | | 
Which nor to guilt, nor ſexy, its eaution owes, 
And boaſts a warmth th. from no paſhon flo: 
3 
That darts ſevere upon a riſing lie, . 
All this thou wert; and being this before, 
Know, kings and fortune cannt make thee 
more. | 
Then corn to gain a friend by ſervile way:, 10 
Nor with to lote a fue thete virtues tail; 
But candid, free, ſincete, as youu began, 


| Prace:d—a Miniſter, but ſtill 2 Man. 


Ee not (exalted to whate'er degree) | 
15 
The Patriot's plain, but untrod, path purlue, 
It nut, tis I muſt be aſham'd of you. 


| EPISTLE 
Wich Mr, Dxypus's Tranſlation 
. 


T +75 vert be thine, my friend, nor thou ie- 


ſu e 


I This. from no vena! or ungrateful muſe. 


Whether thy bar ſtrike out ſome free deſigr, 
Where lite awakes, and dawns at every line; 

Or blend in beautcous tinte the culour'd mats, 7 
And icm the canvals call the rainic face: 


| Rerd the.e inſtru tive leaves, in which conſpire 


 Fre'woy*s eloſe art, and Dryden's native fire: 
And reading wiſh, like theirs, cur fate and fame, 
do mix'd our ſtudis, and © joĩn'd our name; 10 
Like them to ſhine through long ſucceeding age, 


Jo uſt thy ſkill, ſo regular my rage. 


' Sroit with the love of fiftef-arts we came, 5 
And tet congenial, mingling flame with flame: 


Like friendly colours found them both write, 15 


Ard ny — each contract new ſtrengih ard 
light. | - | | 
aw oft in pleaſing taſks we wear the day, 
While ſummer-tens roll unpeiceiv'd away! 
How oft our ſlouly-grow ing works impart, 
While images reflect from art to art! 
How o'r review; each finding like a ſriend 
Something to blame, and ſomethirg to commend! 
What flattering ſcencs our wandering fancy 
| wrought, | | TE: 
| Rome's pompous glories riſing to our thought! 
Together o'er the Alps methinks we fly, 28 


| Fir'd with ideas of fair Italy. 


— K N * 
. 


And theſe be ſung till Granville's Myra die: 
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With thee on R-phzel's monument I mourn, | 
Or wait inſpiring dreams at Maro's urn: 
' With thee repoſe, where Tully once was laid, 
Or ſeek fone ruin's formidable ſhade: 
While fancy brings the vaniſt'd piles to view, 
Ard builds imaginary Rume anew. | 
Here thy well-ſtudied - arbles fix our eye; 
A fiding Freſco here demands a figh : 
Exch heavenly piece unwearied we compare, 35 
Match Raphael's grace with thy lov'd Guido'satr, 
Carracci's ſtrength, Corregeiv's ſoſter line, 


POEMS. 421 
Sure to charm all was his peculiar fate, s 
W ho without flattery pleas'd the fair and great; 
Still with eſteem no leſs convers'd than read; 


| With wit well-natur'd, and with books well- 


bred : 
His beart, his miſtreſs and his friend did ſhare ; 
His time, the Muſe, the witty and the fair. 10 
Thus wiſely carelef, innocently gay, 
Chearful he play'd the trifle, Life, away ; 
Till fate icarce felt his gentle breath ſuppreſt ; 
As ſmiling infants ſport barmſelves to reſt. 


Paulo's free ſtroke, and Titian's warmth divine. Ev'n rival wits did Voitz#'s death deplore, 15 


How finiſh'd with illuſtrious tuil appears 
This ſmall, well- poliſnd gem the work of years: 40 
Yet ftill how faint by precept is expreſs'd | 
The living image in the painter's breaſt ! 
Tkence endleſs ſtreams of fair Ideas flow, 
Strike in the ſketch, or in the picture glow ; 
Thence beauty, waking all ker forms, ſupplies 45 
An angel's ſweetneſs, or Bridgewater's eyes. 
Muie! at that name thy facred ſorrows ſhed, 
Thole tears eternal that embalm the dead; 
Call round her tomb each object of defare, 
Fach purer frame inform'd with purer fire: 50 
Rid her be all that chears or ſoftens lite, | 
Ihe tender ſiſter, daughter, friend, and wife: 
Bid her be all that makes mankind adore , 
Then view this marble, and be vain no more! 
Yer ſtill her charms in breathing paint en- 
2 3 
Her modeſt cheek ſhall warm a future age. 
Beauty, frail flower that every ſeaſon fears, 
Blooms in thy colours for a thouſand years 
Tuus Churchill's race ſhall other hearts ſurpriſe, 
And other beauties envy Worſley's eyes; 
Fach pleaſing Blount ſhall endleſs ſmiles beftow,| 
And ſoft Belinda's bluſh for ever glow. | 
Om, laſting as thoſe colours may they ſhine, 
Tree as thy ſtroke, yet faultleſs as thy line; 
New graces yearly like thy works diſplay, Gs 
Soft without weakneſs, without glaring gay; 
Led by ſome rule, that guides, but not conſtrains; 
Ard finiſh'd more through happine$ than pains ! 
The kindred arts ſhall in their praiſe conipire, 
One dip the pencil, and one ſtring the lr re. 70 
Vet ſhould the Graces all thy figures place, 
And breathe an air divine on every face; 
Vet ſhould the Muſes bid my numbers toll | 
Strong as their charms, ard gentle as their ſoul: 
Wich Zeuxis' Helen thy Bridpewarer vie, 72 


Alas! how little trom the grave we him! 
Thou but preſer'ft a Face, and I a Name. 


irrt 


1 0 


| And 1 who never mourn'd be- 

The trueſt hearts for Voiture beav'd with ſighs, 

Voiture was wept by all the brighteſt eyes: f 

The 6 in Voiture's 

, | th, | | | 

But that for ever in bis lines they breathe. 20 
Let the ſtri life of graver mortals be 

A long, exact, and ſerious comedy; 

In every ſcene ſorne moral let it teach, | 

And, if it can, at once both pleaſe and preach. 

Let mine, an innocent gay farce appear, 2 

Ard more diverting ill than regular, 

Have humour, wit, 2 native eaſe and grace, 

Though not too ſtrictly bound to time and place: 

Critics in Wit, or Life, are hard to pleaſe; 

Few write to thoſe, and none can live to theſe. 30 

Too 1 ex ſex are by their forms cam 


5 


severe to all, but moſt to Womankindʒñ 
5 ona: grown blind with age, muſt be your 


21 


guide; 
60 j Your plenſure is a vice, but rot your pride: 


By nature yielding, ſtubborn but for fame ; 
Made Slaves by honour, and made Fools by 


Varriage may all thoſe petty tyrants chace, * 
But ſets up one, a greater in their place; CO 
Well . 


| curit, "HIP 
But the laſt tyrent ever proves the worſt. 45 
Still in eonſt taint your \uffering ſex remains, | 
Or bound in formal or in real chains : | 
M hole years neglected, for tore months adot d. 
The fawning Servant turns a haughty A 


Ah, quit nut the free innocence of life, 43 


For the dull glory of a virtuous Wife, 
Nor let falie ſhewe, yor empty titles pleaſe: 


| Aim nut at jon, but reſt content with eaſe. 


The God+, to cur'e Pamela with her praver*, 


| Gavethegilt coach and dappled Flanders mares, 9» 
| The ſhining robes, rick jewel:, beds of ſtote, | 


And, to complete her bli's, à Foul for mate. 


I She glares in balls, front boxes, and the ring, 
[A vain, urquiet, glirterine, wretebed thing! 
Pride, pomp, and itate, but reach her outward <$ 


MISS BLOUNT, 
WITH THE WORKS OF VOLITURE. 


1 N theſe gar thoughts the loves and C race: ſhine, 
And all the Wiiter lives in every line: 
His eaſy Art may happy Nature ſeem, 
Tritles themſelves are elegunt in him. 


| art: 

_ I She Goke, nnd is no Drcheſs at her hear”... 

| But, madam, if the fares withft-nd, ard you 
Are deftin'd Hymen's willing Victim too x | 
Truft net too much vour now reſiſtleſs charms, 
Thofe, age or ſickneß, inn or late dilarms ; 6 
__. Gaud-humovr only tesches charms to laſt, _ 

_ | Still makes nzw conquaſte, and mai: tains the paſt; _ 


_ 


— 
- — 


ö 
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POP ES 
Love, rais'd on beauty, will like that decay, 
Our hearts may bear its lender chain a day; 


As flowery bands in wantonneſs are worn, 65 
A morning's pleaſure, and at evening torn; 


1422 


This binds in ties more eaſy, yet more ſtrong, 


The willing heart, and only holds it long. 
Thus ® Voiture's early care ſtill ſhone the ſame, 
And Monthauſier was only chang'd in name; 70 
By this, ev'nnow they live, ev'n now they charm, 
Their wit ill ſparkling, and their flames till 

| | warm. ; 
Now crown'd with Myrtle, on th* Elyfan coaſt, 
Amid thoſe Lovers, joys his gentle Ghoſt : 


| Pleas'd while with ſmiles his happy lines you 75 


| view, | 
And finds a fairer Rambouillet in you. 


The brighteſt eyes in France inſpir'd bis Muſes 


T The brighteſt eyes in Britain now peruſe ; 


And dead, as living, tis our author's pride 

Still tocharm thoſe who charmthe world befide. 90 

EPISTLE 
70 THE SAME, 


— 4, 


5 AS ſome fond Virgin, whom her mother's care E 


Drags from the town to wholeſome country 
air, 4. 5 

Juſt when ſhe learns to roll 2 melting eye, 

And hear a ſpark, yet think no danger nigh ; 


Yet cakes one kiſs before ſhe parts for ever: 
Thus from she world fair Zephalinda flew, 
Saw others happy, and with fighs withdrew ; 
Not that their pleaſures caus'd her diſcontent, 


She ſigh d. not that they ſtay d, but that ſhe 10 


went. 


She went to plain- work, and to purling brooks, | 
 Old-aſtion'd halls, dull aunts, and croaking 


| ros 7 5 Pe | 
dne went from opera, park, aſembly, play, 
To morning-walks, ard prayers three hours a- 
— | | | 


To part her time twiat reading and Bukea, 15] 
To mule, and fpill her ſolitary tea; A 
Or oer cold cuffee trifle with the ſpoon, 
Count the flow clock, and dine exact at noon; 


Divert her eyes with pictures in the fire. 
Hum half a tune, tell ftories to the Squire; 20 
Up to her godly garret after ſeven, | 


There ſtarve and pray, for that's the way to 


Some Squire, perhaps, vou take delight to rack; 
noſe game is whiſt, whoſe treat a toaſt in (ack : 


5 TAE baſſ t- table ſpread, the Tanier : | 
| 


POEMS 


Who viftts with 2 gun, preſent : yan birds, © 2 
Then gives a fmacking buſ, ani cries,--no worde, 
Or with his hounds comes hallooing from th. 
1 | 
Makes love with nods, and, knees beneath a table; 
Whoſe laughs are hearty, though his jeſts are 


coarie, | 
And loves you beft of all thinz3=-but his horſe. 26 
In ſome fair evening, on your elbow hid, 
You dream of triumphs in the rural ſhade ; 
In penfive thought recall the fancy'd ſcene, 
See coronations riſe on every green; 


Before you paſs th” imaginary fight: 35 
Of Lords, and Earls. and Dukes, and garter d 
Knights, 


While the ſpread fin o'erſhades your cloſing eyes; 
Then give cne flirt, and all the viſion flies. 
Thus vaniſh ſceptres, coronets, and balls, 


And leave you in lone woods, or empty walls! 40 


| So when your ſlave, at ſome dear idle tire, 


| berry plagu'd with head-aches, or the want of 


Thyme ) 


5 Stands in the ſtreets, abſtracted from the erew, 
And while he ſeems to ſtudy, thinks of you. 
¶ Juſt when his foncy points your ſprightly eyes, 48 


Or ſees the bluſh of ſoft Parthenia riſe, 
Gay pats my ſhoulder, and you vaniſh quite, 


| Streets, chairs, and coxcombs, ruſh upon my ſight; 
- | Vex'dto be ſtill in town, I knit my brow, Oe 
Look ſour, and hum a tune, as you may now. 58 


how - 


] 


THE 


i BASSET-TABLE, 
' From the dear man unwilling ſhe muſt ſever, 5 | CCC 


2 


e 


EC ELO GE. 


 CARDELIA, SMILINDA. 
E  CARDELIA. „ 
Why ſtays Smilinda in the dreſſing- room? 


5  SMILINDA. 1 
Ah, madam, ſince my Sharper is untrue, 


I iaw him ſtand behind Ombreli:'s chair, 
And whiſper with that ſuit, deluding air, 


| ing fair, 
poorer CARDELIA. 
Ts this the cauſe of your romantic trains? 
A mizhGer grief my heavy heart ſuſtains. 16 
As you by love, fo I by fortune croſs' d; 


| | One, one bad deal, three Seprlepts have loſt. 


ö I joyleſs mak o my once ador'd Alpheu. 7 5 Es 


» 


> 


POPE'S POEMS. 


$SMILINDA. 
I; chat the grief, which you compare with 
2 mine? 
With eaſe, the ſmiles of fortune I reſign: 
Would all my gold in one bad deal were gone, 15 
Were lovely Sharper mine, and mine alone. 


CARD ELI A- 


A lover loft, is but a cem:non care ; 
Aud prudent Nvinph: agninft that change prepare: 
The knave of Cubs thi 

nels | 
Thi: fatal ſtroke, this unforeſeen diftres! 20 
„ S8 NMILIN DA. 

See Betty Lovet! very a propos, 

She all the cares of Love and Play does know ; 
Dear Betty ſhall th' important point decide; 
Betty, v ho oft the pain of each has tryd: 
Impartial, ſhe ſhall fay who ſuffers moſt, 


25 
b; cards? ill-uiage, or by lovers loſt, 


; | TOY ZT. 
Tell, tell your grieſs; attentive will! lay, 
Though time is precic us, and I want ſome tea. 
EIT CARDELIA» | 
Behold this equipage, by Mathers wrought, 
With fifty guirezs (a great per” -orth), bought. 30 
dee, on the tooth=pick, Mars and Cupid ſtrive; 
And buth the ſtruggling figures ſeem alive. 
Upon the bittinn fines the Queen's bright face; 
A myrtle foliage round the thimhle-caſe: 
«eve, Jove himſelf does on the (citfire ſhine; 33 
The raetal, ard the workraarftip, divine ! 


SMILIND 4A. 
This ſnuſſ-Box, once the 

| love, | 
When rival beauties for the pre ent ſtrove; 
At Corticelli's he the Raffle won + 
Then firſt his p:Cien was in pub! 


pledye of Sbarrer . 


lie ſhewn: 40 
Hwardia bluſh' d. nd turn'd her head afide, 
A rival's envy (all in vin) ta hide. 8 
This ſnuff- box, un the Line fee brilliants ſhine! 
This ſnuf-box vill 1 ſtake; the prize i. mine. 
Alas! far leſſer loſſes than I bear, 45 
Have made a tuldier ſigh a lover ſw ear. 
And oh! what makes the ditzppointment hard, 
{ *Twas my own Lord that drew the fatal card. 
In complal unce, I took the queen he gave; 


Though my own ſecret wiſh was for the k næve. 50 | 


The knave won Sonica, which I had choſe; 
And the nent pull, my Septleva I loſe. 


S463 47 ; 7 Eo 


— OCT 


Bur zh! what agg ravates the killing ſmart, * | 


The ervel thought, that ſtabs me to the heart; 
Thi, curz'd Onbretia, this undcing fair, 55 
By whole vile att; thi: Levy grief I hear 


ice loit: Oh! who could | 


1 


Ih! what is warning to a maid im love? 


1 


diy paſtons rife, and will not bear the rein. 


And (ee it reaſon inuſt not there be loft. 


423 


She, at u hoſe narre I ſhed theſe ſpiteſul tezre, 
She owes to me the very charms ſhe v ea. 
An aukward thing, when firſt ſhe came to town : 
| Her ſhape unſaſhion'd and her face unknown ; (C 
She was my friend; I taught her firſt to ſpread 
| Upon her fallow chreks enlivening red: 


| i imroduc'd her to the park and plays; 


Ani by my intereſt, Cozens made her ſtaye. g 
Ungratelul wretch, with mimic alrs grown pert, C5 
| She dares to ſteal my Favourite Lover's heart 


' 1 | 


| . CARDELIA. 
Wretch that I was! how often have I ſwore, 
When Winrall tally'd, T would piirt no more ! 
| I know the bite, yet to my ruin run; 

And ſee the folly ; which I cannot ſhan. 70 


| SMILINDA»s Ra 
| How 2 have Sharper's vows de- 
| ceiv'd! ' EN 
How many cars'd the moment they believ'd ! 
Yet his knov-nfalichoods could no warning 


| 


* 


B „ einn | 

But of what marble muſt that breaſt be formꝰ d, 75 
= gaze on Baſſet, and remain unwarm'd ? f 

"hen kings, queens, knaves, are ſet in decent 

| rank ; | | 

F pos'd in glorious heaps the tempting bank, 

' Goineas, half=guineas, all the ſhining train; 

The winner's pleaſure, and the lofer's pain: 82 


in bright confuſion open Ronleaus lie, 


| They ſtrike the ſoul, and glitter in the eye. 
| Fir'd by the fight, all reaion | ditf+in ; 
Look upon Baſket, yon who rewton boot ; 


. 


E SsNMILIX DA. 


1 What more than m irble att h t heart com- 


: rote, 


Can heirken coldly to my Sharper's vows ? 
Then, when he trembles! when his bluſhes ric: ! 
Wen av ful love ſeems melting in bis eyes: go 
With cazer beats Lis Mechlin cravat moves: 
He loves,---T whitiper to myſelf, he loves 


| 


| Such unfeign'd paſſion in his louks appears, 


I lvie my memory of my former fear; | 
My panting hart conſeſies all his charms, 5 95 
I vield at once, and fink into bis arme. Te 
Think of that moment, yuu ho Prudence dont, 


For tuch 2 moment, Pruderce well were tot. -.0 | , 


At the Groom-Porter's, batter'd bullies play. 
Some Dukes at Marybore bow! time away. 
But who the bowl, or rattling dice compares 126 

To Baſſet's heavenly joys, and yleafing ca: es? 
Soft Simplicztta doat upon à Beau; 
Prudina likes a Man, an lauzb; zt ſhow. 


Their ſeveral graces in my Sharper meet; 1c5 


_— 


| Strong az the foot:men, as the matter ſwert. 
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44 POPE'S 


LOVET. 


Ceaſe your contention, which has been too 


I grow i ent, and the tea's too ſtrong. 
Attend, and yield to what I now decide; 
The equipage ſhall grace Smilinda's ſide: 

The ſuuft-bux to Cardelia I decree ; 


— . —— — 


VERBATIM FROM BOILEAU. 
UN JOUR, DIT UN AUTEUR, &e. 
Oer (fays an Author, where I need nat ſay) 


Tuo Travellers found an Oyſter in their way; 
Bath fierce, both hungry; the diſpute grew 


a ä ſtrong, 
While ſcale in hand Dame Juftice paſs'd along. 
Before her each with clamour pleads the laws, 


Explain'd the matter, and would win the cauſe. 
Dame Juſtice weighing long the doubtful right, 
Takes, opens, ſwallows it, before their ſight. 
The eauſe of ſtrife remov'd fo rarely well, 
There take (ſays juſtice) take you each a Shell. 
Wi thrive at Weſtminſter on fouls like you: 
*Twas a fat Oyfter---live in Peace Adieu. 


| ANSWER to the following Queſtion of 


POEMS. 
A PROLOGUE. 
BY MR. POPE. 


110 Te 2 Play for Mr. Drxxis's Benefit, i 1723. 


when he was old, blind, and in great diſtreie, 


, 2 little before bis death. 


S when that Hero, who in each exmpaign = 


| ſlain, 
Lay fortune-ſtruck, a acle of woe ! | 
| Wept by each friend, forgiv'n by every fac : 
Was there a generous, a reflecting mind, 5 
But pitied Beli arious old and blind ? 
Was there a Chief bit melted at the fight? 
A common Soldier, but who clubb'd his Mite ? 
Such, fuch ernoti ms ſhould in Britons rife, 
When 
Dennis, who long had warr'd with modern Huns, 
Their quibbles routed. and defy'd their puns ; 
A deſperate bulwark , fturdy, firin, and fierce, 
Againſt the Gothic ſons of frozen verſe : 


| How chang'd from bim who made the bees 


groan, L | rc 
And ſhook the ſtige with thuaders all his ow! ö 
Stood up to daſh each vain Pretender's hope, 
Manl the French ty rant, or pull down the Pope! 


I there's 2 Briton then, true bred and bora, 
Who holds dragoons and wouden ſhoes in ſcorn ; :6 


If there's a Critic of diftinguiſh'd rage; 
If there's a Senior, who contemns ti is age; 
Let him to-night his iuſt aſſiſtance lend, 


Mxs. Hows. 


WAT i. Paupazny ? 5 
5 | D »Tis a a Beldarn 
Seen with Wit and Beauty ſeldum. | 
i a fear that ſtarts at ſhadows. 
Ti, (no, 'tis a't) like Miſs Meadows. 
Tis a virgin hard of feature, 
Ole, and void of all good-nature ; 
Lean and fretful ; would ſeem wie; 
Vet plays the fool before ſhe die's. 
_ *Tis an ugly, envious ſhrew, 
| That rails at dear Lepell and You. 


bb 


Occaſioned by ſome Verſes of his Grace 
dhe Duke of BUCKINGHAM 


USE, 'tis enough : at length thy labour eads, 
| And thou ſhalt live, for Buckinghun com- 
5 meads. wal 

Let crowds of critics now my verſe aſiail, 
Let Dennis write, and namelets numbew tail: 


Aud be the Critic's, Briton's, Old Man's Friend. 


* 
—_ 


PROLOGUE 
ro SYPLONIS2A. 


Ex POPE AND AMALLET.S 


WHEN learning, after the long Gothic night, | 
Fair, o'er the Weſtern world, reaes'd 


With arts wr'fang, Sophouiſba roſe : 


| The Tragic Muſe, returning, wept ber woe:. ls 
With her th“ Italian ſeene firſt learn'd to gluw ; 5 
And the fiſt tears far her were taught to flow. = 


| Her charms the Gallic Muſes ne: t inſpir's : 


Corneille himſelf ſaw, wonder'd, and wr fir'd. | 


What foreign theatres with pride have ſhown 


Btit. n, by juſter title, makes her own. 10 


; When Freedom is the cauſe, tis bers to fight; 


And her, when Freedom is the theme, to wilt. 


This more than pays whole years cf thanklels 


Ss » _ 
Tie bellch, and fortune, are not loſt in vaia. 
Sheffield approve:, contenting Phabus bende, 
And I and malice from thi: hour art friend. 


hegue to Sophorijfta tre fit part war eeritien by 
. Pape, who cxid ret be jerſualed e finiſh it ; 


| and that ih; ct N. 1 ligen were driften 


Mallet. 


Dr. Jonxsox- | 


Had biav'd the Goth, and many a Vande! 


preſfs'd by want and weakneſs: Denttis lies; 10 | 


Ire been told by Savage, tat of te Fr 


Naturel informer of the Poet's art, 
Whole force alone can raiſe or melt the heart, 


Be thou his judge: in every candid breaſt, 
Thy ſilent whiſper is the ſacred teſt. 


| WIEN imple Macer, now of high renown, 


To wear red ftockings, and to dine wi h Steel. 
| Some Ends of verſe his Betters might a ora; 5 
And gave the harraleſs fellow a good word. 
Set up with theſe, he ventur'd on the Town, 
And with a borrow'd Play out-did poor Crown. 


Like ſtunted hide-bound Trees, that juſt have got 
Sufficient ſap at once to bear and rot. 
Now he begs Verſe, and what he gets commends, | 
Not of the Wits his fors, but Fools his friends. 5 
So fome coarſe Coun:ry Wench, almoſt decay d,, 
Trudges to town, and firſt turns Chambermaid ; 15 
Awkward and ſupple, e ch devoir to pay, 


| Thought wondrous honeſt, though of mean degree, 
And ſtrangely lik'd for her Simplicity : Es 
In a tranſlated Suit, then tries the Town, | 
} Witit borrow'd Pirs, and Patches not her own : 
| Butjuſterdur'd the Winter the began, 

And in four Months a batter'd Harridan, 


To bawd for others, and go ſhares with Punk. 


Arno of the celebrated Worm-PowpEs. 


Whate'er we think, whate'er we ſe: 


POPE's POEMS. 


Hor this a Britiſh Author bids again 

The hero ine riſe, to grace the Britith ſcene. 

Here. as in life. ſhe brezthes her ge vine flame: 15 

She aiks, wi:i* boſom has not felt the ſame ? 

Aſks of the Britim Youth—ls filence here? 

She 1ares to aſk it of the Britich Fair. 
To-nigh', our home-ſpun author would be true, 


At once, to nature, hiſterv, and you. 20 


Well-plea, d to give our neighbours due applauſe, 
He owns their Ic arning, but diſdains their laws. 
Not to his patient touch, or happy flame, 

Tis to his Britiſh he irt he truſts for fame. 


If France excel him in one free · born thought, 25 


The man, as weil as poet, is in fault. 


Thou art his guide; each paſſion, every line, 
Whate'er he draws to pleaſe, muſt all be thine. 30 


MACER: 
A CHARACTER. 


Firſt ſo ught a Poet's Fortune in the Tuwn, 
"Twas all th* Ambition his high ſcul could feel, 


There he ſtopp'd ſhort, nor ſince has writ a tittle, 
But has the Wit to make the moſt of little : 10 


She flatters her good Lady twice a day; 


f Who ſett' ſt our entrails free 1 
Vain is thy Art, thy Powder vain, 


{Man is a very Worm by birth, 
Vile, reptile, uenk, and vain! 

A while he crowls upon the earth, 

Then thriaks ta carth again. 


That Woran is a Worm, we find 
E'er ince oft Grand me's evil; 

She firſt onvers'd wich her own kind, 
That ancient Worm, the Devil. 


The lern'd themſelves we Book- worms name; 
| the Blockhead is a Shw-worr; 
The Nymph whoſe tail is all on flame, 
Is aptly term'd a Glow- worm: 
The Fops are painted Butterflies, 
That flutter for a day; 


] Firſt from a Worm they take their riſe, 


And in a Warm decay. 

The Flatterer a Earwig grows; 

Thus Worms ſuit all conditions; 

Miſers are Muck- worms, Silk - warms Peaus, 
And Death- watches Phyſicians. | 
That Stateſmen have the Worm is ſeen 

By all their winding play; 

Their Conſcience is a Worm within, | 
That gnaws them night and day. 4 
| Ah Moore ! thy {kill were well employ'd, 
And greater gain would riſe, 

If thou coulaſt make the Courtier void 
The Worm that never dies! 

O learned Friend of Abchurch-lane, 


Since Worms ſhall eat ev'n thee. 

Our Fate thou only canſt adjourn 

Some few ſhort years, no more; 

Ev'n Button's Wits to Worms ſhall turn, 
Who Maggots were beſore. | 


E: 


Witten in the Year 2733. : 
3 


Now nothing left, but wither'd, pale, and ſhrunk, 25 
To Mr. JOHN MOORE, 


HO much, egregious Moore, are we 
Decciv'd by thews and forms! | 


All Humankind ars Worms. by 


FrvrrennG ſpread thy purple Pinions, 
Gencle Cupid, o'er my Heart; : 


{I a Slave in thy Dorninious; 


Nature muſt give way to Art. 


I nMitd Arcadians. ever vlo miag, 


Nightly nodding c'er your Flock, 


| See my weary Days coniuming, 


| All beneath yon flowery Rocks. 

7 —_ 
Thus the Cyprian Goddeſs weeping, 
Mourn'd Adonis, darling Youtn ; 
Him the Boar, in Silence ctecpings 
| Gor'd with unreleuting Tooin. 
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| IV. 
Cynthia, tune harmonious Numbers; 
Fir Diſcretiou, ſtring the Lyrez 
Sooth my. ever-waking Slumbers : 
Bright Apollo, lend thy Choir. 
V 


Gloomy Pluto, King of Terrors, 
Arm'd in adamantine Chains, 
Lead me to the Cryſtal Mirrors. 
Watering ſoft Elyſian Plains. 
| VI 


Mournful Cypreſs, verdant Willow, 
__ _ Gilding my Avrelia's Brows, 
Morpheus hovering 9%er my Pillow, 
Hear me pay my dying vows, 


11. 
Melancholy ſmooth Mænder, 
___ Swifily purling in a Round, 
On thy Margin Lovers wander 
VG th thy flowery 1 crowynꝰd. 
III. 
Thus when Philomela drooping, 
Softly ſeeks her ſilent Mate, 
See the Bird of Juno ſlooping; 
Melody reũgns to Fate. 


— ET tm 
Ox a cexrary LADY ar Coun. 
J Know the thing that's moſt uncommon ; 
(Envy be filent, and attend!) 


I know a reaſonable Woman, 
Handſome and witty, yet a Friend. 


Not grave through Pride, nor gay through Folly ; | 


An equal Mixture of Cood-humour 
And ſenſible ſoft Tielancholy. 
% Has ſhe no faults then, (Envy favs) Sir?“ 
Ves, ſhe has one, I muſt aver: 7 
When all the World conſpires to praiſe her, 

The Woman's deaf, and does not hear. 


POEMS. 


Aprroach : but awful! Lo! th* Agerinn Greet, 
here, n bl pentive, &. eln fat ana thongiit; 10 
Where Britifh i:ghs tiom ying Wir dam Rue, 


Let ſuch, inch only, tread this ſacrea Fleur, 
Who dare to love their Country, and be poor. 


| 


| — — —— — 


To Mrs. M. B. on her Birth. day 


[Oh, be thou bieſt with ell that E. aren can fers, 


Long Healih, long Youth, long Fl-aſure, and 


a Friend : 


| Not with thoſe Toys the female world admire, 


Riches that vex, and Vanities that Zire. 


But like a Sieve let every bleſſing through, 
Some joy ſtill loſt, as exch vain year ru"s o'er, 
And all we giin, ſome ſad ReflcQion more; 
Is that a Birth dav ? "tis al-s! ton clear, 


Let Joy-or Eaf?, let Atlluence or Content, 
And the gay Conſcience of a life well ſpent, 
Calm every thought, inſpirit every grace, 

Glow in thy heart, and ſmile upon thy race. 
Let dav improve on day, and year on year. 15 

Without a Pain, a Trouble, or a Fear; | 

Till Death unfelt that tender frame Geftroy, 

in ſore ſoft dteam, or Ecitaſy of joy, 


= Peaceful ſleep out the Sabbath of the Tomb, 8 


: 4 


And wake to Raptures in a Life to come. 
| | | 
| 


On his Bix ru-Dar, 1742. 


| N ESIGN'D to live, prepar'd to die, 


With not one fin, but poetry, 


| This day Tom's fair Account ha run 


| On his Car To at Twickenham. 
| 8 5 ä or =; 
N ManBLe, Sraks, Gems, On E md Mix ERALS. 


 *THUU who ſhalt top, where Thames“ t:anſlu- 
nl cent ware | | | | 
Shines a broad Mirrour through the ſhadowy Cave; 
Where lingering drops from mineral Roofs diſtil, 
And pointed Cryſtal: break the ſparkling Rill, 

U 5poliia's Gems no Ray on Pride beftow, 5 
And latent Metals innocemly glow; 


Approach. Great NATURE ſtudicuſly behold ! 
A eye chie Mine without a wich fer Gold. | 


| (Without a blot) ts e:ghty-one, . — 
Kind BoYLE, before his port, lays. 8 


A table, with a cloth of bays; 
And Ireland, mother of ſweet 1 ngersy. 


Preſents her harp ſtill to his fingers. 


The feaſt, his towering genius mu ks 
| In yonder ww 1d-gouf: ard the larks! 
The muſhrooms ſhe w/ his wit wis ſudden ! 
And for his jwigmenrt, lo a puld: n ! 
| Roatt beef, though oli, proclum. lim ſtout, 
Ard grace, although a La d, devour. 
ia rom, whom Heaven ſent down to raiſe 13 
The price of prol. gues and of plays, 
Pe every tirth-day more a winner, 
) gu lis thirty-thouſandta duner 3 
Walk to his grave wit mut reprozch, 
And icora a Taſgal ad A coach. 


And the bright flame was ſhot tore? % ſoul. 


With added years, if Lite bring nothing new, TY | 


"Tis but the Funeral of the fo: mer year, 10 


To Mr. THOMAS SOUTHERN | 


4D — 


„ —— — 


3 — — 
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Then wit, and fame, and lucky licurs, 


| To LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGUE. . A ftock of he ith, and golden howers, 20 
| And gracetul fluency of iprech, : 
| 1 | Precept ocfore unknown tu teach. 
1 — 5 Agi iſt thy various ebbs ot tear, 
To queſtion your empire has dar'd ; And gleaming kope, and black deſpair; 
But men of diſcerning Vet let thy fiiend this truth impart 5 | 28 
1 à truth 1 teil th bleeding heart 
ai ee 
1 15 , £4 e | tkkac every day ſhall de your luſt; 
| Impertinent ſchoots, That every hour you lice renew 
* þ | f Is ty your injur a country due. 
| Have reacing b 22 3 a OS la lpight uf tears, of mercy ſpight 
B | So Pzpitts retulo * 8 My genius ſtill muſt rail and write. 
| The bible to uſe, cc | | laue to thy L wiecen nam's i fe retreat, 
| | * 1d And minyle with the grumbling great: 
| Let _—_ _ "_ ws 5 ew Thete halt devour's by — you fiad 35 
| - | | The rhyming buboler or waving ; 
| | 2m er, poke mg _ | There («bjects ot our mutual hare) | 
| In knowledge chat t ſted 2 | Wenne both church and fate. 


Aud {..zesS agree 
The laws ould decree 
To the firſt of pottilors the right. 
N . 


Then bravely, fair dame, | EPIGRAM ON Mas. TOF TS. ; : 


Reſume the old claim, 


PP. =. 


4 
Which to your whole ſex docs belong 3 e A HANDSOME WOMAN WITH A FINE VOICES, | ; 
And let men reccive, | | | x 


5 | BUT VERY COVE TOUS AND PRUUD. 
From a fecond orig ht Eve, ” | | | 
| T he knowledge of right, "and ol wrongs | 
: v. 


1 


80 bright is PRE beauty, fo charming thy ſongs 


: Put if the firſt Eve | 4+ has drawn boch the beaſts and their -rpheus 
bY | = 
7 | When 8 _ I Bat ſuch is thy avaice, and ſach is thy pride, 
WOE Whas a punitment new = | That che beatis muſt — — as _ Ow | 
Snull be found out f. r vou, ED | OY 7 — ns. Re | 
Who * have robb'd the whole trce? : 
The Fourth EPISsT TE of the Firſt] E 7 1 0 R A ＋ 
e l 
Book ot HORACE 8 — 1 on one who made LONG Errata 
| 1 A MODERN IMITATION. — FaemD, fs wn — I'm cn, 
N | Where ill to much is a; 
| gu V, St. John, who alone 1 | One alt will never be bel. Cv'd, MM 
ON | Vit“ candid eye, the mime Muſe, g The other never ww 


What ichemes of pol cics, or Is, : 15 
In Clic lands the vatri- t draus 3 HHH 
bs thæue greater wo k in hand, E r 

| Then aul the tones of Haines's band? | 
+ Gr ſhoors he folly as it flies? 


= Toy 


my | To $!R GODFREY KNELLER, 
Or cuches manners as they aſe? | | ane 
Or urg' d oy unquench'd native heœat, | FTT . 
| Does dt. joim Greenwich ſports repeat? 10 on ws PHI TEE. YO 206. anne 
| Where (*:mulous of Chartres' fame) | Aerro— nn AND HERCULES. | 
' Lr'n Chartres“ telf [8 ſcarce a naine. | 5 N 28 
| To yuu (ti all-ewy's gift of Heaven) WI AT Ced, what Genius did the pencil 
Th" iatulgent gi.ds, unalk'd, have given _ move | 
A f.rm tor plete in every part, | | When Keller painted theſe ? 
And, to enjoy that gift, the art. | "Twas Frienti.h'p——varm as —— Kind * 
Whit could a tender mother“, care Love, 
Wich L. r, to her favourite Mrz 3 And ſtrong as Azreulce. 


A FAREWELL ro LONDON 
IN THE YEAR 1715. 


Dr. AR, damm'd diſtracting town, farewell ! 
Thy fools no more I'll teaze: - 


Thie year in peace, ye critics, nelly | 
Ye harlots, ſleep at eate ! 


Soft B56 and rough Cm, adiey 1 | 
Earl of Warwick make your moan, 
The lively H k and you 

May knock up whorcs atone. 


To drink and droll be Rowe allow'd 
Till che third watchman toll; 
Let Jervais gratis paint, and Frowde 
Save three · pence an d his ſoul. 


Farewell A. buthnot's raillery 

Dn every learned ſot; 

And Garth, the beſt good chuiftian hey 
Although he knows it not, 5 


Lintot, farewell ! thy bard muſt go; 
Farewell, unhappy Tonen! 
Heaven gives thee, for thy loſs of Rowe, 
Lean Philips, and fat Johnſon, 


Why ſhould I ſtay ? Poth parties rage 3 
My vixen miſtreſs ſqualls ; | 
The wits in envious feuds engage; 
| Aud Homer (damn him!) calls. 


The love of arts lies cold and dead 
| In Hallifax's urn; 

And not one Muſe of all he fed, 
Has yet the grace to mourn. 


My friends, by turns, my friends confound 
| Betray, and are betray 4: 
55 eee pound, 


| Why moke I friendſhips with the great, 
OO 

| c ow girls ſeven hours in cd 
I need but once a week. 


Still idle, with a buſy air, 
Deep whimſies to contrige; 
T be gayeſt valetudinaire, 
Moſt thinking rake alive. 


Solicitous for others ends, ö 
Though fond of dear repoſe; 
Careleſs or drowſy with my friends, 
Ani frolicic with my tors. 


Luxurious labſter-nights, farewell, 
For ſober ſt us ĩous days! 

And Burlingrton's delicious meal, 
Tor fall 03g tarts, and peaſe ! 


Adieu to all but Gay alone, 
Whoſe ſoul, ſincert and free, 
Loves all minkind, but flatters noe. 
And lo may ſtarve with me. 


| 


JN the lines that you ſent, are the Muſes and 


| WHAT are the falling rills, the pendant ſhades, 
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A DIALOGUE. 


Porz. GINCE my old friend is grown fo great 


As to be minifter of tate, 
I'm tola (but tis not true I hope) 
That Craggs will be aſham'd of Pope. 


cg. Alas! if 1 am fuch a creature, 
To grow the worſe for gre wing greater; 
Why f ith n ip e all my brags, 
Tis Pope muſt be aſham'a of Craggs. 
EPIGRAM 


his n Highneſs. 


ker wit ms, Sir whoſe tog are you? | 


E 21 8 R A MI. 
 Occaſioned by an Invitation to Court. 


| 


Graces ; * 


5 You've the —— 2a 5 
faces. | 


o OL GATE 


| BRECTED N CHISWICK GARDENS. | 


; 0 Gate, how cam'ft thou here? 


Cate. I was brought from Chelſea l. t — 
. 1 with wind and weather. 

Sir Hans Sloane 

Let me alone: 


Burlington brought me hither. 
1 5 es 
— 


A FRAGMENT. 
The morning towers, the evening 


ut ſoſt receſſes for th* uneaſy mind 
To ſigh unheard in, to the paſſing wind! 


o the ſtruck deer, in ſome ſequeſter'd part, 


Lies down to die (the arrow in his heart); 
There hid in ſhades, and waſtirg day by day,; 
(Indy ke bleeds, — 4 


* 


Engraved on the Collar of a Dogs which 1 — 


PPP . 
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VERSES left by Mr. Pope, on his lying in the Bleſt artier ! who could King and Country ple :ſey 
ſame Bed which WII Mor che celch -d Earl of Vet ſacred keep his Frien»thipe, and his eake. 
Rocheſter ſlept in, at Adcerbury, then belonging left Peer! his greac Forcfat"ers every grace 


to the Duke of Argyle, july gth, 1739, 


TH no poetic ardour fir'd | 
L preſs the bed where Wilmot lay; 
That here he lov'd or here expii'd, 
Beyecs no numbers grave, or gay. 


But in thy roof, Argyle, are bred 


Such thoughts as prompt the brave to lie 
Stretch'd out in honour's nobler bed, 
Beneath a nobler roof—the {ky. 


Such flames as high in patriots burn, 

Yet ſtoop to bleſs a child or wife; 
And ſuch as wicked kings may mourn, 
When freedom is more dear chan liſe. 


VERSES TO MR. C. 
ST. JAMES'S PLACE, 


LONDON, OCTOBER 22. 


FEW words are beit; | with you well 
Bethel, I'm tuld, will ſoon be here: 

Some mor ing walks along the Mall, 

And evening friends, will end the * 


| 17 f in this interval, between 


| The falling leaf and coming froſt, 
| You pleaſe to ſee, on Twit' nam green, 
| Your friend, your poet, and your hoſt; 5 


9 5 For three whole days vou here may reſt, 


From office, buſineſs, news, and ſtriſe: 
And (wnat moſt folks would think a zeſt) 


n except your * 


E PIT APH s. 


« His aer accumulem dons et fungr ii 
* Muncre F* - | 8 „ 


: On CHARLES Earl of DORSET, 


In the Church of Withyam in Suſſex. 


Donszr, the Grace of Courts, the Muſes' F ide, 


ratron of Arts, and judge of Nature, dy'd 


The ſcourge of Pride, though C. ct: fied or geit, 


Of Fops in Learning, and of Kn: ves in State: 


Tet ſott his Nature, though ſevere his Lay, 


His anger moral, and his Wiſdom gay. 
Blett Saririſt ! who touch'd the can ſo true, 
As ſhow'd, Vice had his hate aud pity tos. 


Reflecting. and refletcy in his Race; 
And Patrous ſtill, or Poets, deck the Line. 


af "© - La 
| On Sir WILLIAM TRUMBAL, 


| | One of the principal Secretaries of tate to King 


WILLIAM III. who, having refigned his place, 
Died in his &eticement at Eatthamſted ! in Berk- 
ſhire, 1716. 


| A Pleafing Form; a 2 yet cautious Mind; 


= Sincere, though pru ent; conitant, yet — 


1 ſizn'd: 


Honour anchang” d, a Pr'nciple profeſt, 1 

Fix'd to one fide, but moderate to the reſt: 

An honeft Courtier, yet a Patriot too; 0 

En to his Prince, and to his Country true 
ill'à wich the Senſe of Age, the Fire of Vouth, 


| A Scorn of Wrangling, yet a Zeal tor . 3 


A generous Faith, from Superſtition free: 


A hve to Peace, and hate of Tyranny ; | - 


— . 5 
on the Hon. SIMON HARCOURT. 


| Only Son of the Lord Chancellor, Harcourt, at 


the Church of nnn in —_ 
hire, 1720. 


: "Ta ſad "PTY DOC TAP IEN art! 3 near, 


"Tere lies the Friend molt lov'd, the Son moſt 
dear; 


| Who ne'er knew Joy, but Friendſhip might divide, | 
Or gave his Father Grief but when he dy 4. 


How viinis Rexfon, F loquence how weak ! 
If Pope muſt tell whit HA CO ca. nut ſreak. 
ch let thy once-tov'd Friend inſeribe thy Stone, 


Pry with a cather's ſorrows, mix bis own! 


In Weſtminſter-Abbey. = 


 JACOBUS CRAGGCS, 
| REGI MAGNEZ BRITANNIA A SECRETS 
ET CONS!UJTS 34 CTIORIBUS, 


| PRINC!P1S PARITER AC P' PULI AMOR ET 


| 


| 


IOrI:CTA | 
VIXIT Iris ET INVIDIA MAJOR | 
AN. es 2 EU TAC ens, xxxv. 


8 


VB. FB. Avi. Mocckx. 


Where other Luctavae r, other DorsE Ts ſhine, 


22 — —— — ᷑ —U — — — 


Such this Man was: who now trom Earth remov'd, 
At length enjoys that Liberty he lov'd. 


— 


„ — — — ww — 


0 
0 
5 


* 


One gratctul woman to thy tame ſupplies 
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Stateſman, vet Friend to Truth! of Soul ſincere, 
In Action faithful, and in Honour clear ! 

Who broke no Promiſe, ſerv'd no private End, 
Who gain'd no Title, and who loit no Friend, 
Ennobled by Himself, by all approv'd, | 
Prais'd, wept, and 1ciour'd, by the on he lov d. 


Intended for Mr. ROWE. 
. In wel m.nfter- Abbey. 


Tur reliques, Rewx, to this fair Urn we truſt, 
And ſacred, pi ice by Drvden's awful dutt : 
Beneath a ruve and nameleis ſlone he lies, 


' To which thy Tomb Rall guide inquiting eyes. 


Peace to thy gentle funde, and endlefs reit! 
Bleſt in thy Genius, in thy Love too ble! 


What a whole thanllc ſo kind to his denies. 


On Mrs. CORBET, | 
| Who died of a Cancer i in her Breaſt. 
JERE reſts a Woman, good without nt 


| Pride were to her Soul unknown, 


So uruſtected, ſo compos'd u mind z 3 2 
do tum, yet ſoft; ſo dong, yet ſorefin'd; 


_ Heaven, as its wed ; gold, by Tortures try'd 3 
Tuc unt ſuſt-n d it, but the Woman d) d. 


1 


| __ the n of che Honourable nes aT Dr 6— 
21, and of his Siſter Marv, ereQed by their 
Facher the Lord D1GBy, in the Church of | 


Sberborre, | in Dorletthize, „ 


10 fair Example of untiinted 1 
Or modeſt wiſdom, ard pacific truth; 
Compoled in ſufferir gs, ard in jay ſedate, 


(cod without nw! on without preien fron great. 


Juſt of thy word, in every teught ſincere, 


| Whyknew no with but what the world might hear : 
f ſogeſt manners, un ffected mind, 

I.over of peace, and friend of human kind: 
Cova! for lle wen's ternal vear is thine, 


(o, and cxaltihy Moral to Divine. 
And thou, bl: Mad! attendant on his èoͤ%jẽ, 
Perl ve haſt fuiluw's co the fuer tomb, 
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| Steer'd the ſame courſe to the ſame quiet fore, 


Not parted long, ard now to part no more! 
Co then, where only bliſs finccre is known! 
| | Go, where to love and to enjoy are one! 

Yet take theſe cars, Mortality's relief, 
Anz ill we ſhare your joys, forg.ve our grief: 
Theſe little rites, a4 >torc, a Verie reczive ; 
Iz all a Father, all a Friend can give! 


| 


VIII. 


On Sir GODFREY &NELLER, 
In Weſtminſter-Abbey, 1723. 


7 NELLER, by Heaven, and not a Maſter taught, 
Whoſe Art was Nature, and whoſe pictures 
— Thought; 


| Now for two ages having ſna*ch*d from Fate 
| Whaute'er was beauteous, or what e'er was great, 
Lies crown'd with Princes honours, Poets lays, 


Due to his Merit, and brave Thirſt of praiſe. 
j' L:iving, great Nature fear'd he might out vie 
Her works; and, dying, fears herſelf may die. 


On GENERALHENRY WITHERS 


_** Bleft with plain Reaſon, and with ſober Senſe : | 
No Conqueſts ſhe, but o'er herſelf, defir'd, 

No Arts wy" d, but not to be admir'd. 

: Paffcnxd 


 Coavinc?d chat Virtue only is our own. 


In Weſtminſter- Abbey, 1729. 


| HERE, : * reſt | thou braveſt, REPS 


Thy — 5 friend, but more of human kind. 
Oh born to Arms! O Worth in Youth * d 
O ſoft Hurt anity, in Age belov'd ! 

For thee, the hardy Veteran drops a tear, 


7 And the gay Courtier feels the ſigh ſince re. 


Wiru ERS, adieu! yet not with thee remove 


| Thy martial fpirit, or thy Social lose! 


Amidſt Corruption, Luxury, and Rage, 
Still leave ſome ancient Virtues to our age: 
Nor let us ſay (thoſe Engliſh glories gone) 
The laſt true Exiton lies bencath this ſtone. 


— 


** | 
On Mr. ELIJAH FENTON, 
[ At Eaſthamſted, in Perks, 1730. 


"HIS modeſt Stone, what few vain marbles can; 
May truly ſay, Here lies an honeſt Man: 

| A poet, bleſt bey ond the Poet”: face, 

| Whom Heaven kept Tacred from the Proud ana 

Great: 

| Foe to loud Praiſe, and Friend to learned Faſe, 

Coat with Science in the Vale of Peace, 


—— — 


5 So lictle juſtice here he found, 


Nature and Nur, 
| Gon . Let Newun be! * all was Light, 
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C:lmiy he look'd on eicher Life, 2:4 here 
Sow nothing oregret, or There du fir; 
Fron Niture's e vpec tte alt roo ini. 4. 


y 
= 


Tauk' l £caven hat he had liv'c, and that ha dy'e. 


Xl. 
on Mr. GAY, 
In Weſtmintr-Abbey, 1732. 


O* Minners gentle, of Affe ions mild; 
In Wit, a Man; Simpl: ILY a Child: 
With nalve Humour tempering virtuous Rage, 
FTorm'd to elight at once and lich the age: 
Above Temptation in a low Eſtate, 
And uncorrupted, ev'n among the Great: 
A ſue Companion, and an eaiy Friend, 


Vu im'dchrauzh Lite, en d in the End. 


Theſe are thy o-vucs! no- hit here rh But 
Is rund with {Teroes, or with Kin as ty duit 3 
But that the Wurtay and the Good il! fry, 
Suwixig their peuſive boſoms—Here les GAY. 


a Another. 


WELL t. zen! ! poor Gy lies under grounds 
So there's an end of h:neft Jack: 


2 ten to on he'll ne er come back. 


XII. 
Intended for Gir ISAAC NEWTON, 
ln Weitmiaſter-Abbey. 
ISAACUS NEW FONUS: 
95 Quem Immortalem 
Teftantur Lempus, Natura, Czlum: 
| Murcalem 


He marmor fatetur. 
; Laws lay hid in Nizht +. 


XIII. 


On Dr. FP ANCIS ATTERBURY, 


B: hop of Rocheſter, 
Who died in Exile at Paris, 1752. 


modi ac -ly after the arrived is Fr- ue to ice aim. | 


DIALOGUE 
enn 


E3, we hive l' Ine pg, ant then we part 
May 8 ceat Fazner! now have all thy 
Heart. 
Jet ih! her onte we lov'd,, remember fill, 
. 


. + 's ? ©" 
ig} 7220 2 Gu. 111 >? SS -+* Ee, 


[His only Dausliter having expired! in his arms, im- 


| 
8 


ö ne 


| Dar ſhade i 1 will: 
Then mix this duſt with thine—0 FPotlef Ghoſt! 
O more th furtune, Frien:s, or Canter loſt! 

Is chere on Earth, o'ie care, one wi. bende? 
R MY CN TaY, Heer,; 


rie ini, and dy'd. 


XIV. 


on EDMOND Duke of BUCKINSAAM, 


| Who died in the ivine:centh Yer of nis Age, 17 35. 


F ma leſt Your'y, with cl ReficAioan crown 4, 
And every opening Virtus 1. rom, 

Could fave 1 Parent?, Jas. i Pri fro n tue, 
Gr uld one Patriot cw ng State; 
this v. erpiag mirble hai unt aſi'd thy Tear, 
Or f:4y told, hoe may hopes lie he:et 
Ihe livig V. u ww hu thone approved 
The Seite hoard him, and his Con * wov'd, 
Ver foiter flonmu: „ and tt ny Fame 
Arcnd the {fade of Gentle Buck NGHAM 2 
| tn * hema &. 1e, fr Cour Jae [4: ad wu: Art, 
| Fins in the milder Bi: N of tlic Hewt; 
Ant, Chict 07 Sy 3 Tut 28 ta wit i. en, 


| | Pay. ne lait Fa o A Saint to licaven. a — 


ö | XV. 

For one 1 would not EW N in 
We mini Abbey. 

| T EAOE& and Ries vnue dia use e 3 1 


In pc ice lt one Pour Put Ps 
Who never fitter d Tolle, lixe vou: 


Let rivace viuhy and vings © too. 


Ano. ner, on the ſame. 


TNDER this Marblc, or under this we 

Or under this Vurt, or e'en what they will 3 
White cr an Heir, or 2 Friend in his ſtead, 
Or any gov creature thali lay o'er my head, 

Lies one who ne'er cad, 2nd ttul cares not a pin 


ut who, living and dying, fereze fill and freu, 


Truſts in Cop, chat as well as he was, he mall se. 


* 


Lord Cox IN G33 „Errrarn. 


FRE lies Lord Coniny 77 e eit; 


* 
iy 


The ret Cod Kn . 10 does the P. ul. 


nis Lp! Papel; 031, ANY written on] ics, M. 
19 RN er Is ; * „p. WH * og * ro 3 1 92535 , an nri re 1 2 
the v orte e. . oath i Nt, 


. — * 


aa”_ 


What they ſaid, or may fy, 0! the Mort] within: 


= 


432. 


On BUTLER's MONUMENT. 
Perhaps by Mr. POPE. 


| REs ESPECT to Dryden. Sheffield juſtly pay'd, 

And noble Villiers honour'd Cowley's ſhade 2: 
But whence this Barber chat a name ſo mean 
Should, join'd with Butler's, on a tomb be ſeen ; 
This pyramid would better far proclaim, 


To future ages humbler Settle's name: 


Poet and patron then had been well pair'd, 
The city printer, and the city bard, 


THE 
Dr. JONATHAN SWIFT. 
BOOK TRI FIRST. 


ARGUMENT. 


TH E + Propoſition the Inrcation, and the Hei- 
dien. Then the Original of the great Empire of 
Dulrneſs, ard cauſe of the cintinuance thereef. 
The Collage of the Geddeis in the City, with her 
$revate Acuderty fer Pa: ts in farticular 5 the Ga- 
 wvernors of t, and the feur Cardinal Virtucs. Then 
246 Poem laſtes into the midſt of things, preſenting 
. ter, on the exering of a Lord or's day, re- 
 welv'ing the lerg jucceſſicn of her dm, and tie 

gierte. faſe and to ceme. She — her eyes on 
Hays ts be the Inſtrument of that great thaw 

dich is the ſul jet 6 the Poem. He is deſcribed | 

” TE amoi g lis Pecs, the Carſe, | 

| oy ap; re. Lending the — le, 4 

After debatirg wwiicther to betake himſelf to the 
Courchs er to Gamirg, or to Party-wwritirg, he 
raiſes an Altar © proper borks, and ( making fi | 
lis ſolemn pre yer and declaration) purpejes thereon 

= ſecrifice ali his un/uccelsful oritizgs. A the 
ite is kindled, the Grdcels beholdirg the flame 
rem her ſcat, f es and Puts it out ; caſting upon 
1 the focm of Thu. Lhe forts with rowveals Her- 
ſelf to hin, tras: terts iim to er, unf her Arts, | 
and iririates / in into her Myſteries; then announcing 
the death of Fuſden the Poet L, anoixts 
tim, N kr: to cet, and prociarms him Suc- 
ceilir. | 


1 


'POPE's POEMS. 
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BOOK L 


TE mighty Moaher, and her Son, who biingt 
The Smithficld Muſes to the ear of Kings, 

I fing, Say you, her Inftruments the Great ! 
Call'd to this. work by Dulneſs, Jove, and Fate; 
You by whoſe care, in vain decry' d and curſt, 5 
Still Dunce the ſecona r-igns like Dunce the firſt; 


| Say, how the Goddeſs bade Britannia ileep, 
And pour d her Spirit o'er the land and deep. 


REMARKS. 
The 3 fic MS. It may well be diſputed 
whether this be a right reading: Ought it not rather 
to be ſpelled Dunceiad, as the Etymology evidently 


the Reitorer of Shaleſpeare, conſtantly obſerves 


| the preſervation of this very Letter e, in ſpelling 


the Name of his beloved Author, and nor like his 
common careleſs Editors, with the omiſſion of one, 


1s utterly unpardonable. 


4e the alteration whereof in a learned language is 
& an atchievement that brings honour to the 
„ Critic who advances it; and Dr. Bentley will be 


remembered to poſterity tor his performances of 


« this ſort, as long as the world ſhall have any eſ- 


|< teem tor the remains of Menander and Phi- 
“ lemon,” 


accurate Antiquary, and Autograph of Shakeſpeare 


name without the ſirſt e. 
it was, that thoſe moſt Critical Curators of his 


only do they deſerve our thanks, but for exhibiting on 
tion of an author in Marble; where (as may be 
are Changed, and it is to be hoped will there ſtand, 
| and outlaſt whatever hath been hither:o done in 
lity (the other Eye of England) is taking care to 


don preſs. 
omitted one circumſtance z which is, that the In- 
ſcription with the Name of Shakeſpeare was in- 


he points with his hand ; inſtead of which it is now 
placed behind his back, and that Specimen of an 


peace hath great reaſon to point at. Axon. 


demands? Dunce with an e, therefore Dunceiad with 
an e. That accurate and punctual Man of Letters, 


nay ſometimes of two ce's (as Shakeſpear) which 
Nor is the neglect of a 
J Single Letter fo trivial as to ſome it may appear; | 


TIES 
This is 1 7 a Ap in be bens 4 the fore - 
going note; there having been ſince produced by an 


himfclf, whereby it appears that he ſpelled his own 
And upon this authority 


Monument in Weſtminſter Abbey eraſed the former 
wrong reading, and re:tored the new ſpelling on a 
new piece of old Ægyptian Granite. Nor for this 
the ſame Monument the firtt Specimen of an Edi- 
ſeen on comparing the Tomb with the Book) in the 
ſpace of five lines, two Words and a whole Verſe 
Paper; as for the future, our learned Siſter Univer- 
perpetuate a Total new 2 = the Chen» | 
BET BZN TI. 
It is to be noted, chat this great Critic alſo has 
tended to be placed on the Marble Scroll to which 


| Edition is put on the Scroll, which indeed Shakeſ- 


— Ry . — ——_ 


a . 


— — 
— . 


_ — —— —[— # +. a 


„ 


—— 


the Dunceiadez which being a French and foreign 
termin tion, is no way proper to a word entirely | who, above all o her Poets of his time, was the 


never enough praif: my god friend, the exact Mr. 


to him and all markind is evidently wrong, yet 


the next year an imperfect Edition was publithed at 
Dublin, and reprinted at London in twelves; anucher 
at Dublin, and another at London in octavo: and 


of March, 17-3-9. 


the Author himſelf, It was printed originally in a 
| foreign Country. 


i: Prince conferred the hangut of che Laurel. 
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Tr #licft dme, ere mortals writ or read, FS 


Fre ail is iſſu'd fiom the Thunder's bead, 
Dulneſ o'er ali pe i her ancient right, 
Dau thter of Chaos td eternal Night: 
Fite in their dotage this fair Idiat gave, 
Groſs as ker lire, and as her moth-c grave, 
L:ioorigus, heavy, buſy, bold, and blind, 15 
She rul'd, ir ative anarchy, the mind. 

Still her old Emyire to reitore ſhe tries, 
For born a Goddeſs, Dulneſs never dies. 


Runants. 


Though I have as juſt à value for the letter E, | 


as any Gra! marian liv ng, and the ſame affection 
for the Name of this Poem us any Cricic for that of 
his Author; yet cannot it induce me to agree with 
thoſe who would add yet another e to it, and call it 


Engliſh, and vernicular. One e therefore in this 


c ſe is right, and two ee's wrong. Yet upon the 


whole I ſhall foliow the Manuſcript, and print it 
without any e at all; moved therzto by Authority 
(at ail times, with Critics, equal, if not ſuperior to 
Reaſon.) In which method of proceeding, I can 
Thomas Hearne ; who, if any word occur, which | 


keeps he it in the Text with due reverence, and only 


- This Poem was written in the Year 1720. In 


three others in twelves the ſame year. But there 


preſented to King George the Second and his Queen 
by the hands ot Sir Robert Walpole, on the 12th. 
| Scyor.. VET 


remarks in the Margin, Sic MS. In like manner 
we ſhall not amend this error in the Title itſelf, but | 
only note it obiter, to evince to the learned that it 
v not our fault, nor any effect of our ignorance 
or lizattention. | | | 


* 


Oh Thou ! whatever title pleaſe thine exr, 


10 Dean, Drapier, Bickerſtaff, or Culliver ! 
_ | Whether tnou chuſe Cervantes? ſerious air, 


Or laugh and ſhake in Rabelais“ eaſy chair, 
Or praite the court, or magnify m;kind, 
O: thy griev'd country's copper chains unbind; 


From thy Bo »tia though her Power retires, 25 
| Mourn not, my SwWw:iFT, at aught our Realm ac= 
< quires. 


Here pleas d behold her mighty wings out ſpread 


| To hatch a new Saturnian age of Lead. 


| RTMARAR S | | 
It appears as plainly from the Apoſtrophe to the 
Great in the third verſe, that T:ibbald could not be 
the perſon, who was never an Author in faſhion 
or careſied by the Great; whereis this fingle cha- 
racteriftic is ſufficient tu point out the true Hero: 


Peculiar Delight and Choſen Companion of the No- 
bility of England; and wrote, as he himſelf tells 
us, certiin of his works at the earneſt defire of Per- 
ſons of Quality. 3 | 


Poet being the on!y one who was univerſally known 


theatcical, political, and moral Capacities, that it 
could juſtly be ſaid of him, | 


LEE firt.”” | | BEN T. 
Ver. 1. The mighty Mother and her Son, ge.] 


Mother, and not the Son, is the principal Agent of 


Colleague (as was anciently the cuſtom in Rome 
before ſome great expedition, the main action of 


Laureate, which is performed in the very fiſt book, 
but the Reitoracion of the Empire of Dulneſs 


was no perfect Edition before that of London in | ia Britain, which is not accompliſhes until the laſt. 
dquarcto ; which was attended with Notes. We are 
wil.ing to acquaint Poſterity, that this Poem was 


 thows, machines, and dramatic entertainmecats, 
tarmerly agrecabl- only to the tade of the KR wole, 


| were by the Hero of this pacm. and oihers of 


1: was expreſsly confeſſed in the Prerace to the | equal genius, brought tv the i heaties of Covent- 
fi-it E.iition, that this Poem was not publiched by | garden, Lincoln's-inn fields, aud the I: y-matket, 


And what foreign Country ? 
Why, one notorious for blunders ; where finding 


bl unks only inttead of proper names, theſe blun- 
derers filled them up at their pleaſure. 


The very Hero of the Poem hath been m'tiken 


learn from the former Lditor, that this piece was 
preſente! by the kinds of vir Robert Ve aipole to 
King George 11. Novi the author directly tells us, 
his Hero is the Man . 


© —— who brings 


to this hour; ſo that we ace obliged to open our] 
Notes with a difcovery who he really was. We 


See Bob ui. 


nations. 
[5 wonder che learned >criblerus ha vnicted to ad- 


tha: Dulneſo here is not to be Een contractedl e for 
mere Scupiuity, but in the ealargea Senſe of the 
word, ter all doneſs of Apprchenſn, Shortneſs 
cf dignt, er impecfect Senſe ot things, bs lin. des 


(as we ſee by the Poct's own words) Labour, hiduſe 


& The Smithfield Muſes to ihe car of Kings,” | try, and force degrees of Actrity and 2 luncis; 


And it is notorious who was the perſor. on whom 


2 tuling principle not inert, but tuining topſy - 


Ys Ls | J. 


* catuled Sas of „ind. This rec wght 0 
e 


433 


Laſtly, the ſixch verſe affords full proof; this. 


to have had a Son io ex ctly like him, in his puetical, 
Still Dunce the ſecond reigns like Dunce the 
The Reader ought here to be c:utioned, that the 


this Poem; the latter of them is only choſen as her 


the Poem being by no means the Corugation of the 


Ver. 2. lhe Smichneld Muſes. ] Smichficld is 
the place where Barthuluzew Fir was kept, whoſe 


to bc the reigning picaſures of the Court a Ton. 
This happened in the 1e:gns of K. George I. and II. 


Ver. 4. By Dulaels „Jeve, and Fate :] Ls by 
their Judgments, their Intereſts, and their Incli- 


Ver. 15. Laborieu:, | heavy, buſy, bold, &c.] Y 


vertile the Reder, at the cpening of chis roem, 


ruryy te Cuderttanding, and in ducing an Aruchy 


Ver. 22,—Laugh and ſhake in Rabelais“ eaſy 


334 POPE's, 


"Cloſe to theſe walls where Folly holds her throne, 
And Taughs to think Monroe would take her down, 
Where o'er the gates, by his fam'd father's hand, 
Great Cibber's brazen, brainleſs brothers ſtand ; 
One Cell there is, conceal'd from vulgar eye, 

The Cave of Poverty and Poetry. hc 

Keen, hollow winds how! thro' the bleak receſs, 35 
Emblem of Muſic caus'd by Emptineſs. 

Hence Bards, like Proteus long in vain ty'd down, 
Eſcape in Monſters, and amaze the town. | 
Hence Miſcellanies ſpring, the weekly boaſt 

Of Curll's chaſte preſs, and Lintot's rubric poſt : 40 
Hence hymning Tyburn's elegiac lines, 

Hence Journals, Medleys, Mercuries, Magazines : 
| ulchral Lies, our holy walls to grace, 


POEMS. 


clouded here Bulnefs bone, 45 
Fierce champion Fortitude, that knows no fears g 
Of hiſſes, blows, or want, or loſs of ears: 

Calm Temperance, whoſe bleſſings thoſe partake 
Who hunger, and whothirſt, for ſcribbling jake: 50 


Poetic Juſtice, with her lifted ſcale, 
Where, in nice balance, truth with gold ſhe weighs, 


And ſolid pudding ag AH empty praiſe. 


Here ſhe beholds the Chaos dark and deep, 55 
Where nameleſs Somethings in their cauſes ſleep, 
Till genial Jacob, or a warm Third day, | 
Call forth each maſs, a Poem, or a Play: 


RyMARES. SN . 


Reman [ 


And New-year Odes, and all the Grub-ftreet race. | new-born Nonſenſe firſt is taught to cry, 66 


do carried along with the reader thwughodt the 
. work; and without this caution he will be apt to 
miſtake the im of many of the Characters, 
as well as of the Deſign of the Poet. Hence it is, 
that ſome have complained he chooſes too mean a 
ſubject, and imagined he employ? himſelf like Do- 
mitian, in killing flies; whereas thoſe who have 
| the true key will find he ſports with nobler 
quarry, and embraces a larger compaſs ; or (as one 
Dith, on a like occaſion,) N 


4 Will ſee his Work, like Jacob's ladder riſe, 
© Its foot in dirt, its head amid the ſkies.” 


Ver. 17. Still her old Empire to reſtore.] This 
Vice Book iv. | 


cChair, ] The imagery is exquiſite 3 and the equi- 
voque in the laſt words, gives a peculiar elegance 
to the whole expreſſion. The eaſy chair ſuits his 
gage: Rabelais“ eaſy chair marks his character; 
and he filled and poſſeſſed it as the right heir and 
ſucceſſor of that original genius. On 
Ver. 23. Or praiſe the Court, or magnify Man- 


tations of both. The next line relates to the pa · 


pers of the Drapier againſt the currency of Wood's | 
| Copper coin in Ireland, which, upon th: great dif- } 


baſe Batteries, wretched elegigs, ſongs, and verſes 
(even from thoſe ſung at Court, ts ballads in the 
ttreets,) not ſo much to malice or ſervility as to Dul- 
neſs; and not ſo much to Dulneſs as to Neceſſity. 


makes an Apology for all that are tu be fatirized. 
Ver. 40. Curll's chaſte preſs, and Lintot's ru- 
bric poſt :] Two Bookiellers, of whom ſee Book ii. 
The former was fined by the Court of King's 
Bench for publiſhing obſcene Books; the latter 
uſually adorned his ſhop 


It is an ancient Engliſh cuſtom for the MalefaQtors 


at the ſame time, or before. 
Flatterics and Fal 
caſioned the following Epigram : 


® „ So very much is ſaid; 
C One half will never be believ d, 


content of the people, his Majefty was graciouſly 
_ pleaſed to recal. 7 


Ver. 26. Mourn not, my Swift! at aught our pily drowned in the voices and inftruments. The 
New-year Odes of the Hero of this work were of 


Realm acquires. ] Ironice iterum. The Politics of 
England and Ireland were at this time by ſome 


Dr. Swift of courſe was in the intereſt of the latter, 
dur Author of the former. 5 | | 


Ver. 31. By his fam' d father*hand,] Mr. Caius- 


Gabriel Cibber, father of the Poet-laurcate, The 
two Statues of the Lunatics over the gates of Bed- 

Jam-boſpital were done by him, and (as the fon 
juſtly ſays of them) are no ill monuments of his 
Fame as an Artiſt, 

Ver. 34. Poverty and Poetry.] I cannot here 
omit a remark that will greatly endear our Author to 
every one, Who ſhall attentively obſerve that Hu- 
manity and Candour, which every where appears in 


him wards thoſs uh; y objecs of d ridicule, 


thought to be oppoſite, or interfering with each other. and made a conſpicuous part 
writer, which doubtleſs induced our Author to men- 


every New-year's day, the werds of which are hap- 
a caſt diftinguiſhed from all that preceded him, 


tion them here ſo particularly. 5 
Ver. 45. In clouded Majeſty here Dulneſs ſhone. ] 
See this Cloud removed, or rolled back, or gathered 


up to her head, Book iv. ver. 17, 18. It is worth 
while to compare this deſcription of the Majeſty of 
Dulneſs in a ſtate of peace and tranquillity, with 
that more buſy ſcene where ſhe mounts the throne 


in triumph, and is not ſo much ſupported by her 
own Virtues, as by the princely conſciouſneſs of 
having deftroyed all other. - _ 

Ver. 57. genial J:cob] Tonſon, The fame 
race of Beokellgs of chat nung | 


Four guardian Virtues, round, ſupport her throne ; 


Prudence, whoſe glaſs prefents th approaching jail: 


How Hints, like ſpawn, ſcarce quick in embryo lie, 


of all mankind, the bad Poets. He here imputes 
all ſcandaſous rhymes, ſeurrilous weekly papers, 


And thus, at the very commencement of his Satire, 


with titles in red letters. 
Ver. 41. Hence hymning Tyburn's elegiac lines,] 
to fing a Pſalm at their execution at Tyburn; and 
vo leſs cuſtomary to print Tlegies on their deaths, 


Ver. 43. Sepulchral lies, J is a juſt fatire on the 
| ſehoods admitted to be inſcribed on 
the walls of Churches, in Epitaphs; which oc» 


« Friend ! in your Epitaphs, I'm griev'd, | 


ver. 44. New-year Odes.] Made by the Poet 
Laureat for the time being, to be ſung at Court on 


of his character as a 


And with her own fools - colours gilds them all. 


POPE's POEMS. 


Maggots, half-ferm'd, in rhyme exactly meet, 
And learn to crawl upon feet. 

Here one poor werd an hundred clenches makes, 
And ductile Dulneſs new meanders takes; 
There motly Images her fancy ſtrike, 

Figures ill - pair d, and Similies unlike. 

She ſees a Mob of Metaph rs advance, 

Pleas'd with the madneſs of the mazy dance; * 
Ho Tragedy and Comedy embrace; 

How Farce and Epic get a jumbled race; 70 
How Time himſelf ſtands ſtill at her command, | 
Realms ſhift their place, and Ocean turns to land: 
Here gay deſcriptiun /Egypt glads with thowers, 
Or gives ts Zembla fruitz, to Barca flowers; 
Glictering with ice here hoary hills are ſeen, 
There painted vallies 6f eternal green, 

In cold December fragrant chaplets blow, 
And heavy harveſts nod beneath the ſnow. 
All theſe, and more, the cloud compelling 2 
 Beholds through fogs, that magnify the ſcene. 

She, tinſel'd o'er in robes « f varying hues, 

With ſelf-applauſe her wild creation views; 

Sees momentary monſters riſe ane fall, 


65 


75 


"Twas on the day, when * rich and graze, 35 
Like Cimon triumph'd both on land and wave: 
(Pomps without guilt, of bluodleſs ſwords and maces, 


435 


She ſaw, with joy, the line immortal rung 

Each fire impreft and glaring in his ſon; 

So waichful Bruin forms, with plaſtic care, 

Fach growing lump, and brings it to a Eear. 

She law old Pryn in reftleſs Daniel ſhine, 

And Euſden eke out 5lackmore's endleſs line; 3 | 

She ſaw Now Philips _ like Tate”s poor page, 10g 
in Dennis 


— rage. 


100 


RITN AAKS. 
Ver. 103. Old Pryn in reſtleſs Daniel.] The firſt 


edition bad it, 


She taw in Norton all his father ſhine: 

2 great Miſtake ' for Daniel de Foe had parts, but 
Norton de Foe was a wretched writer, and never 
attempted Poetry. Much more juſtly is Daniel 


wrote Verſes as well as Politics; as appears by the 
Poem de Jure Divino, &c. of De Foe, and by 
$6 | ſome lines in Cowley's Miſcellanies on the other. 
— both theſe authors had a reſemblance in their 
a:es as well as their writings, having been alike 
I ſentenced tothe Pillory. 
Ver. 104. And Euſden elke out, &c.] Laurence 
| Euſden, Poet Laurcate. Mr. Jacob gives a cata- 
— of ſome few only of his works, which were 


| 


5 1 warm furs, broad bar. ners, and broad 
5 aces) 

Now Night deſcending, the proud ſcene was oer, 

* Bux liv'd, in Settle's numbers, one day more. 
New Mayors and Shrieves all huſh'd and ſatiate lay, 

Tet eat, in dreams, the cuſtard of the day; 

While penſive Poets painful vigils keep, 

Sleepleis themſelves, to give their readers ſleep. 

Much tothe mindful 


vcen the teaſt recalls 951 
What City Swans once ſung within the walls; 


Much ſhe revolves their arts, their ancient praiſe, [ 


And ſure — * from Heywood's days. 


| | 88 1 N 

| Ver. 85, $6, * was on the day, when . * * 

rich and grave Like Cimon triumph's] Viz. a 

Lerd Mayor's Day; his name the author had left in 

blanks, but moſt certainly could never be that which 

the Editor foifted in formerly, and which no way 

agrees with the chronology of the poem. 3 
EN TIL. 


The proceſſion of a Lord Mayor is made partly 
by land, and partly by water—Cimon, the famous 
| Athenian General, obtained a victory by ſea, and 
another by land, on the ſame day, over the Perſians 
and Barbarians. 
Ver. 90. But liv'd, in Sett les W one day 
more.] A beautiful manner of ſpeaking, uſual with 
Poets in praile of poetry. 
| Ibid But liv'd, in Settle's numbers, one day | 
more.] Settle was poet to the City of London. | 
His effice was to compoſe yearly panegyrics upon | 
the Lord Mayors, and verſes to be ſpoken in the 
Pageants : But that part of the ſhows being at length 


frugally aboliſhed, the employmenc of City poet | 


ceaſed; ſo that upon Settle's demiſe, there was no 
ſucceſſor to that place 


go | 


oy 1 — Mr. . 
ſaith of him, | 


« Euſden, a laurell'd Bard, . 
* By way Ge ward, by fewer prais'd,” 


Me. Oldmizon, f in his Arts of Logic and Rhetoric, 


| p- 413, 414. affirms, That all the Galimatia's | 


„ he 


ever met with, none comes up to ſome verſes 


5} << of this poet, which have as much of the Ridi= 


% culum and the Fuitian in them as can well be 
6 jumbled „ and are of that fort of non- 
4 ſerſe, which fo rerfectly confounds all ideas, 


„ that there is no diſtin one left in the mind. 


Farther he ſays of him, That he propheſied his 
© ov poetry ſhall be ſweeter than Citullus, Ovid, 
and Tibullus ; but we have little hope of the ac- 

% compliſhment of it, from what he hath lately 
c publiſhed. Upon which Mr. Oldmixon has not 
ſpared a reflexion, That the putting the laurel on 
e the head of one who writ ſuch verſes, will give 
6 futurity a very lively idea of the judgment and 
& juttice of thoſe who beſtuwed it Ibid. p. 417. 
But the well known learning of that noble Perſon, 

who was then Lord Chamberlain, might have 
ſcreened him trom this unmannerly reflexion. Nor 

ought Mr. Oldmixon to complain, ſq long after, 
that the laurel would have better become his own 
brows, or any other's: It were taore decent to ac- 
quieice in the opinion of the Duke of 3 5 
upon this matter.. | 


— 


IE ruſh'd Euſden, and 1 Who ſhall | eve: 
| it | 

« But i. ie Laureate, to whom the King | 

gave ic? 


„ Apollo begg'd pardon, and granted his claim, 


—_ 4 


Ver. 98. John Heywood, whoſe Interludes were 
printes in anda _ VIII. 


40 But vow'd that tial thea he ne'er heard of his 


Y 


name. 


- 


' Sefſion of Poets. 


himſelf made ſuccefſor to W. Pryn, both of whom 


In «ach ſhe marks her Image full expreſt, 
Bat chief in Bays's monſter- breeding breaſt 3 
Bays, form'd by nature Stage and l own to bleſs, 
And act, and be, a Coxcomb with ucceſs. 110 


— REMARKS. | 

The fame plea might alſo ſerve for his Succeffor, 
Mr. Cibber; and is fu. ther ſtrengthened in the fol 
lowing Epigram made on that occa lion: 


In merry Old Fngland it once was a rule, 
The King had his Poet, and alfo hi- Fool; . 
But now we're fo frugal, I'd have you to know it, 
That Cibber can ſerve both for Fool and for Poet. 


Of Blackmore, ſee Book ii. Of Pl. ilips, Book i. 
ver. 262. and Book iii prope fin. . 
Nahum Tate was Poet Laureat, a cold writer, ot 
no invention; but ſometimes tranſlated tolerablz 
when befriended by Mr. Dryden. In his ſecond par. 
of Abſalom and Achitophel are above two hunure« 
admirable lines together of that great hand, which 
ſtrongly ſhine through the infipidity of the reſt. 
Something parallel may be obſerved of another au- 
thor here mentioned, L . ; 
Ver. 106. And all the mighty Mad in Dennis 
rage ] Mr. Theobald, in the Cenſor, vol. ii. N. 33. 
calls Mr. Dennis by the name of Furius. The 
<6 modern Furius is to be looked upon more as an 
4 object of pity, then of that which he daily pro- 
44 volces, laughter and contempt. Did we really 
4 know how much this poor man** | I wiſh that re- 
flection on poverty might be ſpared] ** ſuffers by 
s being contradicted, or, which is the ſame thing 
4 in effect, by hearing another praiſes ; we ſhould, 
% in compaſſion, ſometimes attend to him with a 
4 ſilent nod, and let him go away with tl. e triumphs 
of his ill- nature — Poor Furius (again) when any 
of his contemporaries are ſpoken well of, quit- 
ting the ground of the preſent diſpute, ſteps back 
a thouſand years to call in the ſuccour cf the 
ancients. His very panegyric is ſpiteful, and he 
d ules it for the ſame reaſon as ſome Ladies do 
4 their commendations of a dead beauty, who would 
never have had their good word, but that a living 
„ one happened to be mentioned in their company. 
* His applauſe is not the tribute of his Hare, but 


„ the ſacriſice of his Revenge, &c. Indeed his 


| piece againſt our poet are ſomewhat of an angry 
character, and as they are now ſcarce extant, a taſte 


of his ſtyle may be ſatĩsfactory to the curious. A 
4.6 


4 monkey, would not differ ſo much from human 
4% ſhape as his unthinking immaterial part dor 
& from human underitanding. — Je is as fivpid ana 

„ a vencmous as 2 hunch- b ck'd toad. A book 
4e through which Folly and Ignorance, thote 
& br-:hren fo lame and impotent, do ridiculouſly 
66 Jon's big and very dull, and ſtzut and hobble, 
«& cncek by owl, with their 3:ms on kimbo, being 

c led and jupported, and bully-bac!'d by that 


&« blind He cter, Impultence.” Refiect, en the 


Eff. on Criticiim, p. 26. 29 30. | 
It wonld be unjuſt not to - his renfons for this 
Fury, th. are fo ſtrong aud ſo coeicive. “ re- 


„ 


| 


POPE's POEMS. 


Dulneſz with tranſport eves e vel Dunce, 


| Rememiering ſhe herſclf was Fertheſs o ce. 


No (ihame to Fortwie !) an thi Run at Play 


Blank*d his bold viſage, and a thin "Third day: 


| Rimanks. | 

«© gard him (faith he) as an Enemy, not fo much te 
*© me, as to my King, to my Country, to my Re- 
„ I:gion, and to that Liberty which has been the 
ſade felicity of my life. A vagary of Fortune, 


© wio is ſometimes pl aſe] to be frol ckiome, and 


th. epidemic Madneſs of the times, have given 


Geo. ge, whole faithful ſubje t 1 am; to my 
% Country, of Which I have appeared a conſt int 
lover; to the Laws, under wiſe protection 1 
hie fo long lived; and to the Liberty of my 
©. Country, more dear to me than life, of which 


— 


© ſertor, &c. I lock upon it as my duty, I ſay, 
&. to do—you ſhall fee what to pull the lion's ſkin 
& from this little Aſs, which pcpular error has 
hay thrown round him; and to ſhew that this Au- 
& thor, who has been lately ſo much in vogue, 
5 has neither ſenſe in his thoughts, nor Englith in 


Pref. p. 2. 91, &c. 55 
| private one; which, by his manner of expreſ- 
ſing it in p. 92, appears to have beenequally ftrong. 


is too logg ty be told, but who would be ac- 


„ ſuggeſted to me, that 1 have with a jutt 
& coniidence faid in defiance of his two clandeſtine 
„% weapons, his Slander and his Poiſon.“ 
laſt words of his book plainly diſcover Mr. D.'s 
ſuſpicion was that of beiug poiſoned, in like man- 


mund Curll, printed 1716, the year antecede::t to 
that wherein theis Femarks of Mr. Dennis were 
2ublithe?. But what puts it beyona all queſtion, 
is 2 patiage in a very warm treatiſe, in which Mr. 


print: d for S. Popping, 1716; in the tenth page 


and a {taber in the dirk.“ Which (with many 
other thlugs moſt lively ſet forth in that picce) 
muſt have rendeted him a terror, not to Mr. Dennis 
only, but to wil Cariſtian people. 


write che following Ep:igrain : 


{ Should Dennis publiſh you had ſtabb'd your 


Brocher, 


| 


Lampoon'd your Mcauct, or debauck*l your 


* 


© him Keputation, and Reputation (23 Hobbes ſays) 
is Yower, and that has m:de him dangerous. 
Therefore 1 look on it as my duty to King 


& I have now for forty years been a conſtant aſ- E 


«© h's expreflions,” DRN NIS, Rem. on Hom, ; 
Bede thele public ſpirited reaſons, Mr. D. had 
He was even in boaily fear of his life from the ma- 
 chinatiens of the ſaid Mr. P. © The ftory (ſays he) 


& quainted with it, may hear it from Mr. Cur:l, 


© my Bookieller.—liowever, what my reaſon has 
Which 


ner as Mr. Curll had been before him: of which 
f ict ſee A full and true account of the horrid and 
barbarous revenge, by pniton, on the body of Ed- 


D. was alſo concerned, price two pence, called 
A true Character of Mr. Pope and his Writings, 
<< young, ſquab, ſhort gentleman, whole outward | | 
4 form, though it ſhould be that of downright | whereof he is ſaid „t, have inſulted people on 
© thoſe calamities and diſcaſes which he himſelf 
56. gave them, by adminitt.ring Poilon to them: 
1nd is led (p 4.) „a lurking wiglavirs cow ird, 


a This charicable 
warning only provoke our incartigible Poct to 


— 4 2 


A . <> os a + wes a0. 


n _— TY RT 


4 than Money. * 


Jacob's Lives of Dram. Poets, p. 68, 69. com- 
| pered with p. 236. 


POPE's POEMS. 


Sventing and ſupperleſs che Hero ſate, 11 5 
Biaſphem'd his Gods, the Dice, and damn'd his N Round him much Embryo, much A bortion lay, 


Fate. 


437 
Yet wrote and ſlounder'd on, in mere deſpair. 120 


Much future Ode, and abdicued Play; 


% hen gnaw'd his Pen, then daſh'd it on the ground, Neouſenſe precipitate, like running Lead, 
Sing from thought to thought, a vaſt profound! | Th-tfliv'd through Crags and Zig zags of the Head; 


Piung'd tor his tene, but found no bottum * 


RZAAREs. 
Say, what revenge on Dennis can be had ? 
Ton dull for 1 1ugaters far reply too mad: 
On one ſo poor yo cannot take the lav; 
On one ſo old yuur ſword you ſcorn to draw: 
Uacag'd then let the harmleſs monſter rage, 
Secur in dulneſs, madaeſs, want, and age. 


For the reſt; Mz. John Dennis was the ſon of a 
Sadler in London, born in 1657 He paid court to 
Mr. Dryden; and having obtained ſome correſ- 
pondence with Mr. Wycherley and Mr. Congre-e, 


he 3 obliged the Public with their Let- 


He made himſcif known to the Government 
. admirable ſchemes and projects; wh cl 


the Miaiitry, for reaſons beſt known to themſelves, 
eonſt intiy kept private, For his character, as a | 


writer, It is given us as follows: “ Mr Ueanis is 


« excellent at Pindar.c wiitings, periectly reguizr | 
& in alt his performances, and a perſon of ſound | 
„Learning. 


That he is maſter of à great deal ot 
& Penetration and Judgment, his criticiſms (par- 


« ticularly on Prince Arthur) do ſufficiently de- 


ec moaſtrate From the tame account it alſo ap- 
pears that he writ Plays „more to get Reputation 
Dexx1s of himfſclf Sce Giles 


Ver. 109. Bays, ferm'd by nature, e.] It i> 


baped the poet here hath done full juftice to his 


Hero's ch racter, which it were a gre ut miſtalce to 
imagine was wavily funk in ſtupidity: he is all-wed | 


to hive tupported it with a wonderful mixture of 


Vivacity. This character is heightened accardin; 


to his own deũre, in a Letter he wrote to our author. | 
c Per: and dull at leaſt you might have allowed me | 
& What! am I oaly to be dull, and dull ſtill, anu | 
& aga n, 

pealed to his own cunſcience, that “ he could not 
« think himſelf fo, nor believe that our oet vid; | 
„ bat that he ſpike worte of him than he could 


and for ever?” He then ſolemaly ap- 


& nyoiliiy think; and concluded it muſt be merely 


. . . . - h [ 
« to lacw his Wit, or for tome Prot or Lucre to 
66 himſclt.“ 


Lite of C. C. chap. vii. and Lette. 
to Me. P. page 15 40. 53 And to ſhew his 
clain to what the Fort was fo uwillmg to allow 
bim, of being port as well as dull, he declares he 
vill hare e lack word; Wh. Ca oc aοned che fol- 
Ying — | | 


Guath Cibber to Pope, Tho- in verſe you fore- | 
clole, 
I'll have the laſt word: for, by G—, Pil write 
| Proe. 


Poor Colly, thy reaſoning is none of the ſtrongeſt, 

For know, the laſt Word is che Word that laſts 
langeſt. 

Ver. 115. ſupperleſs the Hero ſate ] It is amaz- 

ing how tac ſente 9 all 


| 


| £6 of Study. 


All that on Folly Parenſy could beget, 125 
Fruits of dull Heats ana Sooterkins of Wit. 

Next o'er his Books his eyes began to roll, 

In pleauing memory of all he itole, 

How here he ſip'd, how there he plunder'd ſnug, 
And fuck'd ail o'er, Ike an induttri-us:Bug. 130 


Here lay poor Fletcher's haif-eat ſcenes, and here 
The Frippery ot _—y Mobere 


Remarks. = | 
the former commentators, who mot ia ſuppoſe ĩt 
to imply chat tue Hero of the poem wanted a ſupper. 
In trutu a great abfurdity! Not chat we are ignorant 
chat the Hero of Homer's Gdyily is frequently in 
cht circumitance, and therefore if cau no way de- 
rogate from the grandeur of Epic Poem to repreſent 


ſuch Hero under: cal wmity, to which the greateſt not 


only of Cr:ties and Poets, but of Kings and Warriors, 
nave been ſubj: ct. ut much more retined „Iwill ven= 
cure to ſay, is tne meaniag of uur author: It was to give 
as otliquely 2 curious precept, or what Bollu calls | 
2 duiguited tentence, that “ 'Temperance is the life 
The language of poeſy brings all 
into action; and to repreſenta Critic encompaſſed with 
avoks but without a ſupper, is a picture which lively 
expreſſeth how much the true Critic prefers the dier 
of the mind to that of the body, one of which he 
always cattigates, and often totally neglects, for the 
greater improvement of the orber. | 
Scarnt. 
But fince the diſcovery of the true Here of the 
poem, may we not aud, that nothing was fo na- 
cural, afcer fo greac a lois of moe at dice, or of 
 Repucation by ais Play, as that tne Poet ſhould 


have no great ttomach ta eat 2 ſupper? Befides, how 


well has the Poet co. ſulted his Heroic Character, 
in adding thac Le ſwore all the time? bo! 
BEN TT. 
Ver. 131. poor Fletcher's hal. eat ſcenes,! A 
great number or them tacen cut to patch up his. 
Plays. | 
Ver. 122 The Frippery] « When I fitted up 
an old play, it was as a good hDhνfewife wilt mend 
6. old linen, when the has no better employ ment. 
Life, p 217, Octavo. 
Ver. 133. hapleſs Shakeſpeare, &c ] It is not 


to be doubted but Lays was a ſubleriber to Tib- 


bald's Shakeipeare. He was frequently liberal in 
this way; and, as he tells us, *<* tubſcrived to 
++ Mr. Pope's Homer, out of pure Gencroity and 
„ Civility ; but wien Ms. Pope did fo to his Non- 
& juror, he concluded it could be nothing bat a 
„% joke.“ Letter to Mr. P. p. 24. 

This Libbald or Theobald, publiſhed an edition 
of Shakeſpeare, of which he was fo proud hirfelf 
a to lay, in one of Miſt's Journals, Junc 8 35 
That to expoſe any errors in it was impractic able. 
And in another, April 27, That whatever cace 


6 might for the future be taken by any other Edi- 


„tor, he would till give above Ave hundred een. 
02 £ dations, tha ihill eicape them all.“ 


<> 


Or their fond Parents dreſt in red and gold; 
Here ſwells the ſhelf with Qgilby the great 


Here all his ſuffering brotherhood retire, 
And ſecape the martyrdom of jakes and fire: 


Well purg'd, and 88 Settle, Banks, and 
1 B | | 


| evilous praiſe which the Players gave to Shakeſpeare, 


neſtly wiſhed he had blotted a thouſand ; and Shakeſ- 
would certainly have wifhed the ſame, if he | 


| which, not the Actors only (and eſpecially the dar- 


Editions. 
— 135. The reſt on Ourfide merit, &c.] This 
i ts: The firſt con- 
hom he ftole, and 


ines complete 
dan one who buſied herſelf in the raviſhing de- 
4 lights of Poetry; leaving to Poſterity in print 
I three ample volumes of her ſtudious endeavours.** | he would have Shakeſpeare to mean rather than 

| WinSTANLY, ibid. Langbaine reckons up eight 

| Folios of her Grace s; which were uſually adorned | 
| F and had her coat of arms upon 


as POPE*'s 
. a. | But, high above, more folid Learning ſhoney 


Wiſh'd he had blotted for himſelf | 

The reſt on Outſide merit but preſume, 135 
Or ſerve (like other Fools) to fill a room; 
Such with their ſhelves as due ion hold, 


Or where the pi for the page atone, 
And Quarles is ſav'd by beauties not his own. 


There, _ with arms, Newcaſtles ſhines com- | 
Plete: 


A Gothic Library! of Gieece and Rome 145 


Roganus. 
Ver. 134. Wiſh'd he had blotted] Tt was a ridi- | 


POEMS. 


The Claflics of an age that heard of none; 

There Caxton ſlept, with Wynkyn at his fide, 1 

One claſp's i in wood, and one in firong — 
There, ſav d by ſpice, like Mummies, many a year, 
Dry Bodies of Divinity appear : 

De Lyra there a dreadful front extends, 


Of theſe twelve volumes, twelve of ampleſt 
 Redeem'd from tapers and defrauded pies, mY 
Inſpir'd he ſeizes: Theſe an altar raiſe: = 
An hecatomb of pure unſully'd lays | 
That altar crowns : A folio Common-phce 166 
| Founds the whole pile, of all his works the baſe: 
 Quartos, octavos, ſhape the leſſening pyre; 


A twiſted Birth-day Ode completes the ſpize. * 


Then he: Great Tamer of all human art! 
Firit in my care, and ever at my heart; 


E'er fince Sir Fopling's Periwig was Praiſe, 


lived to ſee thoſe alterations in his works, 


ling Hero of this Poem) have made on the Stage, 
but the preſumptyous Critics of our days in their 


ivinity, old Com- 


Ver. 141. — great] « John Ogilby 
4% was one, who from a late initiation into litera- 
44 ture, made ſuch a 
4 him the prodigy of his time! His tranſlations of 
» Homer and Virgil done to the life, and with 
1 ſculptures: And (what added 


progreſs as might well ſtyle 


4 great grace to his works) he printed tem all on | 


<6 ſpecial good paper, and in a very good letter.” 
L WixsSTANLY, Lives o Poets. 


Ver. 142. Thete, ſtamp'd with arms, Newcaſtle | 
© * Ihe Duchefs of Newcaſtle 


Ver. 146. Worthy Settle, Banks, and Broorre. ] 
The Poet has mentioned theſe three authors in par- 
ticular, as they are parallel to our Hero in his three 
capacities; I. Settle was his Brother Laureat; only | 


| Indeed upon half-pay, for the City inttead of the 
Court; but equally famous for unintelligible flights | 


in his poems en public occaſions, ſuch as ſhows, 
Birth- days, &c. 2. Banks was his rival ia Tra- 


gedy (thuugh more ſucceſsful) in one of his Tra- 


gedies, the Eul of Eftx, which is yet alive: 


claſs our author | 


W 


e 


Great, are dead and gone. Theſe he dreſt in a fort 
of Beggar's Velvet, or a happy mixture of the 
chick Fuſtian and thin Proſaĩc; exactly imitated in 
Peralla and Ifidora, Czeſar in Egypt, "and the He- 
roic Daughter. 3. Broome was a ſerving-man of 


not entirely contemptible. 
library of our Bays, which they imagined conſiſted 


for ornatyent, and read theſe books no more than 
the Dry bodies of Divinity, which, no doubt, were 
purchaſed by his Father when he defigned him for 
the Gown. See the note on ver. 200. 

Ver. 149. Caxton] A Printer in the time of 


— 


as a hiſtory ; of which he ſpeaks, in his proeme, in 


Journal of March 16, 1728, concerning a ſtraunge 


Ver. 153. Nich de Lyra, or Harpsfigld, a very 
folios, were printed in 1472. 


—————{  — 


«© He tranilated fo many books, that a man would 
ec think he had done nothing elſe ; inſomuch that 
% he might be called Tranſlator general of his 


| 66 a compleat Library.“ WINSTA NLV. 
Ver. 167 E'er ſince Sir Fopling's Periwig] The 
firſt viſible cauſe of the paſſion of the Town for 


| 


And here the groaning ſhelves Philemon bends, 158 


Dulneſs! whoſe good old cauſe | yet defend, 16g 1 5 
Wich whom my Muſe began, with whom ſhall end, = 


Rene Dito, r 


LY r —_ a. dc 


Ben Jonſon, who once picked up a Comedy from 
his Betters, or from fome caſt ſcenes of his Matter, 


Ver. 147. More ſolid Learning Some have ob- 
jected, that books of this = 7 


of Novels, Plays, and obſcene books; but they 
are to conſider, that he furniſhed his ſhelves only . 


Edw. IV. Rich. III. and Hen. VII. Wynkynde Word, 
his ſucceſſor, in that of Henry VII. and VIII. 
The former tranſlated into proſe Virgil's ZEneis, 


a very fingular manner, asof a book hardly known. 
| Tibbald quotes a rate paſſage from him in Miſt's 


and marvayllouſe beaſte called Sagittarye, which 
| Teuccr, the Archer celebrated by Homer 1s, Ho 


EIT ESTER T 2 2 2202 004 


voluminous commentator, whoſe works, five vait 


Ver. 154. Philemon Holland, Doctor in Phyfic. 


| 66 age. 1 he books alone of his turning into Eng- 
6 lith are ſufficient to make a Country Gentleman 


E G57) was 


our Hero, was a L flaxen full-bottom'd Periwigs 


„ . 


"_ - 777 


Land 


Obliquely waddling to the mark in view: 


And hang ſome curious cobweb in its ſtead! 180 


| 2 Could Troy be fav'd by any ſingle hand, 


' which, he tells us, he wore in his firſt play of the 

Pool in Faſhion. It attracted, in a particular man- 
ner, the Friendſhip of Col. Brett, who wanted to 
purchaſe it. Whatever contempt (ſays he) Phi- 
4 loſophers may have for a five Periwig, my friend, 


e new very well that ſo material an article of dreſs 
| ©& upon the head of a man of ſenſe, if it became him, 
4 could never fail of drawing to him a more partial 

«© Regard and Benevolence, than could poſſivly be 
4 hoped for in an ill made one. This, perhaps, may 


4 purchaſe might otherwiſe have laid upon him. 
44 Jn a word, he made his attack upon this Peri- 


W 


ah tated aafieddbcn be 


POPE's 


® chou l of Buſineſs the dĩrecting foul !' 
To this our head like biaſs to the bow}, 170 
Which, as more ponderous, made its aim more true, 


O! ever gracious to perplex d mankind, 

Still ſpread a healing miſt before the mind; 

And, leſt we err by Wit's wild dancing light, 175 
Secure us kindly in our native night. 

Or, if to Wit a Concomb make pretence, 

Guard the ſure barrier between that and Senſe ; 

Or quite unravel all the reas'ning thread, 


As, forc'd from wind- guns, lead itſelf can y 
ponderous flugs cut ſwiftly through the ſky ; 


As clockæs to weight their nimble motion owe, 
The wheels above urg' d by the load below: 


Me Emptineſs and Dulneſs could inſpire, 185 
And were my Elaſticity and Fire. | 


What can I now? 


POEMS. 


439 
Take up the Bible, once my better guide? 200 
Ur tread the path by venturdus Heroes trod, 


5 Box my Thunder, this right hand my God ? 
chair'd at White's amidſt the Doctors fit, 


Teach Oaths toGamefter:, and to Nobles Wit? 


Or bidft thou rather Party to embrace? 205 
(A friend to Party thou, and all her race; 

"Tis the ſame rope at different ends they twiſt 

To Dulneſs Ridpath is as dear as Mit. } 

Shall I, like Curtius, deſperate in my zeal, 

O'er head and ears plunge for the Commonweal ? 210 


 ReEmManxs. 


Lidh mas fletched with the feathers of the grey- 


Some Læmon ſtole my pen (forgive th* offence 
And ence betray d me into common ſenſe : 
Elſe all my Proſe and Verſe were much the ſame; 


This, proſe on ſtilts; that, poetry fall'n lame. 290 


Did on the tage my Fops appear confin'd ? 

My Life gave ampler leſſons to mankind. 

Did the dead Letter unſucceſsful prove ? 

The briſk Example never fail d to move. 
Yet ſure had Heaven decreed to ſave the State, 195 
Heaven had decreed theſe works a longer date. 


 Remanns. 


© who was not to deſpiſe the world but live in it, 


« f the grave cenſure, which ſo youthful a 


« wig, as your young fellows generally do upon 2 


the ſt ige in a ſedan, brought in by two chairmen, 
with infinite approbation of the audience. 

Ver. 178, 179. Guard the ſure bartier—Or quite 
unravel, &c. ] 


Ver. 181. As, forc'd from wind-guns, &c. 


old, and ſoon after printed) 


Ver. 198.—grey-gooſe weapon] Alluding to the 


+ For Wit or Reaſoaing are never 
greatly hurtful to Dulneſs, but when the firſt is 
founded in Truth, and the other in Uſefulneſc. 


IMITATION. 


Ver. 197, 198. Could Trey be fav'd—This 


© Defendi poſſent, etiam hac defenſa fuiſſent.” 
55 Virg. ib. 


Ver. 199. my Fletcher] A familiar manner of 
ſpeaking, uſed by modern Critics, of a favourite 
author, Bays might as juſtly ſpeak this of Fletcher, 
as a French Wit did of Tully, ſeeing his works in a 
library, Ah! mon cher Ciceron! je le connois 
© dien; c'eft le meme que Marc Tulle.” But he 
had a better title to call Fletcher his own, having 
made ſo free with him. 5 

Ver. 200. Take up the Bible, once my better 
guide?] When, according to his Father's intention, 
be had oeen a Clergyman, or (as he thinks himſelf} 
2 Biſhop of the Church of England Hear his own 
words: © Ar the time that he fate of K. I:mes, 
* the Prince of Or ange, and myſclf, were an the 
© anvil, Providence thought fit to poſtpor e mine, 
till theirs were determined: But had my father 
carried me a month ſooner to the Univerſity, who 
% knows but that purer fountain might have waſhed 
e my ImperfeQions into a capacity of writing, in- 


— 


«© ſtead of Plays and annual Odes, Sermons, and 
| «© Paſtoral Letters? Apology for his Lite, chap. 

4 lady of p'eaſure, firſt by a tew familiar praiſes of | iii | 3 | 

| © her perſon, and then a civil inquiry into the price | 
c of jt, and we finiſhed our bargain that night 
8 over a bottle. See Life, octavo, p. 303. This 
remarlcable Periwig uſually made its entrance upon 


lit, | 
Ver. 203. at White's amidft the Ductors] Theſe * 
Doctors had a modeſt and upright appearance, no 
air of overbearing ; but, like true Maſters of Arts, 


| were only habited in black and white: They were. 


juſtly ſtyled ſubtiles and graves, but not al ways irre- 
fragabiles, being ſometimes examined, and by « 
nice diſtiaction, divided and laid open. | 
S 9 | : : | Scnint, 


| This learned Critic is to be underſtood allegori- 


]|þ cally: The Doe rons in this place mean no more 
The thought of theſe four verſes is founded in a 
poem of our Author's of a very early date (namely 
- Vritten at fourteen years 
ds the Author of a poem called Succeſſio. 


than falſe Dice, a Cant phraſe uſed among Game- 
ſters. So the meaning of theſe ſonorous lines is 
only this, „ Shall I play fair or foul ?” ? 

Ver. 208. Ridpath—M.f.] George Ridpath, 
author of a Whig paper, called the Flying-poſt 5 


 Nathagicl Miſt, of a famous Tor Journal. 


440 


Or rob Rome's ancient geeſe of all their glories, 
| Eo cac!-ling ſave the Monarchy of Tories? 

old —to the Miniiter I more incline ; 
Tu ſerve his cauſe, O Queen l is ſerving thine. 
u ſee! thy very Gazzetteers give o'er, 215 
 Ev'n Ralph repents, and Henley writes no more. 
What then remains? Ourſelf. Still, ſtill remain 
Cibberian orehead, and Cibberian brain. 


1 IuirArioxs. 
| Ver. 202. This Box my Thunder, this right hand 
Y God.] 
4 Dextra mihi Deus, & telum quod miiſile libro. 
Virgil of the Gods of Mezentius. 


REMARKS. | 
Vier. 2. Or rob Rome's ancient FRY of all 
| their glories,] Rel tes to rhe well- known ſtory of 
- the geele that ſav'd the Capitol; of which * | 


En. viii. 
& Atque hic auratis volitans argenteus anſer 


« Porticibus, Gallos in limine adeſſe eanebat. | L . 5 
by out poet for his great Modeſty—modett Cibber— | 


A paſſage I have always ſuſpected. Who ſeesnot the 
antitheſis of auratis and argenteus to be unworthy the 
Virgilian majeſty ? And what abſurdity to fay a 
_ gooſe fings? canebat. Virgil gives a contrary cha- 

| racter of the voice A ny bird, in Ecl. ix. 


Read it, therefore, adeſſe ſtrepekat. And why au- 
 natis porticibus? does not the very verſe preceding | 
| this miorm us, _ 

« KRomuleoque recens horrebat regiaculms. 1 


POPE's POEMS. 


This brazen Brightneſ:, to the Squire ſo dear; 
This poliſh'd Hardneſs, that reflects the Peer: 220 
This arch Ablurd, that wit and fool delights; 

This Meſs, toſs d up of Hockley- hole and White's ; 
Where _ and Butchers join to wreathe my 


At once the the Bear and Fiddle of the Town. 
O born in fin, and forth in folly brought! 225 
Works dama's, or to be damn'd! (your father s 
fault) 
ce purify'd by flames aſcend the ſky, 
better and more chriſtian progeny} 


While all your ſmutty ſiſters walk the ſtreets. 230 
Ve ſhall not beg, like gratis-given Bland, + 

Sent with a Paſs, and vagrant through the land; 
Nor ſail with Ward, to Ape - and-monlcey climes, 


Where vile Mundungus trucks for viler rhymes : 


Not ſul phur · tipt, emblaze an Ale houſe fire; i 235 
l Oranges, r 


|  Rumanns. 3 


Read, therefore, at my peril, Cerberian forehead. 
This is perfectly claſſical, and, what is more, Ho- 
merical ; the Dog was the ancient, as the bitch is 
the modern, ſymbol of Impudence: (K wo; owpnr 


sx, ſays Achilles to Agamemnon ) wnich, when in 


a luperlative degree, may well be denominated from 


| | Cerberus, the Dog with three heads.—But as to the 


latter part of this verſe, Cibberian * that is 
[ny the genuine reading. | 
BxxrTL. 


| Ver. 223. O born in fin, &c.] This i is a tender 
and paſſionate Apoſtrophe to his own works, which 


he is going :o ſacrifice, agreeable to the nature of 


13 this thatch in one line, —_ gold in another, 


conſitent? I ſeruple not (repugnantibus omnibus | 07 the may miſerable fares to which they would 


manuſcriptie) to correct it auritis. 
: 6 ſenie, EO 


6 — $ibus cee | | | 


* Ducere quercus. 


404 to fay that wills have ears is common even to a 
proverb. SeœnIIXL. 
Ver. 212. And cackling ſave the Monarchy of | 
Tories 2] Net out of any preference or affection to 
the Tories. For what Hobbes ſo ingenuouſly con- 
fees of himſelf, is true of all Minierial writers 
| whativever: © That he defends the ſupreme powers, 
4 25 the Geeſe by their cackling defended the Ro- 
4c mans, who held the Capitol; for they fivoured 
„ them no more than the Gauls, their Enemies, 
c hut were as ready to have defended the Gauls, 
«© if they had been poſſeſſed of the Capitol.“ 
_ Epitt. Dedic. to the Leviathan. 
Ver. 215. Gazetteers] A band of Miniſterial wri- 
ters, hiced at the price mentioned in the mite on 
bock ii ver. 316. who, on the very day their pa- 
_ tron quitted his poſt, laid down their paper, and 
eclared they would never more medale with Po- 
* 
| cr. 218. Cibberian forehead] So indeed all the 
M9 ky r2ad, but I moke no ſer iple to pronuunce them 


? 


— uſes | otherwile be ſubject. | 
| Ver. 228. My better and more chriſtian pro- 


geny | © It may be obſervable, that my mule and 


& Kc“. Life of C. C. p. 217. 8vo. edit. 


ter) and to ſend them Voſt· tree to all Towns in tke 
kingdom. 


climes,] ** Eiward, a very voluminous poet in 


« Spy, in proſe. He has of late years kept a public 
| 68 — in the City (but in a genteel way) and 
E wich Eis wit, humour, and good liquor (ale) af. 
& forded his gueſts a j leaſurable entertainment, eſ- 
& peciaily thoſe of the high church party 
Jacom, Lives of Poets, vol. 1i. p. 225. 


Mrong, This Lazreate being — | 


22 and untouch'd, and yet in maiden ſhee:3; | 


mon in great affliction; and reflecting like a parent 


«© my fyouſe were cqually prbl fic; that the one 

| v was teldom the mother of a Child, but in tue 
& ſame year rhe other made me father of a Play. 

& } think we hid a dozen of each ſort between us; 

& of both which Kinds ſome died in their infancy, 


Ver. 23 1. gratis-given Bland—Sent with a Paſs,] 


It was a practice ſo to give the Daily Gazettecr ani 
miniſterial Pamphlets (in which this B. was a wri- 


Ver. 233 — Ward, to Ape and- monkey : 
& Hudibraſtic verie, but beſt known by the London 


Great 


number of his works were yearly fold into the Plan- 
| tations, ——-W ard, in a book called Apollo” s Mag- 
gut, declared this account to be a great faility, pro- 
teſting that his puyitg h was not ig the City, b: 
* ub. . 


oe ew» - —— — 


The opening clouds diſcloſe each work by turns, 


Tears guſh'd again, as from pale Priam's eyes 255 


„ (fays he) is as urjutt as to fay I could nat dance was concerned in a 
on a Rope But certain it is that he had attempted | i anſla ion of Uvid. -* *© There is 2 notorious Idiot, 


- POPE'S POEMS. 


O pat more innocent, in infant ſtate, 
To the mild Limbo of our Father Tate t 
Or peaceably fo get, at once he bleſt 
In Shad well's boſom with eternal reſt 1 
Soon to that maſs of Nonſenſe to return, 

Where things dett roy d are ſwept tp things undorn. The clubs of Quidnuncs, or ker own Guildhall : 

. With that, 2 Tear (portentous ſign of Grace) + | 2 290 
Stole ſrom the maſter of the ſe ven- fold Face: Here ſtood her Opium, here ſhe nurs d her Owls, 
And thrice he lifted high he Birth=day brand, 245 And here fe plann'd th* Imperial ſeat of Fools. 

| Ant thrice be dropt it from his quiver |. Here to her Choſen all her works ſhe ſhows; 

Then lights the ſtiucture, with averted eyes: Proſ. ſwell'd to verie, verſe loitering into proſe: 

+ The rolling ſmokes involve the ſacrifice. Eo random thoughts now meaning chance to find, 


1 275 
| Now lewe all memory of ſenſe behind: 

How Prologues into Prefaces decay, 

And theſe to Notes are f̃ritter d quite away: 
How Index - learning turns no ttudent pale, 

| Yet holds the cel of ſeier ee by the tail: | 
How, with leſs teading than makes felons 'feape, ; 
Leſs human genius than God gives an ape, bo 
Small thanks to France, and none to Rome or Greece, 
A paſt, vamp'd, future, old, reviv'd, new piece, 


She bids him wait her to her ſaereũ Dome | 
Well pleas'd he enter d, and confeſs'd his home. 
80, Spirits ending their terreſtrial race, 
240 ! Aſcend, and recogniſe their Native Place. 
This the Great Mother dearer held than ail 


* 


Now flo mes the Cid, and now Perolls burns; 250 
Great Cæſir roars, and hiffes in the og - 
King John in filence modeſtly expires : 

No merit now the dear Notjuror claims, 
Moliere's old ſtubble in a moment flames. 


When the laſt blaze ſent Il on to the ſkies. | 
| Rouz'd 1. ng light, old Dulneſs heav'd the 


Then fnatch's 3 ſheet of Thule from her bed 3 


Sudden the flies, and wheſtns, it o'er the pyre 3 | neflle £4 
Down ſunk the flames, and with a hiſs expire. 260 Can make a Cibber, Tibbald, or Ozell. 286 
Her ample preſence fills up all the place; 2 N SE 
A veal of fegs dilare her awful face: | RBAMARES., | 
. Great in Her charms! as when on Shrieves and | 3 | 2 | 
| Mayors Ver. 269. Great Mother] Magna mater, here 


She looks, and breaths heeſelf into their ar- | applied to Dulneſs 


RENARES. Ibo were conſtantly inquiring Quid nunc? What 
Ver. 238, 240. Tate—Shadwell] Two of his Ver. 286. Tibbald,] Lewis Tibbald (as pro- 
predeceſſors in the Laurel. | | nounced) or Theobald (as written) was bred an 


Ver. 250. Now flames the Cid, &c:] In the : Attorney, and fun to an Attorney (ſays Mr. Jacob) 

firſt Notes on the Dunciad it was ſaid, that this Au- of Sittenburn in Kent. He was Author of ſume fore 
chor was particularly excellent at Tragedy. This gotten Plays, Tranſlations, and other Pieces. He 
called the Cenſor, and a 


"445 


letcher, Shakeſpeare, and Cor- 


©, 


The Quidnuncs, a name given 
to the ancient members of certain political clubs, 


to dance on this Rope, and fell muſt ſhamefully, ** one hight Wackum, who, from an under-(ſpurs 


having produced no lefs than four Tragedies (the | ©* lexther to the law, is become an under-ſtrapper 


names of which the Poet preſerves in theſe few ; ** tu the Play-houſe, who hath lately burleſqued the 


the like treatment. 


| lines) 3 the three firſt af them were faithfully printed, 
ated, and damned; the 
Nonjuror—Moliere's old 


Ver. 253. the dear 


ſtubble ]. A Comedy threſhed out of Moliere's Tar- 
tuffe, and fo much the Tranſlator?:. favourite, that 
he affures us all our author's diſlike to it could only 
nariſe from diſaffection tothe Government. He affures 


us, that “ when he had the honour to kiſs his Ma- 
4 jeſty's hand upon preſenting his dedication of it, 


4 he was graciouſly pleaſed, out of his Royal boun- 


esc ty, to order him two hundred pounds for it. And 
4 this he doubts not grieved Mr. P 1 


Ver. 258. Thule] An unfiniſhed poem of th 


name, of which one ſheet was printed many y ears ago, 


by Ambroſe Philips, a Northern Author. It is an 
_ uſual method of putting out a fire, to caſt wet ſheets 
upon it. Some critics have been of opinion that this 
ſheet was of the nature of the Aſbeſtos, which cannot 
be conſumed by fire: But I rather think it an alle- 


| gorical alluſion to the coldneſs and heavineſs of the 


Ver. VI. | 


| « Metamorphoſes of Ovid by avile Tranſlation, &c, 


fourth ſuppreſſed in fear of © This feilow is concerned in an impertinent paper 
| 5 e called the Cenſor.“ 


! Hom. p- 9. 


Dexnis, Rem. on Pope's 


—_— | 
' Ibid. Ozellj«« Mr. John Ozell (if we credit Mr. 


mebody lett him ſome'hing to live on, when he 
& ſhall retire from buſineſs. He wazde”"gned to be 
« ſent to Cambridge, in order for Prieſthood ; but he 
ce choſe rather to be placed in an office of accounts, in 


ec Jacob) did go to ſchool in Leiceſterſhire, where = 
66 


« the City, being qualified for the ſume by his fill 


tc jn arithmetic, and writing the neceſſary hands. 
de He has obliged the world wich many tranflations 


ce of French tlays.” JacoB, Lives of Dram. 


P oetss P · 198. | | 
Mr. Tacob's character of Mr. Ozell ſeems 
ſhort 


= 
his merits, and tie ought th ha · further juſ- 


tice done him, having ſince fully cunfuted all Sar- 


caſms on his lexrning and genius, by an ad veruſement 

of Sept. 20, 17:9, in 2 paper called the Weekly 

Medley, c. As to my learaing, this envious 

x wreich knew, and Ik body 
1K 


+. - * * — 


4 hetter verſes in all Pope's works, than Ozell's 


4 Let him ſhew better and truer P 


120 2˙8 
The Coddefs then, o'er hls ancinted head, 


With myſtie words, the ſacred Opium thed. 
And lo! her bird (a monſter of a fowl, 
Something betwixt a Heidegger and Owl) 290 
Perch d en his crown. * All hail! and hail again, 
My Son ! the promis'd land expects thy reign. 
Nuo, Eufden thirſts no more for. ſacle or praiſe ; 
He ſleeps among the dull of ancient days; | 
Safe, where no Critics damny noduns moleſt, 295 
| Where wretched Withers, Ward, and Gildon reſt, 
And high-born Howard, more majeftic fire, 
With Fool of Quality completes the quire. 
Tbeu Cibber his Laurel ſhalt ſupport, 
Folly, my fon, has ſtill a Friend at Court. 
Lift up your Gates, ye Prioees, ſee him come! 
Sound, found ye Viols, be the Cat-call dumb! 
The creeping, dirty, courtly Ivy join. 
And thou | his Aid de camp, lead on my ſens, 3605 
_ Light arm'd with Points, Antitheſes, and Puns. 
Let Rawdrys Billinſgate, my daughters dear, | 
Support his front, and Oaths bring up the rear: 


TIMARKS. 


dl hole Bench of Biſhops, not long ago, were 
. pleaſed to give mea purſe of guineas, for difcover- 
s jng the erroneous tranſlations of the Common- 
4 prayer in Portugueſe, Spaniſh, French, Italian, 
* &c. As for my genius, let Mr. Cleland ſhew 


ec verſion of Loileau's Lutrin, which the late Lord 
06 Halifax was ſo pleaſed with, that he compli- 
e mented him with leave to dedicate it to bim, &c. 
| oetry in the Rape 
„ of the Lock, thanin Ocell's Rape of the Bucket 
6 (ja Secchia rapita). And Mr. Toland and Mr. 
% Gildon publicly declared Ozell's tranſlation of 
ec Homer to be, as it was prior, ſo likewiſe ſupe- 
4 rior to Pope surely, ſurely, every man is 
2 deſerve well of his country! Joux 
Oz rt: | | 


We cannot but ſubſcribe to ſuch reverend teftimo- | 


nies, as thoſe of the Bench of Biſhops, Mr. Toland, 
Ver. 290. a Heidegger] A ſtrange bi 
Switzerland, and not (as ſome have ſuppoſed) the 
name of an eminent who was a man of parts, 
and, as was ſaid of Petronius, Arbiter El: g=ntiarum. 
Ver. 296. Withers, ] See on ver. 146. | 
Ver. 296. Gildon] Charles Gildon, a writer of 
criticiſms and libels in the lait age, bred at St. Omer's 
with the Jeſuits; buc renouncing popery, he pub- 
liſhed Blount's books againit the Divinity of Chriſt, 
che Oracles of Reaſon, &c. He ſignalized himſelt 
as a critic, having written ſome very bad Plays; 
_ abuſed Mr, P. very ſcandalouſly in an anonymous 
pamphlet of the Life of Mr. Wycherley, printed by 
Curll ; in another, called the New Rehearſal, printed 
in 1744; in a third, entitled the Complete Art ot 
Engliſh Poetry, in two volumes; and others. 


© Ver. 297. Howard] Hon. Edward Howard, au- | 
thor of the Britiſh Princes, and a great number off 
wonderful pieces, celebrated by the late Earls of 


Derſer ans Rochettery Duke of Buckinghamy Mr. 


_ | But pious 


POEMS. 


] And unter bie, and under Archer's wings 

Garning and Gruþ-ftreet ſkull behind the King. 3 10 
+ O! When thall riſe a Monarch all our own, 
And I, N „ toe the throne; 
Twirt Prince and People cloſe the Curtain draw, 
Shade him frong Light, and cover him from Law : 

| Fatten the Courtier, ſtarve the learned band, 315 
And ſuekle Armies, and dry-nurſe the land: 

Till Senates nod to Lullabies divine, 

And all be ſleep, as at an Ode of thine. 


| God ſave king Cibber | mounts in every note. 320 
Eamihar White's, Ged fave ling Colley! cries; 

| God fave king Colley! Irory-lane pls: 

| To Needham's quick the voice triumphant rode, 
| Needham dropt the name of God; 55 

Baelæ to the Devil the laſt echoes roll, 

Ind Coll | each Butcher roars at Hockley- hole. 


, 

1 | 

| REMARES © | 

| Ver. 309» 310, under Archer's wing, Gaming 5 
e. ] When the Statute of Gaming was drawn up, 


tom, plays at Hazard once a year; and therefore 2 
clauſe was inſerted, with an exemption as to that 
. Under this pretence, the Groom porter 

a Room appropriated to Gaming all the fum- 
mer the Court was at Kenſington, which his Ma- 
jeſty accidentally being 2 


Gameſters in town. | 


« this? 


1 e * o'erflow.” 


being alſo employed in the performar.ce of the Birth 
day, and New-year Odes. 


| great fame, and very relig ous in her way 3 whoſe 
conſtant prayer it was, that ſhe might c get enough 
«© by her profeſſion to leave it off in time, and make 
« her peace with God.” But her fate was not fo 


ſhe was (to the laſting ſhame of all her great Friends 
an end toher days. 


in Fleet-frect, where theſe Odes are uſually re- 
hearſed before they are 
which a Wit of thoſe times made this Epigram: 


% When Laureates make Odes, do you alk of 
6& what fort? 


e Doyou aſk if they're good, or are evil? 


| ©& You may judye—Erom the Devil they come 
« to the Court, 5 


Waller, ct. 


I And go from the Court to the Den. 


She ceas'd. Then ſwells the Chapel-royal throat : 


it was repreſented, that the King, by ancient cuf- 


inted with, with a juſt 
indignation, prohibited. It is reported the ſame 
practice is yet continued wherever the Court refides, 
and the Hazard Table there open to all the profeſt 


| « Greateſt and juten sv zazien = know on you 


3 | 1 „ 
Ver. 319. Chapel-royal] The Voices and In- 
. fed in the l Chapel - royal 


Ver. 334. But pious Needham] a Natron of 


happy ; for being convicted, and ſet in the pillory, 
and Votaries) ſo ill uſed by the populace, that it put 

Ver- 325- Back to the Devil] The Devil Tavern 
at Court, Upon 


- —_— ‚— — 


4 * . o 
- 5 5 3 - „ 


ſeletts the only good paſſage, perhaps, i in all that 


POPE's POEMS. 


So when ſove's block deſcended frem on high 
(As fings thy great forefather Ogilby) 
Loud Thunder to its bottom ſhook the bog, 
And the hoarſe nation creak*d, God fave king Log | 


REMARES. 


Yer. 32 
Ogilby's ÆEſop's Fables, where, in the ftory of the 


Frogs and their King, this excellent hemiſtich is 
tobe found. 


Our author manifeſts here, and elſewhere, apro- | 


digious tenderneſs for the bad writers. We fee he 


Ogilby writ! which ſhews how candid and patient a 


reader he muſt have been. What can be more kind 
| and affeRtivoate than the words in the preface to his 
Poems, where he ladoursto call up all our humanity, 


and forgiveneſs toward thefe unlucty men, 
moſt moderate repreſentation of theis caſe, that has 


ever been given by any author ? | 
Bat how much all indulgence is loſt upon theſe 


people may appear from the juſt reflection made on | 
their conſtant . in * fol- 


towing Epigram: 


ce Ye little Wits, that gleamvd 3 
«© When Pope uch J aray, 

% Alas! depriv'd of his kind ſmile, 
% How ſoon ye fade away! 
„% To compaſs Phebus* car about, 

„ Thus empty vapours riſe, 

Each lends his cloud to put him out, 
c That —— ory TY 
+6 Alas! thoſe are not your ſphere 
« There he de ever burn | A | 
„ Weep, weep» ul for Earth you were, 

« And muſt 9 Earth return,” 


— — 
THE 
D VU N c 3 A D: 


| Book THE SECOND. 


ARGUMENT. | iy 


THE King hs n che ſolemairy in 
ici, publ'c Games end jforts of various kird:; not 


inſtituted by the Hero, at by n in gil, but. 
For greater Porch by the G:dueſs in perſen (in like ' himſelf expreſſed it) the mechanic part of prieſthood. 


manner as the games Pythia, mia, &. ere an- 

tientiy ſaid to be ordained by the Cali, and as Thetis 

5 — 4 appcar ng, acccrding to Hemer , Odyff. x xru. 

Fropjcd theprizes in honeur of her ſon Achilles ), 

 Hirher flock the Poets and Critics, attended, as is but 

Juft, with their Patrom and Booljellers. The God- 

| %h is firſt pleaſed, for her dj to propeſe games 
to the Bu 

Poet, which 


ſcribed, with their divers aceidents. Next, the Game, 


| 


8—Ogilby)-—God fave king Log l] See 


| Hoarſe thunder to its bottom eek he tan 


_ | He has, with great judgment, 


[ 
| 


| 
extraordinary inſcription, * The Primitive Eucha- 


— — 
. 
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diving: Tie fo ft helds forth 
es —— 2 
N ant: and fuſtian Poets, the third c 0 
— dirty „ ters. Lai 22 pra ting 
the et (with great — an Ex- 
orciſe, not een in hears 
ing the works of two 4w0/uminous Authors, one in 
vcrſe, and the other in proſe, del.brately read without 
feeping : The warious fecit of which, with the je - 
Vc: ai and manners of the operation, are here 
Aj" fill the whole aumber, net of Critics andy 

* ſpeBiaters, eters, and all preſents A A 
44 e A and —ê— 
gamer. 


— — 


H ona ſeat that far out-ſhone | 
Healey's gilt tub, or Fleckno's Iriſh throne, 


| | and, fecondly, that he muſt have uſed that very one» 
1 which we conjecture, in its ſtead. © 


We cannot, therefore, 


laſh verſes of the preceding hook, which in all te 
former editions Rood thus: 


And the loud nation croak d, God fave King Log. 


theſe two. 
| epithets; putting hoarſe to the nation, and loud to the 
thunder ; And this being evidently the true reading, 
he vouchſafed not ſo much as to mention the former ; 
for which affertion of the juſt rightof a Critic he me- 
rits the acknowledgment — all ſound Commentators. 
Ver. 2. Henley's gilt tub, ] The pulpit of a Diſ- 
ſenter is uſually called a tub; but that of Mr. 
Orator Henley wes covered with velvet, and adorned 
with gold. He had allo a fair altar, and over it this 


rift.” Sec the Hiftory of this perſon, book iii. 


bears 


ellers erteth up the P iantam of a 
i 27. 1 The races de- 


Ver. 2. or Fleckno's Irith Throne,] Richard | 
Fleckno was an Iriſh Prieſt, but had laid afide (aa 


He priuted ſome plays, poems, letters, and travels. 
1 doubt not, our author took occafwn to mention him 
in reſpect to the Poem of Mr. Dryden, to whom this 
emblance, though of a character more 
different from it than that of the ZEncid from the 
Iliad, or the Lutrin of Boileau from the Defeat de 
Bouts rimees of Saruzin. 
It may be juſt worth mentioning, that the Eminence 
from which the ancient Sophiſts entertained their au- 
ditors, was called by the pompous name of a thronce 


Fer @ Poeteſi. * * tt Exerciſes for the Poets, | Themiſtius, Orat. I. 


Fg 
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Or that where on her Cutlls the Public- pours, 

All bounteous, fragrant Grains and Golden ſhowers, 
Great Cibber ſate: The proud Parnaſſian ſneer, 
The coaſcious ſimper, and the jealous leer, 

Mix on hs look: All eyes direct their rays 

On him, and crouds turn Coxcombs as they gaze. 
His Peers ſhine round him with reflected grace 


$a from the Sun's broad beam, in ſhallow urns, 


Heaven's twink ling ſparks draw light, and paint | 


their horns. 
Not with more glee, by hands Pontific crown'd, 
With ſcarlet hats wide-waving circled round, 


Rome in her Cpitol faw Querno fit, 15 


| Throa'd on ſeven blk, the Antichriſt of Wit. * 


4 REMARKS. | 
Ver. 3. or that where on her Curlls the Public | 
pours, ] Edmund Curll ſtond in the pillory at Charing- 
__ croſs, in March 1727-8. © This (faith Edmund 
4. Curl!) is 2 falſe Aﬀertion—l had indeed the cor- 
ec poral puniſhment, of what the Gentlemen of the 
46 long Robe are pleaſed jocoſejv to call mounting the 
* Roſtrum for one hour: but that ſcene of action 
<< was not in the month of March, but in February. 
| TCurlliaa, 12 mo, p. 19-] And of the Hiftory of his 
being toſt in a Blanket, he ſaith, © Here Scriblerus 
44 thou leeſeſt in what thuu aſſerteſt concerning the 

4c blanket: it was not a blanket, but a rug,” 
44 p. 25. Much in the ſame manner Mr. Cisber 
temonſtrated, that his Brothers, at Bedlam, men- 
tioned Book i. were not Brazen, but Blacks; yet 


way altered the relationſhip. 
We ſhould think (gentle Reader) that we but Dy 


performed our part, if we corrected not as well ous. 
own errors now, 2s formerly thoſe of the Printer. 


Since what moved us to this Work, was ſolely the- 
Love of Truth, not in the lraſt any Vain-glory, or 


| Defire to contend with Great Authors. And further, 


our Miſtakes, we conceive, will the rather be pardon- 


— as ſcarce poſſible to be avoided in writing of ſuch | 
Perſons and Works as do ever ſhun the Light. How - 
| ever, that we may not any way ſoften or extenuate the 
Jame, we give them thee in the very Words of our 


Antagoniſts: not defending, but retrafting them 


from our heart, and craving excuſe of the Parties 


offended: For ſurely in this work, it hath been above 


all things our deſire to provoke no Man. Scan. 
; — Ver. 15. Rome in her Capitol ſaw Querno lit, | 
Camillo Querno was of Apulia, who hearing the 
great Encouragement which Leo X. gave to Poets, 


| travelled to Rome with a harp in his 1 and ſung 


_ to it twenty thouſand verſes of a poem called Alexias. 
He was introduced as a Buffoon to Leo, and promoted 
to te honour of the Laurel; a jeſt which the Court 
of Rome and the Pope himſelf entered into fo far, as 
tocauſe him to ride on an elephant to the Capitol, 


and to hold a ſolemn feſtival on his coronation ; at 


_ which it is recorded the Pope himſelf was fo tranſ- 
ported as to weep for joy®. He was ever after a 
WW Pope's table, drank abun- 


® See Life of C. c. chap. yi. y. 149. 


| And now the Queen, to glad hor ſons, penis 
Zy heraid Hawkers, high heroic Games. 

They ſummon all her Race: An endleſs band 
Pours forth, and leaves unpeopled half the land. 20 


| A motley mixture | in long wigs, in bags, 


| In filks, in crapes, in Garters, ard in rags, 
From drawing-rooms, from colleges, from garrets, 
On horſe, un foct, - in hacks, and gilued charivts : 


And all who knew thoſe Dunces to reward. 

Amid that are1 wide they took their Sad, 
Where the tall May-pole once o'erlook'd — 
But now (fo Ax & 2 and Piety ordain) 

A Church cul lects the ſaints of Drury-lare. 

Wich Authors, Stationers obey'd the call 
| (The field of glory i is a field for all). 

Glory and gain, th' induſtrious tribe provoke Is 


And gentle Dulneſs ever loves a Joke. 


A Poet's form the plac'd before their eyes, 35 
And bade the nimbleſt racer win the prize 
No meagre, muſe-rid mope, aduſt and thin, 

In a dun night-gown of his own looſe ſkin 3 

But ſuch a Bulk as no twelve bards could raiſe, 
Twelve ſtarveliag bards of theſe degenerate days. 40 
All as a partridge plump, full-fed and fair, 

She form'd this image of well-body d air ; 

With pert flat eyes the window'd well its head 3 

A brain of feathers, and a heart of lead; 


But ſenſcleſs, lifeleſs ! idol void and vain 1 
Never was daſh'd out at one lucky hit, 

A Fool, ſo juſt a copy of a Wit; ID 

So like, that critics ſaid, and courtiers ſwore, 


| | AEMARRS, 
dantly and — forth verſes without number. Pann 


idea of his poetry is given by 
Proluſions. 


Ver. 34. And gentle Dulneſs ever loves a joke. ] 
of Dulneſs. 
| hit.] Our author here ſeems willing to give ſome 


| (which could be done no other way than by chance), 
The fiction is the more reconciled to probability by 


| expreſs the foam of Alexander's horſe, daſhed his 


it by that fortunate ſtroke. 
Ver. 50. and call'd the Phantom More. 


Moore Smith, Eſq. and it is probable (conſidering 


might fancy our author obliged to reprefent this gen- 


next neighbour had ſtolen his handkerchief : © Sir,“ 
(ſaid the thief, finding himſelf detected) do not 
% expoſe me, I did it for mere want ; be ſo good 


| ( « butto take it 1 out of * yorker agaay 


— 


all who true Dunces in her cauſe appear d, 26 


And empty words ſhe gave,. and founding rain, 4 . 


14 Wit it was, and call'd the phantom More. 50 
our author let it paſs unaltered, as a trifle that of ps Ll 


Luvs Jovivs, Elog. Vir. doct og Ixxxiii. E 
aum. Strada, in | 


is ſpecies of mirth called a joke, arifing from a | 
Mal-entendu, may be well ſuppoſed to be the delight | 
Ver. 47. Never was daſh'd out, at one lucky 
| X of the poſſibility of Dulneſs making a Wit 


the known fttory of Apelles, who being ata loſs ro 
pencil in deſpair at the picture, and happened to do 


in his Key to the Dunciad, affirmed this to de James- 
what is ſaid of him in the Teſtimonies) that ſome 
tleman as a plagiary, or 20 paſs for ane himſelf. His 


caſe indeed was like that of a man I have heard of, 
| who, as he was fitting in-company, perceived his 


He we 0 WR WESC eager n 


— — 


* eee „ Ws 


— 
I „ 


e Moore always ſmiles whenever he recites; 
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All gaze with ardour : Some a Poet's name, 


But lofty Lintot in the circle roſe 2 
Others a ſword-knot and lac'd ſuit inflame. 


4 This prize is mine; who tempt it are my foes 3 

cc With me. began this gemus, and ſhill end.” 

He ſpoke : and who with Lintot all conte? 
Fear held them mute. Alone, untaught to fear, 


KENMARES. , 


« and ſiy nothing.” The honeſt man did ſo, but Stood dauitleſs Curl; . Behold that rival here! 


the other cried vit, ©* See, gentlemea, wha: a thief „ The race oy vigour. not by vaunts, is on; 

te we have among us! look, he is ſtealing my hand- ** So take the hindmoſt, Hell,“ (he fad) and 

« Kerchief!“ | | run. . 6a 
Some time before, he had borrowed of Dr. Ar- | | 

buthaot a paper called an Hittorica-phy ſic il account | 

of the South Sea; and of Mr. Pope the memoirs of 3 

a Pariſh Clerk, which for two years he kept, and laſtly, fince the lexrned Scriblerus has fo well proved 

read to the Rev. Dr. Young; F. Billers, E.; and the contr ry. | 

many others, as his own. Being applied to for them, 

he pretended they were loſt ; but there happening to he ce, tht this is wa 


| REMARESC. 


name of are pe ton bud 


be another copy of the letter, it came out in Swift s fititivus. More fro h gs, "ft ulrus.gaſpus, tultitia, 


and Pope's M. ſcellanies. Upon this, it ſeems, he to repreſent the fully ut + plagiary. n. Eraimus, 
was ſo far miſtalcen as to conteſs his proceedings by | «© Adimonuit me Mori cogaumen t:b , q od tim ad 


an endeavour to hide it: unguardedly prining (in © Mr vucabulum accedit qu im es ipie are alie- 


the Daily Journal of April 3, 1728.) „ That the © nus Dedication of Mor Encomium to Sir 
«© contempt which he and others had fur thoſe pieces, Tho. More; the farewell of wtuch may be our au- 
(which only himſelf had ſhewng, and handed bout thor's to his plagiary, Vale, More et moriam 
as his ' own) © occaſioned then. being loſt, and for tuam gnaviter deienie. Adieu | More! and be ſure 
that cauſe anly not returned.” A fit, of which as ftrongly to defend thy own folly. a SCRIB. 
none but he could be conſcious, none but he could be Ver 53. hut lofty Lintot] We enter here upon 
the publither of ic. The plagiariſms of this perſuu the epiſode of the Bookſellers; Pecſons whoſe names 
gave occaſian to the following Epigram : being more known and famous in the learned world 

| ; | thin thoſe of the authors in,this poem, do therefore 


«© He ſmiles (you think) approving what he writes, here imit itrs that of Dares in Virgil, rifing juſt in 
« And yet in this no vanity is thown ; | l 


L ' ened, 


Ver- 50. the phantom More.] It were fam 8 


need leſs explauat'on. The action of Mr. Lintoct 


| _  , thig manner to lay hold oa a Bull. This eininenet 
« A modeſt man may like what's not his on.“ Bookieller printed the Rival Modes before - menti- 


This young Gentleman's whole mis fortune was too 


inordinate a paſſion to be thought a Wit. Here is 2 
very ſtrong inſtance atteſted by Mr. Savage, fon of 
the late Earl Rivers; who having ſhewn tome ver - 
ſis of his in mmuſcript to M. Moore, wherein Mr. 


Pope was called firſt of the tubeful train, Mr. Moore 


the next morning ſent to Mr. Savage to detire him to 


give chuſe vel ſes another turn, to wit, That Pope 


„ might now be the firit, becauſe Moore had leit 
«© him unrivalled, in turning his &yle to Comedy. 
This was during the rehearlal of the Rival Moves, 


his firſt and only work; the tuwn condemned it in 


the action, but he printed it in 1726-7, with this 
——_—_——_ Ü 


Hie caeſtus, artemque repono.”" 


f The ſmaller pieces which we have heard attributed to 
tdis author are an Epigram on the Bridge at Blen- 


beim, by Dr. Evans: Coſmelia, by Mr. Pit, Mr. 


Jones, &c. The Muck-Marriage of a mad Bivine, 
with a Cl. for a Parſon, by Ur. W. The Saw-Pit, 
a Simile, by a Friend. C:rtain Phyfical works on 
Sir james Baker; and ſume unowned Letters, Ad- 
vertiſements, and Epigrams againſt our author in the 


Daly Journal. 


is the beſt praiſe of them, we ſhall n ſay of this 
eminent man, that he carried the trace man lengths 
beyond what it ever before had arrived at; and that 


he was the envy and admir on ot all his profeſſi on. 
- He poſſeſſed himſelf of a com m ind over all authora 


whatever ; he czuſed them to wri e ha he pleaſed ; 


they could not call their very N mes their own. He 


was net only famous among theſe 3 he was tiken no- 


tice of by the State, the Church, and the Law, 
and reecived particular marks of dittinctiun from each, 


It wil! be owned that he is here introduced with 


all poſſible dignity: He ſperks 'ike the intrepid 

| Diomeae 5 ie runs like the twitt-footed Acailles ; 

if he falls, 'tis like the beloved Nitus;z and (what 
Homer makes to oe the chief of all praiſes) he is 
frwou:ed of the Gods; he ſiy> but three words, and 
his prayer is heard a Goddeſs cunveys it to the 
ſeat of Jupiter: Thongh he loſes the prize, he 
guns the victory; the great Mother hertelt com- 


forts him, ſhe infpires him Wich expedients, ſhe 


- honours him with an immortal preſent (ſuch as 
Achilles rece ves from Thetis, and Z/Eneas from 


| | Venus), at once intlrugtive and prophetical: After 
Notwithſtanding what is here collected of the Per- 


ſon imagined by Curll to be meant in this place, we 
cannot be of that opinion; fince our Fot hid cer- | 
tainly no need of vindicating bali 3 dezen veries to + weighty anim-dacrfions on the public affairs, and 


this he ia unrivalled, and triumphant, 


The tribute on an hor here pays him is a grateful ' 
retura fur feveral unmeriie! ob!tzations: Many 


himſelf, which every reader had done it him; fince | may excellent and diverting pieces on privite per- 


the name itiel? is not ſpelles Mete, buy More; and | lors, has he given to his tame. It ever he wwed 


1 


Ver. 58. Stood dauntleſs Curll 51 We come 
now to a character of much reſpect, that of Mr. 
Edmund Curll. As a plain repetition of great actions 
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Swift as a Bard the Bailiff leaves behind, 
left huge Lintot, and out · ſtript the wind. 


He 
foe 228 a dab-chick waddles through the copſe 


feet and wings, and flies and wades, and hops; 


| So labouring on, with ſhoulders, hands, ad head, 65 


70 
(Such was her wont, at early dawn to drop 
Mer evening cates before his neighbour's ſhop) 
Here fortun'd Curll to ſlide; loud ſhout the band, 
And as As rings through all the 
Obſcene with filth the Miſcreant lies bewray'd, 75 


| Fall'n in the plaſh his wickednets had laid: 


Then firtt (if Poets aught of truth declare) 


The caitiff Vaticide concciv'd a prayer. 


Hear, jove! whoſe name my bards and I adore, 


As much at leaſt as any God's, or more; 20 


And him and his if more devotion warms, 
Down with the Bible, up with the Pope's Arms. 
| A place there is, betwixt earth, air, and ſeas, 5 
Where, from Ambroſia, Jove retires for eaſe. 
There in his ſeat two fpacious vents appear, 85 
On this he fits, to that he leans his ear, 


And hears the various yows of fond mankind ; 


Wu 


| thouſands He was every day extending his fame, | 


1 


Some beg an eaſtern, ſome a weſtern wind; 
All vain petitions, mounting to the ſky, 


| With reams abundant this abode ſupplyz — go 


| EEMARKS. 9 8 
des verſes to any other, he owed Mr. Carll fome 


and enlarging his Writings : Witneſs innumerable 
inftances ; but it ſhall ſuffice only to mention the 


Court Poems, which he meant to publiſh as the 


work of the true writer, a Lady of quality ; but be- 
ing firſt threatened, and afterwards puniſhed for it b 
Mr. Pope, he generouſly tran: ferred it from her to 
bim, and ever ſince printed it in his name. The fn- 
gle time that ever he ſpoke to C. was en that affair, 


 fince received from him: So true is the ſaying of Dr. 
Sydenham, that any one ſhall be, at ſome time or 


| << other, the better or the worſe, for having but 


tc ſeen or ſpoken to a good or bad man. 


— Ver. 70. Cyrll's Corinna] This name, it ſeems, 


Mr. Cromwell, and ſold them without the conſent 


was taken by one Mrs, Thomas, who procured ſome 


FORMS 


Amus'd he reads, and then returns the bills 

Len d with that Ichor which from Gods diſtils. 

In office here fait Cloacina ſtands, 

And miniſters to Jove with pureſt hands. 

Forth from the heap ſh: pick'd her Votary's 


| rayer, 

And plac'd it next hi u, a diſtinction rare! 
Ort had the Goddeſs heard her fervant's call, 
From her black grottos near the Vemple-wall, 
Liſtening delighted to the jeſt unclean | | 
M link-boys vile, and watermen obſcene; 00 
Where 5 he fiſh'd her nether realms for Wit, 

She oft had favuur'd him, and favours yet. 
Renew d by ordure's ſympathetic force, 

As oil'd with magic juices for the courſe, 


imbibes new life, and ſcuurs and inks along; 
Ke paſſes Lintot, vipdicates the race, | 
Nax heeds the brown diſhonours of his face. 
Aud now the Victor ſtretch d his eager hand 


A ſhapeleſs ſhade, it melted from his ſight, 
Like torms in clouds, or vitions of the night. 
t o ſeize his papers, Curll, was next thy care; 

is papers, light, fly diverſe, toft in air; 
Songs, Sonnets, Epigrams, the winds uplift, 115 
Th' embroider'd ſuit at leaft he deem'd his prey, 
That ſuit an unpay d taylor ſnatch'd away. | 
No rag, no ſcrap, of all the beau, or wit, 
That once ſo flutter'd, and that once ſo writ. 120 


| Dulneſs, good Queen, repeats the jeſt again. 
| She deck d like Congreve, Addiſon, and Prior; 


** 


REMARKS) 

preface to Swift*s and Pope's Miſc*I/anies. 

had awned, See note on ver. $50. 

will be acquitted by a jury of Taylors. To me this 
inſtance ſeems unluckily choſen; if it be a ſatire 


on any body, it muſt be on a bad paymaſter, fiace 
the perſon to whom they have here applied it, was 


private lefters of Mr. Pope, while almoſt a boy, to Llous of ſo great a prerogative as non-payment ;z which 


of either of thoſe Gentlemen to Curll, who printed 
them in 12me, 1727. He diſcovered her to be the 
_ publiſker, in his Key, p. 11. We only take this 


 epportunity of mentioning the manner in which thoſe 
letters got abroad, which the author was aſhamed of | Theſe authors being ſuch whoſe names will reac 


7 as very trivial things, full not only of lævities, but of | poſterity, we ſhall not give any accounrt of them, but 0 


wrong judgments of men and books, and only excuſ- 
able from the youth and inexperience of the writer. 
Ver. 82. Down with the Bible, up with the 
Pope's Arms.] The Bible, Curll's fgn; the Croſs- 
| keys, Lintot's. 


Mr. Dennis ſo far afferts, as boldly to proneynce, 


— 


proceed to thoſe of whom it is neceſſary.—Beſaleel 


of Homer, with many other things printed in news- 
papers “ Bond writ a fatire againſt Mr. . 


| Capt. Breval was author of The Conſederatess 


Vigorous he riſes; from the effla via ſtrong, 106 


Where the tall Naching ſtood, or ſeemꝰd ro ſtand; 110 


And whiik them. back to Evans, Young, and Swift. 


Heaven 1ings with laughter: Of the laughter vain, 
Three wicked imps, of her own Grub-ſtreet chor, 


Ver. 101. Where, as be fiſh'd, &c.] See the 


Ver. 116. Evans, Young, and Swift. ] Some of 
y | thoſe perſons, whoſe writings, epigrams, or jeſts he 


Ver. 118. an unpay'd Taylor] This line bas 
been loudly complained of in Miſt, June 8, Dedic. 
and to that happy incident he owed all the favour] to Sawney, and ethers, as a moſt inbuman ſatize on 
the poverty of Poets : But it is thought our author 


2 man of fortune. Not but Poets may well be jea- | 


that «© if Homer himſelf was not in debt, it was 
« becauſe nobody would truſt him.“ Pref to Rem. 
on the Rape of the Lock, p. 15. = 
| Ver. 124. like Congreve, Addiſon, and Prior; 


Morris was author of ſume ſatires on the tranſlators 


hath 4 


——— 


— , , 


Cuull before feveral pam 
paſs with many for Mr. Gay's— The ambiguity of | 
Joſeph, which likewiſe fignifies a looſe | 


OEMS. 


Meers, Warner, Wilkins, run: deluſive thought! So ſhall each hoſtile nune become out own, 

: 1251, And we too boat our Garth and Addiſon. 140 
Breval, Bond, Beſaleel, the varlets caught. Wich that the gave him (piteous of his cafe, 
Curll ttretches after Gay, but Gay is gone, Yet ſmiling at his rueful length of face) 


He graſps an empty Joſeph for a John : 
So Proteus, hunted in a nobler ſhape, 


| Became, when ſeiz'd, a puppy- or an ape. 


To him the Goddeſs : Son | thy grieflay down 
And turnt his whole illufion on the town : 


As the ſage d1me, experienc'd in her trade, 


By names ef Toaſts retails each batter'd jade; 134 


tw hence hapleſs Monſieur much complains at Paris 
Of wrongs from Ducheſſes and Lady M-ries ;) 
De thine, my Stationer } this magic gift; 


Cook ſhall be Prior; and Concanen, Swift: 
9 | REMARKS 
« an . - 1 | ti 


ce to expoſe Mr. 


P. Mr. Gay, Dr. Ard. and forne ladies of qua- 
% lity,“ ſays Cunt Li, Key, p. 11. 


Ver. 125. Mears, Warner, Walkins] Bookſcl- 


lers, and Printers of much anonymous ſtuff. 


Ver. 126. Breval, Bond, Beſaleel,] J foreſee 


| it will be objected from this line, that we were in 


an error in our aſſertion on ver. 50. of this book, 
that More was a ſictitious name, ſince thoſe perſons 
are equally repreſented by the poet as phantoms. So 
at firſt fight it may be ſeen; but be not deceived, 
reader; theſe alſo are not real perſons. *Tis true 


| Curll declares Breval, a Captain, author of a piece 


called the Confederates ; but the ſame Curll firſt 


aid it was written by Joſeph Gay: Is his ſecond 
_ affertion to be credited any more than his firſt? He 


likewiſe affirms Bond to be one who writ a ſatire on 


our poets But where is fuch a ſatire to be found ? 
Where was ſuch a writer ever head of? As for 


AMA. 


V.. 140. And we too boaſt our Garth an 
Addiſon.] Nothing is more remarkable than our 


author's of praifing good writers. He has in 
this very poem celebrated Mr. Locke, Sir Ifaxc 
Newton, Dr. Barrow, Dr. Atterbury, Mr. Dry- 


8 den, Mr. Congreve, Dr. Garth, Mr. Addiſon; 


in a word, almoſt every man of his time that de- 
ſerved it; even Cibber himſelf (preſuming him to 
be the author of the Careleſs Huſbind). it was ve- 
ry difficult to have th pleaſure in a poem on this 
: ſubje, yet he has fou id means to inſert cheir pane- 
gyric, and has made even Dulneſs out of kr (wn 
mouth pronounce it. It muſt have been particularly 
' agreeable to him to celebrate Dr. Garth; both as hia 
conſtant fiiend, and as he was his predeceſſor in this; 
| kind of ſatire. The Diſperſary attacked the whete 
þody of Apatheraries, 'a much more uſeful ane un- 
tedly than that of the bad Poets; if in truth 


this can be a body, of which no two members ever 
agreed. It alſo did, what Mr Theobald ſays is un- 


pardonable, draw in parts of private character, and 


introduced perſons independent of his ſubject. Much 


more would Boileau have incurred his cenſure, who 
left all ſubjects whatever, on all oceaſions, to fall 
upon the bad poets (which, it is to be feared, would 
have been more immediately hisconcern.) But cer- 
tainly next to commending good writers, the greateſt 
ſervice to learning is to expoſe the bad, who can on- 
ly that way be made of any uſe to it. This truth 
is very well ſet forth in theſe lines addreſſed to our 


Beſalesl, it carries forgery in the very name; noris | author, 


it, as the others are, a ſurname. Thou may'*it de- 


pend upon it, no ſuch authors ever lived; all phan- | 
toms 


Y | Scart. 
Ver. 128. | 
which made them 


the word 


upper-coat, gives much antry to the idea. 


Ver. 132. And turn this whole illufion on the | 
town:] It was a common practice of this bookſcller 

do publiſh vile pieces of obſcure hands under the 
names of eminent Authors. 


Ver. 138. Coole (hall be Prior,} The man here 


Gay, a ſictitious name put by | | 


46 The craven Rook, and pert Jackdaw, ä 
(Though neither birds of moral kind) 
« Yet ſerve, if hang'd, or ſtuff'd with ſtraw, 
„ To ſhow us which way blows the wind. 
& Thus dirty knaves, or chattering fools, 
66. Strung up by dozens in thy lay, | 
1 Teach more by haif than Dennis rules, 
And point inftruftion every way. 
„ With JEgypt's art thy pen may ſtrivet 
One potent drop letthis but ſhed, 
4% And every Rogue that tunk alive, 


— 


ſpecified writ a thing called The Battle of the Poets, | | 
in which Philips and Welſted were the Heroes, and | | Ps 
_ Swift and Pope utterly routed, He alſo publiſhed | Ver. 142. rueful length of face} © The decre- 
ſome malevolent things in the Britiſh, London, and 
Daily Journils; and at the ſame time wrote letters 


to Mc. Pope, proteſting his Innocence. His chief 
work was atranſlation of Hefiod, to which Theo- 
bald writ notes and half notes, which he carefully 
owned. | | 


* Becomes a precious Mummy dead.” 


«© pid perſon or figure of a man are no reflections 
« upon his Genius: An hon*ſt mind will lore 
« and eſteem a man of worth, though he be deformed. 
«© or poor. Yet the author of the Dunciad hath 
«© libelled 2 perſon for his rueful length of face!” 


| MiRt's Journal, June 8. This Genius and man of 


Ver. 138. and Concanen, Swift :] In the Grit ' worth, whom an hone't mind ſhould love, i; Mrs 


edition of this poem there were only aſteriſks in this 


Curll. True it is, he £5:d on the piilory, an inci- 


place, but the names were fince inferted, merely to 1 dent which will lengthen the face of any man, thuugh 


fill ive caſe to the car of the | it were ever ſo comely, therefore is no reflectian — 
3 _ e * date ral beat of Mir. Curil, But 22 to reg 


oy 


wy ou 9 


443 POPE*'s 


A ſhaggy Tapeſtry, worthy to be ſpread, 

On Codrus old, or Dunton's modern bed; 
Inſtructive work ! whoſe wry-mouth'd — 
Diſplay'd the fates her confeflors endure. 


REMARKS. 
fleftions on any man's face or figure, Mr. Dennis 
faith excellently ; 3 Natural deformity comes not 
by our fault; it is often occ ſioned by calamities 
* and diſeaſes, which a man can no more help 


4. than a monſter can help his deformity. There 


“is no one misfortnne, and no one diſeaſe, but, 


4 what all the reſt of mankind are ſubject 0 — 
e But the deformity of this Author is viſible, pre- 
44 ſent, laſting unalterable, and peculiar to him- 
„& felf, It is the mark of God and Nature upon | 
0 him, to give us warning that we ſhould hold | 
44 no ſociety with him, as a creature not of our 
44 Original, nor of our ſpecies : and they w 
4 refuſed to take this warning which God 
44 ture has given them, and h.ve, in 
4c by a ſenſeleſs preſumption, ventured to be fa-| 
d miliar with him, have ſeverely ſuffered, &c. 
44 It is certain his original | is not from Adam, but 
44 from the Devil, &c.” 
Mr. P. octavo, 1716. 


4 
ſpite of it, 


DEzNN1s, character of 


Admirably it is obſerved by Mr. Dennis againſt 


Mr. Law, p. 33. That the language of Billingſ. 
<< gate can never be the language of charity, nor 


4 (onſequently of Chriſtianity.” I ſhould elſe be 


tempted tu uſe the language of a Critic; for what is 


more provoking to a commentater than to beholJ his | 
author thus pourtrayed ?. Yet I con'ider ĩt really hurts 
not him! whereas to call ſome others dull, might 


do them prejudice with 2 world too apt to believe it: 


Therefore, — Mr D. miy call another a little 
aſs or 2 


toad, far be it from us to call him a 
toothleſs lion or an old ſerpent, Indeed, hd! 


Vritten theſe notes (as was once my intent) in the 
learned language, I might have given him the ap- 


| pellation: of balatro, calceatum caput, ſcu ra in 


triviis, being phraſes in good eſteem and frequent 


oy emizently ſhews his humanity But-i 
_ wiſe, with the gentlemen of the 
ſcurrilities were always perſonal, and of chat nacure 


| yet never to be lamented, fince Oy 
following amiable Verſes: 2 


uſage among the beſt learred: But in our muther- 
tongue, were I to tox any gentleman of the Dun- 

ciad, ſurely it ſnould bs in words not to the vulgar | 

intelligible z whereby chriſtian charity, decency, 
| and good accord among authors might be preſerved. 


SCRIBEL, 
The good Scriblerus here, as on all occaſions, 
was far other- 
neiad, whoſe 


which provoked every honeſt man but Mr. Pope; 
occaſioned 


„ While Malice, Pope, denies thy page 
& Its own erleſtial fire; 
While Critics, and while Bards in rages 
6 Admiring, won't edmire: 


40 — the we A; 
% And envious tongues decry ; 

& Theſe times theugh many a Friend bewail, 
« T * times bewail not I, 


have 


— 


POEMS. 


Earleſs on high, ſtood unabaiſh'd De Foe, . 
And Tu' chin flagrant from the ſcourge below. 
There Ridpath, Roper, cudgel'd might ye view, 
The very worſted ſtil! look*d black. ana blue. 150 
| Himſelf among the ſtory d chiefs he ſpies, 

355 from tne blanket, high in air he flies, | 
And oh! (he ery*'d) what ftreet, what lane, but 
knows 


Our purgi ge, pumpings, blanketings, and blows | 
In every loom our labours ſhall be ſeen, 2 5s 
And the freſh vomit run for ever green! 
* See in tha gircle next, Eliza plac'd, 

wo bahez of love TI ETA - 


n UARES. 
20 0. the World's loud praiſe is "x 
& And ſpleen no more ſhall blame, 
„ When with thy Homer thou ſhalt ſhine 


© When none ſhall rail, and every lay _ 
Devote a wreathe to thee ; 

ce That day (for come it will) — 
6 Shall I lament to ſee.” 


Tapeſtry frequent in old Inns, made of worited or 


This imagery woven in it alludes 
to the mantle af Clan hus, in En. v 

Ver. 144. Jehn Dunton was a — bookſeller, 
and abuſive ſcribbler ; he writ Neck or Nething, a 
violent ſatire on ſome miniiters of ſtate; a libel on 


weſt of England, upun which he petitioned King 


| James II. to be hanged. When that prince died in | 


exile, he wrote an inveRive againſt his memory, oc- 


| calioned by ſome humane el-gies on his death. He 5 


lived ta the time of Queen Anne. 
the Flying · poſt and Poſt - boy, two 
alternately deſerved to be cudyelled, and were fo. 


Ver. 151. Himſelf among the ſtory's chiefs he 
ſpies,] The hiſtory of Curil's 


manner, the profligate licentiousneſs of thoſe ſhame- 


l lefs fcribblers (for the moſt part of that ſex which = 
ought leaſt to be capable of ſuch malice or impudence} 
who, in libellous Memoirs and Novels, reveal the 


faults or misfortunes of both ſexes, to the ruin of 
public fame, or diſturbance of private happineſs. 


Our good pot (by the whole c of his work deing | 


* 1n one eftabliſh'd tame: N 725 


Ver. 143. A ſhaggy Tapeftry,] A forry kind of = 


ſome coarſer tuff; like that which is ſpoken of by 
Donne—PFaces as frightful astheirs who whipt Chriſt 
in old hangings. 


the Duke of Devonſhire and the Biſhop of Peter · 
| borough, dec. 

Ver. 143. And Tutchin — frourge} | 
John Tutchin, author of ſome vile verſes, and af 
a weekly paper called the Obſervator: He was ſen- 
tenerd to be whipped though ſeveral towns in the | 


Ver. 149. There Ridvath, Roper, N 
candalous pa- 
pers on different ſides, for which they equally an d 


being toſſed in a 
blanket, and whipped by the ſcholars of Weſt- 
minſter, is well known. Of his purging and vo» ↄ 
the | miting, ſee A full and tꝛue account of a horridRe® 
| venge on the body of Edm. Curll, &c. in Swift 
5 and Pope's Miſcellanies. | 
| Ver. 157. See in the circle next Eliza plac'd,] | 
In this game is expoſed, in the moſt contemptuous 


en IEA 


; 
' 
: 
j 
: 


a „„ —— 


Om tate ae Is os ot 


nk 
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j 
| 


POPE*'s 


Fair as before her works the ftands confeſs'd, 160 


In flowers and pearls by bounteous Kirkall dreſs d. 
The Goddeſs then: Who beſt can ſend on high , | 
«© The ſalient ſpout, far ſtreaming to the ſky; 
«© His be yon Juno of majeſtic ſize, 


With cow-like udders, and with ox-like eyes. 
This China Jordan le- the chief o'ercome 265 


4 Replenith, not ingloriouſly, at home. 
Oſborne and Curll accept the gloricus ſtrife, 


” CThough this his fon diſſuades, and that his Wife. 


One on his manly confidence relies, 1 


One on his vigour and ſuperior fize, 170 


Remanrs. 


doliged not to takte off the Irony) where he could not 
few his indignation, hath ſhewn his contempt, as 


much as poſſible; having here drawn as vile a picture 


us could be repreſentei in the coluurs of Epic poeſy. 
| | SCKIBL. 
Tbid. Eliza Haywood ; this woman was authoreſs 


of thoſe moſt ſcandalous books called the Court of 
Caramania, and the New Utopia. For the two babes 
of love, ſee Cun I, Key, p. 22. But whatever 
reflection he is pleaſed to throw upon this Lady, ſurely 
t was what from him ſhe little deſerved, who had cele- 
| brated Curll's undertakings for Reformation of man- 


ners, and declared herſelf to be ſo perfectly ac- 
4 quainted with the ſweetneſs of his diſpoſition, and 
<< that tenderneſs with which he conſidered the er- 


1 rors of his fellow-creatures; that, though ſhe 
4 ſhould find the little inadvertencies of her own life 
© recorded in his papers, ſhe was certain it would 
es be done in ſuch a manner as ſhe could not but 
4 approve.” Mrs. Havywoop, Hiit, of Clar. 
printed in the Female Dunciad, p. 18. 


Ver. 160. Kirkall,] the name cf an Engraver. 


Some of this Lady's works were printed in four vo- 


lumes in 12mo, with her picture thus dreſſed up 
beforc them. | 


Ver. 167. Oſborne, Thomas] A bookſeller in | 
| Gray's-Inn, very well qualified by his impudence | 
to act this part; therefore placed here inſtead of a| 


Teſs deſcrving predeceffor. [Chapman, the pub- 


 liſher of Mrs: Haywood's New Utopia, &c. This 
man publiſhed advertiſements for a year together, 
| pretending to fell Mr. Pope's Subſcdption books of 
| Homer's Iliad at half the price: Of which book 
He had none, but cut to the fize of them (which 
Las Quarto) the common books in folio, withcut 
| Copper-plates, on à worſe piper, and never above 
half the value. | | 


Upon this advertiſement the Gazetteer harangued 


_ thus, July 6, 1739, How melancholy muſt it 
« be fo a Writer to be ſo unhappy as to ſee his 
4 warks hawked for ſale in a manner ſo fatal to his 
« fame! How, with honour to yourſelf, and jui-| 
44 tice to your Subſcribers, can this be done! 
66. What an Ingratitude to be charged on the Only | 
«© honeſt Poet that lived in 1733! and than whom | 
4 Virtuehas not had a ſhriller Trumpeter for many 
ec ages] That you were once generally admired | 
« and etteemed, can be denied by none; but that | 
d you and your werks are tow deſpiſed, is verified 
« by this fack:“ which being utterly falſe, did — l 
5 not indeed much humble the Author, but drew zuis] (7.] Ibidy ver, 65. —And curl d on ſilver props 


ge ju? chaſtiſeraent en the Be. k. cer. 


POEMS. 449 


Firſt Oſborne lean's againſt his letter d poſt 2 

It roſe, and labour d to a curve at moſt. 

30 Jove's bright bow diſplays its watery round 

(Sure fign that no ſpectator ſhall be dit n d). 

A ſecord effort brought but new diſgrace, - 175 

The wild Meander waſh'd the Artiſt's face: | 
Thus the ſmall jet, which haſty hands unlock, 

Ipirts in the gardener's eyes who turns the cock. 

Not ſo from ſhameleſs Curil ; impetuous ſpread 

The ftream, and ſmoking flouriſh'd v'er his head. 180 

So (fan. “d like the for turbulence and horns) 

Eridanus his humbie feuntain ſcorns ; 

Throvwgh half the heavens he pours th' exalted urn; 

His rapid waters in their paſſage burn 

Swift as it mounts, all follow with their eyes: 135 

Still happy impudence obtains the prize. 7 8 

Thou triumph'it, Victor of the high-wrought day, 

Ani the pleas'd dame, ſoft ſmiling, lead'ſt away. 

| Olborne, through perfect modeſty o'ercome, 5 

Crown's with the Jordan, walks contented home. 190 

Fe But now for Au hors nobler palms remain; 

Room for my Lord l three Jockeys in his train; 

Six huntſmen wich a ſhout precede his chair: 

He grins, and looks broad nonſenſe with a tare. 

His Honour's meaning Dulneſs thus expreſt, 195 

© He wins this Patron who can tickle- beft.” 

| Hechinks his purſe, and takes his ſeat of tate: 
With ready quills the Dedicators wait; 

Now at his head the dextrous taſic commence, © 

And, inſtant, fancy feels th* imputed ſenſe; 200 
Now gentle touches wanton o'er his face, . 

9 n WI 

Ver. 182. Through half the heavens he pours 

th* exalted urn;] In a manuſcript Dunciad (where 

are ſome marginal corrections of ſome gentlemen 

ſome time deceaſed) I have found another reading 


« And * his urn, through balf the heavens 
| to flow ; LA 
% His rapid waters in their paſſige glow.” 


| 555 
This I cannot but think the right: For, firſt, 
the difference between burn and glow may ſeem not 

very material to others, to me 1 confeſs the latter 
has anelegance a je ne ſcay quuy, which is much eafier 
to be conceived than explained, Secondly, every 
reader of our poet muſt have obſerved how fre- 
quently he uſes this word glow in other parts of his 

works: To inſtance only in his Homer: 


(.) Iliad ix. ver. 726—With one reſentment 
| 35 glows. | 15 
(2) Iliad xi. ver. 626 —There the battle glows. 

| (3;) Ibid. ver. 98 5.— The cloſing fleſh that in- 

__ Rantcexd to gl w. 
(A.) Hiad xii. ver. 45.—Encompaſs d Hector | 


| | glows. | 
(5.) Ibid. ver. 47 5.—His beating breaſt with ge- 
5 nerous ardour glows. 
(6.) Iliad xvii. ver. 5$91.—Another part gl>w'd 
| _ withpefulgent arms. 


in order glows 
31. 


his fiſt the faſter. 210 

| — ne a the pleaſing pain, 
N Wha; 8 

A youth unknown to Phebus, in deſpair, 


4 


| Ve, 
Ke, taught by Venus, Paris learnt the art 
To touch Achilles only tender part; | 
Secure, through her, the noble prizeto carry, 

He marches off, his Grace's b 220 
Now turn to different ſports (the Goddeſs cries) 
"And learn, my ſons, r 

To move, to raiſe, to raviſ every heart, 
— or with Jonſen's t. 


| Runcants. | 


— wü 
8 or I could ſtreteh this catalogue to a extent ; 
ut theſe are enough to prove his fondneſs for this 
beautiful word, which, therefore, let all future 
I m aware, after all, that burn is the proper 
word to convey an. idea of what was faid to be Mr. 
 CurlF's condition at this time: But from that very 
reaſon I infer the direct For ſurely every 


lover of our author will conclude he had more hu- * 


manity than to inſult a man on ſuch a misfortune or 


_ calamity, which cuuld never befal him purely by | 


| Hig own fault, but from an unhappy communication 
— This noteis half Mr. Theobald, half 
CRIBL 


' + Veg. 203. Paolo Antonio Rolli,] an Italian Poet, 
and writer of Operas is that Language, 


near twenty years, He taught Italian to 


Guns tis Gentlemen, who aſſed to de we : 


— Operas. 
Ver. Bentley his mcuth, &c. Not ſpoken | 
of the Ge th et n 


Thomas Bentley, a ſmall critic, who ayes his uncle | | 
one was intended ta 
dedicated to Lord Halifax, but (on a change of the | 
Miniſtry) was given to the Earl of Oxford; for | 

Which reaſon the little one was dedicated to his fon | 


zn a little Horace. The 


_ the Lord Harley. 


Ver. 207. Welſted.] Leenard Welſted, author | 


ef the Triumvirate, or a Letter in verſe from Pa- 
lemon to Celia at Bath, which was met for a ſa- 
tire on Mr. P. and ſome of his friendz about the 
Fear 1718. [He writ other things which we can- 
not remember. Smedley, in his Metamorphoſis of 
Seriblerus, mentions one, the Hymn of a Gentle- | 


man to his Creator: And there was another in praiſe | 


either of a Cellar or a Garret. L. W. characterized 
in the [Joe Baus, or the Art of Sinking, as a Di- 
Aapper and after as an Eel, is ſaid to be this perſon, 
by Dennis, Daily Journal of May 1r, 1928. He 
*3s alſo charaQeried under W a Mole, | 


215 


| 


_ ths do ode of his genius, prevailed | 


POPE's POEMS. 
Let others aim: "Tis yours to ſhake the foul 225 


With thunder rumbling from the muſtard-bowl, 
With horns and trumpets now to madneſs ſwell, 
Now fink in forrows with a tolling bell! 
Such happy arts attention can command, 
When fancy flags, and ſenſe is at a ſtand. 230 
Improve we theſe. Three Cat - calls be the bribe 
Of him, whoſe chattering ſhames the Monkey tribe: 
And his this Drum, whoſe hoarſe heroic baſs = 
Drowas the loud clarion of the braying Aſs 5 
Now thouſand tongues are heard in one lcud din : 
The Monkey-mimics ruſh diſcordant in; 235 
"Twas chattering, grinning, mouthing, jabbering all, 
And Noiſe and Norton, Brangling and Breval, 
Demis and Diſſonance, and captious Art, 
A ſhort, and Interruption fmart, 240 
And Demonſtration thin, and Theſes thick, 
And Maj jor, Minor, and Concluſion quick. 
Hold (cry's the Queen) :; A Cat-call each ſhall vin: 
your merits! equal is your din! | | 
But that this well diſputed game may end, 245 


£5 


As when the long - ear d milky mothers wait 
At ſome kick miſer's triple - bolted gate, 

For their defrauded, abſent foals they make 
| A moan ſo loud, that all the Guild awake; 250 
| Sore fighs Sir Gilbert, ſtarting at the bray, 
From dreams of millions, and three groats to pay: 
So ſwells each wind-pipe : Aſs intones to Aſs, 
Harmonic twang | f leather, horn, and braſs ; 

Such as from lungs th* Enthufiaft blows, 
High f.rands, — — 255 
Or fuch as bellow from the deep Divine ; | 
There Webſter! FEY * ard Wrede; . 


2 forth, my Brayers, and the welkin rend. 


| Runcanxs. 


bs fe antics of the enſuing Simile, which was 
handed about at tha ſame time: | | 


* Dear Welfted, mark, in dirty hole, 
20 That painful animal, 2 Mole: | 
«© Above ground never born to grow ; 
n What mighty ftir it keeps below ! 
1 To make a Mole-hill all his ſtriſe ! 
8 It digs, pokes, under mines for life. 
% How proud a little dirt to ſpread; 
8 datacbng head! 
« TM, 1 on for want of ey 
It blunders into Light and dies.] 


von have him again Tn book: ver. 169. | 


Ver 226. With Thunder runtbling from the 
muſtard bowl,] The old way of making Thunder 
and Muſtard were the ſame ; but fince, it is more 
advantagenuſly performed by troughs of wood with 
ſtops in them. Whether Mr. Dennis was the in- 
ventor of that improvement, | know not; but it is 
certain, that being once at a Tragedy of 2 new au- 
thor, he fell into a great paſſion at hearing ſome, | 


| and cried, “ Sdenth I that is my Thunder.” 


Ver. 238. Norton,] Sce ver. 417.—]. Durant 
Breval, Author of a very extraordinary Book of 


Travels, _ ſome Teens. Set — Note on 
ver. 126. 


POPE's POEMS. 


' But far o'er all ſanorous Blackmore's train ; 
Walle, fteeples, ſkies, bray back to him again. 26o ; ( 
In Tottenham fields, the Brethren, with amaze, 


Prick all their ears up, and forget to graze ! 
_ Chancery lane retentive — wt ſound, | , 
courts to courts return it rou round 4 | t i thoſe motions 
hows vets Hae ee 
— * ONT fe nk 5 of fury and pride of foul, becauſe they want 
All hail kim vifter im both gifts of ſong, jc eng to agate thels ſpirits; and thaſk we cult. 
, gifts of ſong, | 4 cold writers. Others who have a great deal of 
Who ſings ſo loudly, and who fings fo long. bre, but have not excellent organs, feel the fore - 
| : | «© mentioned motions, without the extraordinary 
REMARKS. ac hints; and theſe we call fuſtian writers.. But he 
ES, 2 FE 3 6 declares that Sir Richard had neither the Hinte 
Ver. 258. Webſter—and Whitefield }] [The “ nor the Motions.” Remarks on Prince Arthur, 
one the writer of a News-paper called the Werkly octaue, 1696, Preface. Ts | 
thought ths enly means of nivencing Reign mas nice of Me. Drpteny and in Mes at, of he 
t the only means vancing 1g10n wae r of Mr, Dryden; in his 0 — 
by the New-birth of — madneſs: That by! Pop, zcculng him in very high and iber terms of 
old deat and : they aneneis and immorality (Eſſay on Polite Witit - 
agieed in thi -, though in no other earthly thing, to, ing, vob. ii. p. 270.) on a mere report from Edm. 
_ abuſe all the ſober Clergy. From the ſmall ſucceſs i Curll, that he was author of a Traveſtie on the 
of theſe two extraordinary perſons, we may learn firit Pſalm. Mr. Dennis took. up the ſame report, but 
do little hurtful Bigotry and Enthufiaſm are, while wich theaddition of what Sir Richard had negleQted, 
the Civil Magiitrate prudently forbears to lend hie being very curious, 
| Power to the one, in order to the employing it againſt 


Ver. 263. Long Chancery-lane] The place where 
of get 


the offices of Chancery are kept. 'The long 

of Clients in that Court, and the di - | 
ting out, is humouroully allegorized in theſe lines. 
Ver. 268. Who fings fo loudly, and who fipgs | © 
ſo long.] A juſt character of Sir Richard Black- 
more, knight, who (as Mr. Dryden expreſſeth. it) | 


I Writto the rumbling of his coach's wheels ;** 


| and whole indefatigable Muſe produced no leſs than 
fix Epic poems: Prince and King Arthur, twenty 

books; Eliza, ten; Alfred, twelve; the Redeemer, 
fix; beſides Job, in foliv; the whole Book of 
Pſalms; the Creation, ſeven buoks; Nature of 
_ Man, three books; and many more. It is in this 
ſenſe he is ſtyled afterwards the everlaſting Black- 
more. Notwithttanding all which, Mr. Gildoa ſeems 
aſſured, * that this admirable author did not think: 
„ himſelf upon the ſame foot with Hamer. 
Comp. Art. of Poetry, vol. i. p. 108. 


43 


This labour paſt, by Bridewel! all defcend, 
As morning-prayers and flagellation end) 


 Rxywanre. 


270 


writing; 

4 but he. This manner of argumentation 
with Mr. Dennis; he has employed the ſame againſt 
Sir Richard himſelf, in a like charge of Impicty 
and Irreligion. All Mr. Blackmore's celeſtial 
% Mackines, as they cannot be defended fo 

; *© a3 by common received opinion, fo are they di- 
« reftly to the doctrine of the church of 
5 ; for the viſible deſcent of an Angel 
«© muſt be a miracle. Now.itis the doctrine | 
% Church of England that miracles had ceaſed a 
c Jong time before Prince Arthur came into the 
« world. Now if the doQrine of the Church of 


But ho different is the judgment of the author | „ England be true, as we are obliged to believe, - 


of Characters of the Times? p. 25. who fays, | 
Sir Richard Blackmore is unfortunate in happen- 
4e ing to miſtaice his proper talents 3 and that he has 7 
% not for many —— ſo much as named, or even e ſufferable, that is, if they have fo much as di- 
4% thought of among writers.” Even Mr. Dennis © vine probability, then it follows of neceſſity that 
differs greatly from his friend Mr. Gildon : «© the doctrine of the Church is falſe. So I leave 
Blackmore : Action (taith he) has neither unity, © it toevery impartial Clergyman, to conſider, c.“ 


4 then are all the celeſtial machines in Prince Ar- | 


nor integrity, nor morality, nor univerſality ; | Preface tothe Remarks on Prince Arthur. 


« ana conſequently he can have no Fable, and no{ Ver. 270. (As morning prayer and flagellation 


| «© Heroic Poem: His Narration is neither probable, | end) ] It is between eleven and twelve in the morn- 8 


4 gelightful, nor wonderful; his characters have] ing, after church ſervice, that the criminals are 


Nay he proceeds ſo far as to fay Sir Richard has no 


e none of the neceſſary qualifications; the things 
% contained in his narration are neither in their own 
« nature delightful, nor numerous enough, nor 
« rightly diſpoſed, nor {urvciſing, nor pathetic.” 


Genius, fir laying down, that Genius is cauſed 


whipt in Bridewell.--This is to raark punctuatly 
the time of the day: Homer does it by the citcum- 
Kince of the Judges riſing from court, or of tic 
labourers dinner: aur author by one very proper 
both to the Perſons and the Scene ot his poem, which 
w may remember commenced on the cvening cf 


„by a furious joy and pride of ſoul, on the con- 
e ception ei an _vxanartiigy Hit. Many wen 


the Lord-mayor': day: The firſt book paſted in that 
pight; the rest aworaing the games begin in the 


180 POPE's POEMS: 


To where Fleet-ditch with diſemboguing ftreams | Then fighing thus, c And am I now three. fcore ? 
Rolls the large tribute of dead dogs to Thames, „ Ah, why, ye Gods! ſhould two and two make 
'The King of dykes! than whom no fluice of mud four?“ 285 
With deeper fable blots the ſilver flood. 275 | He faid, and cli-nb'd a ſtranded ligbter's height, | 
* Here ſtrip, my children | here at once leap in, | Shot to the black abyſs, and plurng'd downright. 
4 Here prove who beſt can daſh through thick and | The Senior's judgment all the crowd admire, 
66 thi pu. | Who, but to fink the „ roſe the higher. 290 
e And who the moſt in love of dirt excel, | Next Smedley div'd ; fiow circles dimpled o'er 
4. Or dark dexterity of groping well. The quaking mud, that clos'd and op'd no more. 
4 Who flings moſt filth, and wide pollutes around | All look, all figh, and call on Smedley loſt; 
© The ftream, be his the Weekly Journals bound; Smedley in vaia reſounds through all the coaſt. 


« A pig cf lead to bim who dives the bet; Ihen * effay'd; ſcarcevaniſh'd out of fight, 
A peck of coals a-piece ſhall glad the ret.” He buoys up inftant, and returns to light: - 
In nake\ majeſty Oldmixon ſtands, - | He bears no tokens of the ſabler ſtreams, he 
And, Milo-like, ſurveys his arms and hands; And mounts far off among the Swans of Thames. 
e | 9 ; True to the bottom, fee Concanen creep, | 
5 „ 5 If perſeverance g in the Diver's prize, * 
Strand, thence along Fleet · ſtreet (places inhabited by | Not everlaſting Blackmore this denies: 


Bookſellers) then they proceed by Bridewell toward | 5 
Fleet-ditch, and laſtly through Lud ate to the City 15 | Rexmants. 
and the Temple of the Goddeſs. 1 5 | Zi 7255 
Ver. 280. the Weekly Journals] Papers of news | for hire, and received his reward in a fmall place, 
and ſcandal intermixed, on different ſides and parties, | which he enjoyed to his death. 
and frequently ſhifting from one fide to the other, | Ver. 291 Next Smedley div'd;] In the ſurrey. 
| Called the London Journal, Britiſh Journal, Daily | titivus editions, this whole Epiſode was applied o 
Jou &c. the concealed writers of which for] an initial letter E—, by whom if they meant the 
5 time were Oldmixon, Roome, Arnall, Con- Laureate, nothing was more abſurd, no part agree- 
Eanen, and others; perſons never ſeen by our au-| ing with his char-Qer, The allegory evidently de- 
, Thor, N 5 | | mands a perſon dipped in ſcanda!, and deeply im- 
1 ver. 283. In naked majeſty Oldmixon ſtande, ]] merſed in dirty work; whereas Mr. Euſden's urit- 
Mr. Joux O1.DM1xo0N, next to Mr. Dennis, the ings rarely offended but by their length and mutti- 
moſt ancient Critic of our Nation; an unjuſt cen- tude, and accordingly are taxed of nothing elſe in 
ſurer of Mr. Addiſon in his proſe Effay on Criticiſms, | book i. ver. 12. But the perſon here mentioned, 
hom alſo in his imitation of Bouhours (called the | an Iriſhman, was author and publiſher of many ſcur- 
Arts of Logic and Rhetoric) he miſrepreſents in | ritous Pieces, a weekly Whitehall Journal, in the 
Plain matter of fact; for in p. 45. he cites tne | year 1722, in the name of Sir James Baker; and 
Spectator as abuſing Dr. Swift by name, where the re is | particularly v;hote volumes of Hillingſgate againt 
| mot the leaſt hint of it; and in p. 304. is fo injurious as | Dr. Swift and Mr. Pope, called Gulliveriana aud 
eo ſugyeſt that Mr. Addiſon himſelf writ that Tater, | Alexandriana, printed in oftavo, 1728. 
No. 43. which ſays of his own Simile, that It is] Ver. 295. Then * * effay'd;]} A gentleman of 
* 2; great az ever entered into the mind of man.” | genius and ſpirit, who was ſecretly dipt in fume 
c In Poetry he was not fo happy as labonous, and | papers of this kind, on whom our poet bettows 2 
| © Hherefore characteriſed by the Tatler, No. 62. | nanegyric initead of a ſatire, as deſerving to be bet- 
44 by the name of Omicron the Unborn Poet.“ | ter employed than in party-quarrels, and perional 
| Curll, Key, p. 13. © He writ Dramatic works, invectives. | „„ „ 
„ and a volume of Poetry conſiſting of heroic | Ver. 299. Concanen] Mar Tra Co cAN IX 
4% Epiſtles, &c. ſome whereot were very wel done, | an Iriſhman, bred to the law. Smedley (one of his 
Lad that great Judge, Mr. Jacob, in his Lives of | brethren in enmity to Swift) in his Metamorphoſis of 
Poets, vol. ii. p. 30% Fon Scriblerus, p. 7. accuſes him of having boaſted of 
In his Eſſay on Criticiſm, and the Arte of Logic | ++ what he had not written, but others had reviſcd 
_ and Rhetoric, ke frequently reflects on our Author. | and done for him.“ He was author of ſeveral 
But the top of hi: character was a Perverter of | dull and dead ſcurrilities in the Britiſh and London 
| Tiiftory, in that ſcandalous one of the Stuarts in Journals, and in a paper called the Speculatiſt. 
folio, and his Critical Hiſtory of England, two vo- In a pampilet, called a Supplement to the Profound, 
| Jumes oGtavo. Being employed by Biikop Kennet | he dealt very unfairly with our Poet, not only fre- 
in publiching the hiſtorians in his collection, he Ali | quenily imputing to him Mr. Broome's verſes (for 
wed Daniel's Chronicle in numberleſs places. Yet | whicn he might indeed ſeem in ſome degree account- 
rhis very man, in the preface to the tirſt of theſe | able, having corrected what that gentleman did) 
book:, advanced a particular fact to charge three | but thoſe of the Duke of Buckingham, and others: 
eminent 'perſons of ſalſiiy ing the Lord Clarendon's | To this rare piece foinebody humourouſly cauſed him 
Hiſtory 3 which fact has been diſproved by Dr. At- | to take for his metto, De profundis clamavi.” 
tet bury, late Biſhop of Rochefter, then the only | He was ſince a hired Scribblcr in the Daily Courant, 
ſurvivor of them; and the particular part he pre- where he poured forth much Billingſgate againſt 
tended to be falfilied, produced ſince, after 2Jmott | the Lord Bolirgbroke, and others; atter which this 
eirety years, in that noble author's original manu- man was ſurpriſingly promoted to adminiſter Jugice 


 Eript., - Be Was all his Lie a zirulcat Far q- wtrter / and Law in Jamaica. 
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With each a fickly brother at his back: 
Then number'd with the puppies in the mud. 


«4 Theſe are—ah no l theſe were the Gazetteer: 


| back :—Sans of a day, &c.] Thete were daily 
were printed one on the back. of another 


_ eldeſt ad graveſt of theſe writers, who, at laſt, 
being aſhamed of his Pupils, gave his paper over, 
and in age remained filent. 


do produce one ſuch paper at this day. Surely there- 
not to be cenſured tooraſhly.— 


| laſted but a day. Into this, as a common fink, 


| Public exper:ce of the nation The authors were 
the ſame obſcure men: though ſometimes rel:eved 


ſhops, Leans, and Doctors. The meancr fort were 
_ rewarded with Money ; others with Places er Be- 
_ nefices, from an hundred :o a thouſand a-jear. It 


for inquiring into the Conduct of R. Earl of O. 
„That nw lefs than fifty thouſand ſeventy - ſeven 
„ pounds eighteen ſhillings, were paid to Authors 
„ and Printers of Newſpapers, ſuch az Free Bri- 
| © tons, Daily Courants, Corn Cutter's Journals, 
„ Gazettcery, an other p rica papers, between 
. 66 Feb, ID, 1731, and Feb. IO, aAC3-” Which 
 ſkews the Boneveclence of one Miniſter, to have 
ex]; ended, for the current dullreſs of ten years in 


fo much hanour, in annual Fe to Learned men 
all over Europe. In which, and in a moch longer 
time, nut a Pension at a Court, nor Preterment in 


POPE's PO 


No noiſe, no ſtir, no motion canſt thou make, 
TH" unconſcious ſtream ficeps o'er thee like a lake. | 
- Next plung'd a feeble, but a deſperate pack, 305 


Sons of a Day ! juſt buoyant on the flood, 


EMS. 453 


Not fo bold Arnall ; with a weight ef ſkull, 32 5 
Furious he dives, precipitately dull. 

Whirlpools and ſtorms his circling arm inveſt, 

With all the might of gravitation bleſt. 


No crab more active in the dirty dince, 


Downward to climb, and backward to advance, 320 


Aſk ye their names? I could as ſoon diſcloſe ie brings up half the bottom on his he 1d, 
The names of theſe blind puppies as of thoſe. 3 10 | And loudly claims the Jeurnals and the Lead. — 


Faſt by, like Niobe (her children gone) 
Site Mother Oſborne, ſtupify d to ftone ! 
And Monumental Braſs this record bears, 


| REMARKS. | | 
Ver. 306, $07. With each afickly brother at his 
Papers, a number of which, to leſſen the expence, 
Ver. 312. Ofbyrne] A name atffamed by the 


Ver. 314. Gazettzers] We ought not to ſuppoſe 
that a modern Critic here taxeth the Poet with an 
Anachroniſm, affirming theſe Gazetteers not to have 
lived within the time of his poem, and challenging 
us to produce any ſuch paper of that date. But we 


may with equal aſſurance aſſert theſe Gazetteers not 


to have lived ſince, and challenge all the learned world 
fore, where point is fo obſcure, our author ought 
e of the 


good Scriblerus, the Daily Gazetteer was a title 
given very properly to certain papers, each of which 


ey 3 Sent. 
Notwithſtanding this affected ignoranc 


was received all the traſh, which had been before 
diſperſed in ſeveral Journals, and eircula ed at the 


by occaſional eſiays from Staieſn:en, Courtiers, Bi- 


appears from the Report ot the Sgeret Committee 


Brirain, double the ſum waich gained Louis XIV. 


the Church or Univerſitiez, of any Confideration, 
was beſtowed on any man di ſtinguiihed for his Lern- 
ang ſeparately from Party merit, or Pamphlet- 
writing. 8 

It is worth a reflection, tha: of all the P2ne- 


kat. cc. At Mm Ad. nd 


The plunging Prelate, and his penderous Grace, 
With holy envy gave one Laymaa place. | 
When lo! a burit of thunder (hook the flood, 325 


| Slow roſe a form, in majeſty of Mud; 


Shaking the horrors of his fable brows, 
And each ferocious feature grim with 0022, 
Greater he looks, and more than mortal tires ; 
Then thus the wonders of the decp declares: 330 
Firſt he relates, how ſinking tothe chin, „ 
Smit with his mien, the Mud-nympha iuck' d him 
| in; | 55 | 


| Reman 15 


| not even fo much eredit done to his Perſonal cha- 
| rater by all they have written, as by one ſhort oc- 
caſional compliment of our Author: | 


ec Seen him I have; but in his happier hour 

«© Of ſocial Pleaſure, ill exchang'd for Power? . 
« Seen him, uncumber'd by the Venal Tribe, 
« Smile without Art, and win without a Bribe."* 


Ver. 315. Arnall.] Wittiam ArNALL, bred 
lon Attorney, was a perfect genius in this fort of 
work. He began under twenty with furious Party- 
papers; then ſucceeded Concanen in the Britiſh 
ſournal. At the firſt publication of the Dunciad, 
he prevailed on the author not to give him his duc 
place in it, by a letter profeſſing his deteſtation of 
ſuch practices as his Predeceſſor's. But fince, by 
the moſt unexarspled inſolence, and perſonal abuſe 
of ſeveral great men, the Poet's particular friends, 
he moſt amply deſerved a niche in the Temple of 
Infamy : Wicneſs a paper, called the Free Briton, | 
a Dedic ation intituled, To the Genuine BlunJerer, 
1732, and many others. He writ for hire, and 
valued himielf upon it; not indeed without caule, 
it appearing by the aforeſaid ReyorT, that he re- 
ceived © for Free Britons, and other writings, in 
tie {pace of four years, no leſs th in ten thouſand 
ec nine hundred and ninety-ſeven pounds ſtx ſhil- 
lings and eight peace, out of the Trewuwy,” — 
| But frequently, thraugh his tury or folly, Le ex- 
c2cded all the buun; of his chm: niſſion, and ovte. 1. 
his honourable Patron to Ciffer his iulti- 
lities. 1 1 | . 

Ver. 322. The pl'nging Prelate, & ' It h- 
ing been in: Bouly iaſwu dei that by 5 ev 
meant a truly great Pielztus as ref bie fr 114 
ieſence o? the preſ nt balanre of H ? ei 
 conttitucion, a5 for his oppolition 5 ig eme we 
no power at ily in the rehigions 3 I cos fo much 10 
the memory of my acctated friend 2 » dectorrs 
that when, a lictle be fore his death, I it edu 
of this inänuation, he ©: d it vic au mali, 
<3 ny cardia Man, he ſiid, might under il. , 17 


| 


gyrics beftowed by theſe writers on this great Minif- 
der, not due i a; this day ant os iornberes, 


| his having paid a wilt» comet 19 S* 


7 a -* * 4+ +, +Þ 61 1293 
erelzte in ancthes aut c. C L. 


POPE's 
young Lutetia, ſoſter than the down, 


Intoxicates the pert, and lulls the grave: | 
Here briſker vapours o'er the TEN E creep, 345 
There, all from Paul's to Aldgate drink and ſleep. 


feſs | | 
The reverend Flamen in his lengthen'd dreſs. 
Around him wide a ſable Army ſtand, 355 
A low-born cell-bred, ſelfiſh, ſervile band, 
Prompt or to guard 


| Rewancs. 


Ver. 349. And Milbourn] Luke Milbeurne, af 
 Clergyman, the foireft of Critics ; who, when he | 


wrote againſt Mr. Dryden's Virgil, did him juſtice 
in printing at the ſame time his own tranſlations of 
dim, which were intolerable. His manner of writ- 
ing has a great reſemblance with that of the Gentlie- 
men of the Dunciad againſt our author, as will 

be ſeen in the Parallel! of Mr. Dryden and him. Ap- 


Ver. 38 5. Around him wide, c] It is to be 
f that the ſatire in theſe lines will be underſtood 
in the confined ſenſe in which the Author meant it, 


of ſuch only of the Clergy, who, though ſolemnly | 


engaged in the ſervice of Religion, dedicate them- 
ſelves tor venal and corrupt ends to that of Miniſters 


or Factions; and though educated under an entire 


| bgnorance of the world, aſpire to interfere in the 

government of it, and conſequently to diſturb and 

diſorder it; in which they fall ſhort of their Pre- 
deceſſors only by being inveſted with much leſs of 
that power and authority, which they employed in- 
differently (as is hinted in the lines above) either in 
ſupporting arbitrary power, or in exciting rebel lion; 
in canonizing the vices of Tyrants, or in blacken- 
irg the virtues of Patriots; in corrupting religion 
by foperftitior., or betraying it hy libertiniſm, 23 ci- 
ether was then beſt to ferve Re ends of poly. 
If flitte© the failies 27 be Crent, | 


POEMS. 


Here the Goddeſs; and in pomp proclaims 36 
222 8 
| Fc Te Critics! in whoſe heads, as equa! ſcales, 
4 I weigh what author's heavineſs prevails : 


* 

4 Attend the trial we propoſe 
© If there be man, who o'er ſuch works can wake, 
C Sleep's all-ſubduing charms who dares defy, 

«© And boafts Ulyſſes“ ear with Argus' eye; 

«To him we grant our ampleſt powers, to fit 375 
0e — all preſent, paſt, and future wit ; 

« To cavil, cenſure, diate, right or wrong, 

« Full and eternal privilege of tongue.” 

Three College Sophs and three pert Templars 


came 
| The fametheir talents, and their taſtes the ſame; 336 


Each prompt to query, anſwer, and debate, 
And frnit with love of Poeſy and Prate. 
The ponderous books two gentle readers bring ! 
The heroes fit, the vulgar form a ring. 
The clamorous crowd is huſh'd with mugs of Mum, 


Jn CI r — 

Through the long heavy, painful page draw! on 5 
'Soft creeping, words on words, the ſenſe compoſes 
At every line they firetch, they yawn, they dove. 


| Their heads, and lift them as they c | 
Thus oft they rear, and oft the head decline, 
As breathe, or pauſe, by fits, the airs divine. 


Az verſe, or proſe, infuſe the drowſy God. 


| Thrice Budget aitn's to ſpeak, but, thrice ſuppreſt 


By potent Arthur, knock d his chin and breaſt. 
Toland and Tindal, prompt at priefts to | 


| Yet Glentbow'dto © Chriſt's No kingdom hefe. 400 


| Ryans. 


mous for his ſpeeches on many vccations about the 
South Sea ſcheme, c. He is a very ingemous 
© gentleman, and hath written fome excellent 


ec which is very pretty.“ Jaceb, Lives of Poets, vol. ii. 
p. 289. But this 

| much more eminent, and perſonally well known to 
the | 
| ll the Courts of Law in this nation. 


ligion of their Country. Toland, the author of the 
Atheiſt's liturgy, called Pantheiſticon, was a fpy, 


tianity as old as the Creation. He alſo wrote an 


ſuppreſſed while yet in MS. by an eminent pecſon, 

then out of the miniſtry, to whom he ſhewed it, 
expecting his approbation : This Doctor afterwards 
| publiſhed the ſame piece, mutatis mutandis, againſt 
that very perſon, 


| aid by Curll, Key to Duns. te Allude to a ſermons 


ef a reretcad Ber. 


60 Which moſt conduce to ſooth the ſoul in ſlumbers, 
<« My Henley's periods, or my Blackmore's num- 


to make : 372 


Till all, tun'd equal, fend a general bum. 385 


As to ſoft gales top-heavy pines bow low 390 


And now to this fide, now to that they nod, 395 


ver. 397. Thrice Budgel aim'd to ſpeaks] Fa- 


4% Epilogues to plays, and one ſmall piece on Love, 
fince made himſelf 
greateſt Stateſmen of all parties, as well as to 
Ver. 399. Toland and Tindal, ] Two perſons not 
ſo happy as to be obſcure, who writ againſt the Re- 

in pay of Lord Oxford. Tindal was the author of | 
the Rights of the Chriſtian Church, and Chriſ- 
abuſive pamphlet againſt Earl S——, which was 


Ver. 400. Chriſt's No kingdom, &c.] This is 


| Courteſy of England, a Moral Philoſopher. 


, was author 


POPE's POEMS. 


Who ſate the nexreſt, by the words o'ercome, 
Slevt.firſty. the diſtant nodded to the hum. 
Then down are roll'd the books ; ftretch'd o er them 


lies 

Each gentle clerk, and muttering ſeals his ey 

As what a Dutchman plumps into a0 
One circle firſt, and then a ſecond makes; 
What Duineſs dropt among her ſons impreft 

Like motion from one circle to the reft : 

Zo fromthe mid moſt the nutation ſpreads = 
Round and more round, o'er all the fea uf 
At laſt Centlivre felt her voice to fail, 
Motteux himſelf unfiniſk'd left his tale, 
Boyer the State, and Law the Stage gave o'er, 
Morgan and Mandevil could prate no more ; 
Norton from Daniel and Oftrea ſprung, 
Bleſs'd with his father's front, and mother” 


| 


| 


heads. 410 | 


arg] 


$53 


Who prouder march'd with magiſtrates in ſtate, 


To ſome fam'd round-houſe, ever-open gate 

How Henley lay inſpir d belide a fink, _ 425" 
And to mere mortals ſeem d a Prieſt in drin:: 
While others, timely, to the neighbouring Fleet 

( Haunt of the Muſes) made their ſas retreat. 


| Tat 


D VN 1 ab 
| BOOK r7x2 THIRD. 


Hung filent down his never-bluſhing bead; 

And all was huſh'd, as Folly's ſelf lay dead. 
Thus the ſoſt gifts of Sleep conclude the day, 

And ſtretch'd on bulks, as uſual, Poets lay. 420 


* 


Why mould 1 ſing, what Bards the nightly Mute | 


Did lumbering viſit, and convey to ſtews 
REMARKS: 


Ver. 471. Centlivre] Mrs. Suſanna Centlivre, 
wife to Mr Centlivre, Yeaman of the Mouth to 
| his Majeſty. She writ many Plays, and a fong, 


7 which he has detailed a Syſtem of the rankeit Spi- 
_ noziſm, for the moſt exalted Theology; and 
other things as rare, has informed us of this, 


Sir Iſaac Newton ſtole the principles of his pnilo- 


ſophy from one Jacob Behmen, a German Cobler. 
Ver. 414. Morgan] A writer againſt Religions 

— diftinguithed no otherwiſe from the rabble of his 
tribe, than by the pompouſneſs of his title ; for 
| havirg ftolen his morality from Tiadal, and his 


tongue 


Philolophy from Spinoſa, he calls himſelf, by the 


bid Mandevil] This writer, who prided him- 
ſelf in the reputation of an Immoral Philoſopher, 
a famous book called the Fable of the 
Bees; written tu prove, that Moral Virtue is the 
| Invention of knaves, and Chriſtian Virtue the Im- 
poſition of fools 3 and that Vice is neceſſary, 
alone ſufficient to render Society flouriſhing 


happy. _ 
Ver. 415. Norton, ] Norton De Foe, offspring of 


| 


and 


the famous Daniel, Fortes creantur fortibus. One | 


of the authors of the Flying Poſt, in which well 


bred work Mr. P. had ſome time the honour to be | 


abuſed with his betters; and of many hired ſcur- 
rilities and daily pipete to Which he never ſet his 
Rames ++. 


—— 


— 


on ths bark cr we Dit 


ARGUMENT. . 
AFTER the other perſons are | 

per piace: of reft, the Goddejs tranſports the 
to her Temple, and there lays him to 
his head on her iap; @ poſition of maryellous vir - 
tue, wwhick caufeth all tne Viſions of cuil en- 
thufiaſts, projettors, politic: ans, inamoratot, caſtle- 
hemifts, and poets. He is immediately 
the wings of Fancy, and led by a mad 
1, to the Eiyjian ſpade ; where, on 
the banks of Lethe, the jou:s of the dull are d- 
| ped by Bavius, before their entrance into this 
world. There he is met by the ghoſt of Settle, and 

by Aim made inted with the wonders of the 


with 


On this jub- 
jar Settle breaks into a congratulation, yet rot 
1 oo were 
the nation tall be cwver-run 142 —— | 
and Sirzus; how vie Threne of Dulncſs ſeali be 
advanced over the Theatres, and ſet up ever. a: 
Curt: then Acta her ſens ſhall prgſde in the ſear: 
of Arts and Sciences : giving a giimple, or Pa? 
fight, of the future Fuineſs of her Gizry, the 4. 
compliment whereef is the ſubject of the (1arin and 


 Rzmangs. 


E: sel vez: Dettors 


Ver. 427. Flee:] A prifog 


ſudbjecting it to real Madnefs, as that which pro- 


by Dulnefs; which hath not quickneſs enough to 
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BUT in her Temple's laſt receſs inclos'd, 
| On Dulneſs' lap th* Anointed he d repos'd. 
Him cloſe ſhe curtains round with Vaponrs blue, 
And ſoft beſprinkles with Cimmerian dew, 
| Then raptures high the ſeat of Senſe o'erflow, 5 
Which only heads refin'd from Reaſon know. 
Hence, from the ſtraw where Bedlam's Prophet 
nods, | 
He hears loud Oracles, and talks with Gods : 
Hence the Fool's Paradiſe, the Stateſman's Scheme, 
| The air-built Caſtle, and the golden Dream, 10 
The maid's romantic wiſh, the Chemiſt's flame, 


POEMS. 


Taylor, their better Charon, lende an or 
(Once fwan of Thames, though now he ſings no 


more.) 
Benlowes, propitious ſtill to Blockheads, bows ; 21 


And Shadwell nods the Poppy on his brows. 
Here, in a duſky vale where Lethe rclls, 

Old Bavius fits, to dip poetic ſouls, 

And blunt the ſenſe, and fit it for a ſkull 

Of ſolid proof, impenetrably dull: | 
Inſtant, when dipt, away they wing their flight, 


Demand new bocies, and in Calf's array, 
Ruſh to the world, impatient for the day. 


Millions and millions on theſe daules he views, - 


And Poets viſion of eternal Fame. | 
And now, on Fancy's eaſy wing convey'd, 
The King deſcending, views th* Elyfian Shade. 

A flip-ſhod Sibyl led his ſteps along, 
In lofty madneſs meditating ſong ; 
Her treſſes ſtarĩng from Poetic dreams, 
Aud never waſh'd, but in Caſtalia's ſtreams, 


ReMARKS. 


| Ver. 5, 6, &c.] Hereby is intimated that the | 
following Viſion is no more than the chimera uf the 


dreamer's brain, and not a real or intended fatire on 
the preſent Age, doubtleſs more learned, more en- 
| lightened, and more abounding with great Ge- 
niuſes in Divinity, Politics, and whatever arts and 
| ſciences, than all the preceding. For fear of any 


ſoch miftake of our Poet's honeſt meaning, be hath | 


Again, at the end of the Viſion, repeated this mo- 
nition, ſaying that it all paſſed through the Ivory 


ewe, which (accoxding to the Ancients) denoteth | 


Falſity. | 


Scnin. 
miſtaken, 


may be ſeen from the fourth Book, which, it is | 


plain from hence, he had never ſeen. 

yrs BN TI. 
Ver. 15. A ſſip-ſhod Sibyl] This allegory is ex- 
trernely juſt, no confurmation of the min. d ſo much 


duces real Dulneſs. Hence we find the religic us 
| (as well as the poetical) Enthuſiaſts of all ages were 

ever, in their natural ſtate, moſt heavy and lumpith ; 
but on the leaſt application of heat, they ran like 
led. which of all metals falls quickeſt into fuſion. 

"Whereas fire in a Genius is truly Promethean, it 
hurts not its conſtituent parts, but only fits it (as it 
does well-tempered ſteel) for the neceſſary impreſ- 


ſions of art. But the common people have been : | fe | 
Ver. 28. unbar the gates of Light, An Hemi- 


taught (I do not know on what foundation) to re- 
' gard Lunacy as « mark of Wit, juſt as the Turks 
and our modern Methodiſts do of Holineſs. But 
if the cauſe of Madneſs aſſigned by a great Philo- 
pher be true, it will unavoidably fall upon the 
- dunces. He ſuppoſes it to be the dwelling over long 
on one object or idea: New as this attention is oc 
caſioned either by Grief or Study, it will be fixed 


comprehend what it ſeeks, nor force and vigour 


Iss the Accidence : A rare 
—_— 


Thick as the ttars of night, or morning deus, 
. RMA ARG. 
Ver. 19. Taylor,] John Taylor the Water-poet, 


an honeiſt man, who owns he learned not fo much 
example of modeſty in a 


I muſt confeſs 1 do want eloquence, | 


% And never ſcarce did learn my Accidence: 
6 For having got from poſſum to poſſet, 


wrote fourſcore books in the Reign of James l. 


ee 
<= 


Shadwell toolc Opium for many years; and died 
too large a doſe, in the year 1692. | 
Ver, 24. Old Bavius lits,] Bavius was an ancient 
Poet, celebrated by Virgil for the like cauſes as 
Bays dy our author, though not in ſo Chriſtian- 
like a manner: For heatheniſhly it is declared by 


whereas we have often had vuccafion to obſer ve our 
 Poet's great 


IMITATION, 


| Remanxs. 


© 


ters for any body — The allegory of the fouls of 
the dell coming forth in the form of books, dre ſſed 
in calf's leather, and being let abroad in vaſt aum · 
bers by BeokſcUer?, is ſufficiently intelligible. 


enough to divert the imagination from the object it 


26 


Where Brown fand Meers unbar the gates of Light, 


6 I there was gravel'd, could no farther get.” · 


Charles I. and afterwards (like Edward Waid) 
Ale-houſe in Long-Are, He died in 


Virgil of Bavius, that he ought to be hated and de- 
teſted for his evii works; Qui Bavium non odit; 


SCRIBL. 


Ver. 28. Brown and Meers] Bookſellers, prin- 


—— — = 


——ů— —— ——— ——öü 
: — —ͤ—— 


* 
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* 
„ 


; pears, 
By his broad ſhoulders known, 


cc Lady, &c 8 
5 thy Gentleman was guilty of no offence but For- 
|  gery, proved in open Court.) But it is evident, | 
this verſe could not be meant of him; it being ro- 


Welſted, have 
fumbled at it, and wondered how an error fo mani - 


(happily) a ſtranger to the Pillory. 
pany Mr. THROBAL a, partly senig=. 
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As thick as bees oꝰer vernal bloſſoms fly, 
As thick as eggs at Ward and Pillory. 

* Wondering he gas d: When lo! a Sage ap- 
| 35 


and length of ears, 
Known by the band and ſuit which Settle wore 


| (His only RE aaa etna 


 Reyncants. 


Ver. 34. Ward in Pillory. 
Hackney, Eſq. Member of 


iament, being con 


victed of forgery, was firſt expelled the Houſe, 
and then ſentenced to the Pillory on the 17th of 
February 1727. Mr. Curll (having likewiſe ſtood 
there) looks upon the mention of ſuch a Gentleman 


in a ſatire, as a great act of barbarity, Key to the 
Dunc. 3d Edit p- 16. And another author rea- 
Jens thus upon it. Durgen, Svo. p. 11, 12. 
© How unworthy is it of Chriſtian Charity to ani- 
ec mate the rabble to abuſe a worthy man in ſuch a 
4 ſituation? What could move the Poet thus to 
<< mention a brave ſufferer, » gallant priſoner, «x- 


44 poſed to the view of all mankind ! It was laying 
4 aſide his Senſes, it was committing a Crime fo- 
„ which the Law is deficient not to puniſh him! 


te nay, a Crime which man can ſcarce forgive. 


4 or Time efface! nothing ſurely could have in- 


% duced him | to it but being bribed by a grew 
„ (to whom this brave, honeſt, wor 


torious, that no Fggs were thrown at that Gentle- 


man. Perhaps therefore it might be intended 


of Mr. Rdward Ward the Poet, when he ſtood 
| = 


er. 36. and length of ears, This is 2 ſophitti- 


Ly reading. I think I may venture to affirm all 
the Copyiſts are miſtaken here: I believe 1 may 


ſay the ſame of the Critics 4 Dennis, Oldmixon, 
paſſed it in filence. I have alſo 


feſt could eſcape ſuch accurate perſons. I dare aſ- 


ſert, it proceeded originally from the inadvertenc y 
of ſame Tranſcriber, whoſe head ran on the Pil- 


Jory, mentioned two lines before; it is therefore 


amazing that Mr. Curll himſelf ſhould overlook 


it! Vet that Scholiaſt takes not the leaſt notice 


hereof. That the learned Miſt alſo read it thus, 


is plain from his ranging this paſſage among thoſe 


in which our author was blamed for perſonal Satire | 


en a Man's face (whereof doubtleſs he might take 


the ear to be a part z) ſo likewiſe Concanen, Ralph 


the Flying Poſt, and all the herd of Commen- 
taturs.— Tota armenta | 


ſequuntur. 
A very little ſagacity (which all theſe aoactemen 


| | therefore wanted) will ae. 9 
me Poet thus: 


"By e 


See how eaſy 2 change; of one ſingle letter! That 


Mr. Settle was old, is moſt certain; but he was 


You. VI. 


John Ward of 


457 
An as the veſt, ae | 
Old in new tate, anuther yet the fame. — > 
Blind and familiar as in life, begun 
Thus the great Father to the gyeater Son: 
Oh born to ſee what none can ſee awake} 
\ Behold the wonders of tu' Oblivious Lake. 
Thou. yet unborn, haſt touch'd this ſacred ſhare 3 
Che hand of Bavius drench'd thee o'er and o'er. 4s 
'ut blind co former, as to uture fate, | 
What mortal knows his pre · ex ĩſtent tate ? 
Nho knows how long thy tranſmigrating foul 
Might from Bevtian to Bœotian roll! 
How many Dutchmen ſhe vouchſaf d to thrid ? 
H w many ſtages through old Monks the rid? 
And all who Grew, in wild benighted days, 
| Mix'd the Owl's ivy with the Poet*s bays. 
As man's meanders to the vital ſpring | 58 
| Roll Ii their tides, then back their circles bri | 
Or whirlizigs, twirl'd round by iKilful ſwain, 
| Suck the thread in then yield ic out again: 
All nunſenſe thus, of old or madern date, | 
Sh ll, in the centre, from thee circulate. by 
For this, our Queen unfulds ts viſion true | 
Thy mencal eye, for thou haſt much to view: 
Old ſcenes of glory, times long catt behind, 
Shall, firtt recall'd, ruſh forwa:d to thy minds 
Then ftretch thy fight o'er all her rifing reign, 65 
7 A 


Reman K9. 


ver. 37 — Elk. Settle | was once a 
Writer in vogue as well as C:bber. both for Dra- 
matic Poetry and Politic. Mr. Dennis tells us, 
that he wis a for idable rival to Mr. Dry den, 
and that in the Un verfiry of Cambridge dere 
«© were thoſe who geve h.m the preference.“ 
Mr. Welſted goes y:t farther | in his behal?: Poor 
Settle wis formerly che Mighty rival of Dryden; 
„ nay, for many years, bore his reputation above 
„% him.” Pref. to his Poems, $vo. p. 31. And 
© Mr. Milbourne cried out, How little was Dryden 
% able, even when his blood run high, to defend 
« himſelf againſt Mr. Settle 3'* Notes on Dryd. 
Virg. p. 175. Theſe are comfortable opinions 3 
and no wonder ſome 2uthors indulge them. 

He was author and publiſher of many noted 
| pamphlets in the time of King Charles II. He 
anſwered all Dryden's political poems! and being 
cried up on one fide, ſucceeded not a little in his 
Tragedy of the Empreſs of Morocco [che fe that | 
was ever printed with cuts. ] Upon this he grew 
„ infolent, the Wits writ 2gainſt his Play, ha 
„ replied, and the Town judged he had the bet= 
„ ter. In thort, Settle was then thought a very 
4 formidable rival to Mr. Dryden; ani not only 
«© the Town but the Univerfity of Cambridge was 
« divided which to prefer; and in both places the 
<6 younger fort inclined to Elkanab.” Dennis, Pret. 
to Rem. on Hom. 

Ver. 80. Might from Baotian, &c.] Baotia lay 
under the ridicule of the Wits formerly, as Ireland 
does now ; though it produced one of the greateſt 


4. Poets and one of the greateiꝭ Generals of Greoce: 
This nete 

| bs at Hort 
El 
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Aſcend this hill, whoſe cloudy point commands. 
Bir boundleſs empire over ſeas and lands. | 
Sec, round the Pcles where keener ſpangles ſhine, 
Where ſpices ſmoke beneath the burning Line, 70 
(Earth's wide extremes) her ſable flag diſplay'd, 

And all the nations cover'd in her ſhade! 
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* grey- hair 'd Synods ies beoks unread, 
And Bacon trembling for his brazen head. 


And even th' Antipodes Virgilius mourn. 
See, the Cirque falls, th* unpillar'd Temple nods, 
Streets pav'd with Heroes, Tyber choak's with Gods; 


5 ar eaſtward caſt thine eye, from whence the Sun Till Peter's keys ſome chriſten'd Jove adorn, 


nd ortent Science their bright courſe begun: 
One god-like Monarch all that pride confounds, 75 


He, whoſe long Wall the wandering Tartar bounds; | 


| Pieavens! what a pile! whole ages periſh there, 
And one bright blaze turns Learning into ar. 
Thence to the ſouth extend thy gladden'd eyes; 

There rival flames with equal glory riſe, 
From ſhelves to ſhelves ſee greedy Vulcan roll, 
And lick up all their Phyſic of the Soul. 

= How little, mark ! that portion of the ball, 
Where, faint at beſt, the beams of Science fall : 


Soon as they dawn, from Hypetborean ſkies 85 


Embody'd dark, what clouds of Vandals riſe ! 


Tol where Meceotis ſleeps, and hardly flows 
The freezing 'Tanais through a watte of ſnows, 


The North by myriads pours her mighty ſons, 


Great nurſo of Goths, of Alans, and of Hee? 90 


See Alaric's ſtern port? the martial frame 
Of Genſeric ; and Attila's dread name! 
See, the bold Oftrogoths on Latium fall; 
See, the fierce Vitigaths on Spain and Gaul! 


See, where the morning gild: the palmy ſhore 95 | 
[The foil that arts and infant letters bore) 


His conquering tribes th* Arabian prophet FREY 


And ſaving Ignorance enthrones by Laws. 


See Chriſtians, Jews, one heavy Sabbath keep, 


And all the Weſtern worl believe and fleep. 1co | 


Lol Rome herſelf, proud miſtreſs now no more 
| Of arts, but thundering againſt heathen lore z 5 


Reman. | 
_ - Mw 75. Chi Ho-am ti Emperor of Chins, the 
Tame who built the great wall between China and 


Tuatary, deſtroyed all the books and learned men of 


thar empire. 
Ver. 81, 82. The Caliph, Omar I. having con- 


5 quered Egypt, cauſed his General to burn the Ptolo- | 
 mzan Library, on the gates of which was this In- 


| Cription, PTXHE IATPEION, the Phyſic of the 


Soul. 


. 96. {The foil that arts and infant letters 
| bore)] Pheenicia, Syria, &c. where Letters are ſaid 
to have been invented. In theſe countries Mahomet 


\ began his conqueſts. 


Ver. 102. thundering againſt heathen lore 1 A 


rong inſtance of this pious f̃age is placed to Pope 
| Gregory's account John of Saliſbury gives a very 


add encomium of this Pope, at the ſame time that he 


—_— þ 3 


| And Pan to Moſes lends his pg n horn; 110 


Set. graceleſs Venus to a Virgin turn'd, 

& Phidias broken, and Apelles burn d. 
ZBehold yon” Iſle, by Palmers, Pilgrims trod, 
Men bearded, bald, cowl d; uncowl d, ſhud, un ſhod. 
Peel'd; pateh'd, and pyebald, linſey-volſey brothers, 
Grave Mummers! ſleeveleſs ſome, and ſhirtleſs others. 
That one was Britain——Happy ! had ſhe ſeen 

No fiercer ſons, had Eafter never been. 
In peace, great Goddeſs, ever be ador d; 


Thus vifit not thy own ! on this bleſt age 
Oh ſpread thy Influence, but reſtrain thy Rage. 
And ſee, my ſon! the hour is on its way, 


I That lifts our Goddeſs to impetial ſway ; | 
This favourite Iſle, long ſever'd from her reign, 12 8 


Dave - lilce ſhe gathers to her wings again. 
Now look throu weh Fate! behold the ſcene ſhe draws! 


1 xs. 


explaining the Poets; becauſe (ſays this Pope) In 
* uno ſe ore cum Joris laudibus Chriſti laudes non 


«© pis canere quod nec Laico religioſo conveniat, ipſe 
«© conſidera. He is ſaid, among the reſt, to have 
burned Livy ; ©* Quia in ſuperſtitionibus et ſacris 
% Romanorum perpetuo verſatur.“ 


the noble monuments of the old Roman mani ficence 
to be deſtroyed, leſt thoſe who come to Rome ſhould 
give more attention to Triumphal Arc hes, &c. than 
to holy things. Bayle, Dict. 

Ver. 109. Till Peter's keys ſome chriſten'd Jove 


Antiquity out of rage, than theſe out of devotion. 


verting them to Churches; and ſome of the Statues, 
by modifying them into images of Saints, In much 


„ 


mentions one of the ſtrongeſt eſlects of this exceſs of | ot Holofernes. 


_ neal in him: Doctor ſanctiſſimus ile Gregorius, 


cc ebriavit eccleſiam; non modo Matheſin juſſit ab 
«6.;aula, fed, ut traditur a' majoribus, incendio dedit 
1 probatz lectionis ſcripta, Palatinus quæcunque 
. tenebat Apollo.“ And in another place: Fer- 


Ver. 117, 118. Happy! had Eaſter never been] 1 
60 qui melles prædieationis imbre totam rigavit et iu- Wars in England anciently, about the right time of 


| celebrating Eaſter. 


Ver. 126. Dove like, the gathers] This is fulfill 
| cd in the fourth book. 


Ver. 128. What aids, what armies to aſſert her 


4 tur beatus Gregorius bibliothecam combuſſiſſe cauſe l] i. e. Of Poets, Antiquaries, Critics, Di- 


« gentilem ; quo diving paginæ gratior eſſet locus, 


„ etimajor anthoritas, etdiligentia ftudioftor;** De- 


fiderius, Archbiſhop of Vienna, was ſharply reproy 


vines, Freethinkers. But as this Revolution is only 


Padua, with fighs, beholds her Livy burn, 103 


How keen the war, if Dulneſs draw the Send! 120 | 


by him for teaching Grammer and 8 and 


% capiunt : Et quam grave refandumque fit Epiſco- 


The ſame Pope 
I is accuſed by Voſſius, and others, of having caufed 


adorn, ] After the government of Rome devolved to 
the Papes, their zeal was for ſome time exerted in 
demoliſhing the heathen Temples and Statves, ſo 
that the Goths ſcarce deſtroyed more monuments of 


At length they ſpared ſome of the Temples, by con- 


later times, it was thought neeeſſary to charge the 
ſtatues of Apollo and Pallas, on the tomb of Sanna- 
4 zarius, into David ard Judith; the Lyre eaſily be- 
| came a Harp, and the Gorgon's head turned to that 


here ſet ons foot by the'firſt of theſe Claſſes, the Poet, 
A they only are here particularly — and tbey 


SD 


POPE*'s 


See all her pregeny, illuſtrious ſight! | 
Bello, and count them, as they riſe to light. 130 
As Berecyathi, while ber offspring 
In homage to the Mother of the ſky, | 
Surveys around her, in the bleſt avoce, | 
An hundred fons, and every fon a God: 
Not with leſs glory mighty Dulneſs crawn'd 
Shall take through Gtubſtreet her triumphant 
And, her Parnallus glancing o'er at once, 
| Behold an hundred tens, and each a Dunce. 
Mark firſt that youth who takes the foremoſt place, 
And thruſts his perſon full into your face. 140 
With all thy Father's virtues bleſt, be born! 
And a new Cibber ſhall the ſtage adorn. | 
A ſecund ſce, by meeker manners known, 
And modeſt as the maid that fips alon- ; 
From the ftrong fate of drams if thou get free, 145 
Another D'Urfey, Ward! ſhall fing in thee. 


135 
round; 


T hee ſhall each Alehouſe, thee each Gillhouſe mourn, | 


And anſwering Gin-ſhops ſourer ſighs return. 
2 the ſcourze of Grammar, mark with awe; 
Nor leſs revere him, blunderbuſs of Law. 150 


RyMARKs. 


only properly fall under the Care and Review of 
this Collegue of Dulneſs, the kaureat. The others, 
| who finiſn the great work, are reſerved for the 
fourth book, where the Goddeſs herſelf appears in 
full glory. „ 6 

Ver. 149. Jacob, the ſcourge of Grammar, mark 
with awe ;] ** This Gentleman is fon of a conſide- 
« rable Maſter of Romſey in Southamptonfhire, 
„ and bred to the Law under a very eminent At- 
& torney: Who, between his more laborious ſtudies, 
„ has diverted himſelf with Poetry. He is a great 


44 caſioned hira to try his genius that way—He has 


«« writ in proſe the Lives of the Poets, Eſſays, and | 


4 a great many Law books, The Accompliſhed 
% Conveyancer, Modern Juſtice, &c. GIL ES Ja- 


| The Pindars and the Miltons of a Curll. 


| Parliament. Of this 
44 admirer of Poets and their works, which has oc- | : 
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| Lo, P—p—le's brow, tremenddous to the town, 


 Herneck's fierce eye, and Roome's funereal Fron. 
Lo fneering Goode, half malice and half whim, 

A Friend in glee, ridiculuuſly grim. 

Each Cygnet ſweet, of Bath and Tunbridge race, 153 
Whoſe tuneful whittling makes the waters paſs : 
Fach Songiter, Riddler, every nameleſs name, 

Ad crowd, who toremoſt ſhall be damn'd to Fame. 
Some itrain in rhyme ; the Muſes, on their racks, 
Scream like the winding of ten thouſand jacks; 160 
Some, tree from rhyme or reaſon, rule or check, | 
| Break Priſcian's head, and Pegaſus's neck; 
Down, down the lacum, with impetuous whirl, | 
Silence, ye Wolves! while Ralph to Cynthia Wt 
And makes Night hideous—Anſwer him, ye Owls ! 


RERMAARK S. 


hence, gentle reader! thou may'ſt beware, when 
thou give ſt thy money to ſuch Authors, not to flat - 
ter thyſelf that thy motives are Good - nature, ar 
Charity. | | F : 
Ver. 152. Horneck and Roome J. Theſe two 
were virulent Party- writers, worthily coupled toge- 
ther, and one would think prophetically, fince, after 


the publiſhing of this piece, the former dying, the 


latter ſucceeded him in Honour and Employment. 


The firſt was Philip Horneck, Author of a Billingf- 


gate Paper called The High German Doctor. Ed- 
ward Roome was fon of an Undertaker for Funerals 
in Fleetſtreet, and writ ſame of the papers called 
Paſquin, where by malicious Inuendoes, he endea- 
voured to repreſent our Authur guilty of malevolent 
practices with a great man then under proſecution of 
man was made the following 

Epigram: 5 | | 

«© Youaſk why Roume diverts you with his jokes, 
6 Yet if he writes, as dull as other folks! 

C You wdnder at it— This, Sir, is the caſe, 


cos of himſelf, Lives of the Poets, vol. i. Ne very 
groſsly, and unprovoked, abuſed in 


| Author's Friend, Mr. Gay. g 
SC T]7-_.< 
| ＋ the ſcourge of Grammar, mark with awe; 
No leſs revere him, blunderbuſs of Law.] 


There may ſeem forme error in theſe verſes, Mr. 


Jacob having proved our Author to have « Reſpect 


« The jeſt is loſt unleſs he prints his face.” 


| Pte was the author of ſome vile Plays and Pum- 
Iphlets. He publiſtzed abuſes on our author in a Pa- 
j per ca led the Prompter. | 885 | 


Ver. 153. Goode,] an ill-natured Critic, who 


| writ a ſatire on ou: Auther, called The mock ZElop, 


and many anonymous Libe:s in News- papers for 


Whoſe tuneful whiſtling makes the 


for him, b+ this undeniable argument. He had! waters pals:] There wer: ſeveral ſucceſſiuns of 


cc once 2 Regard tor my ſudgment, otherwiſe he ' 
c never would have ſubſcribed two Guineas to me, ; 
2 Letter to 


% for one ſmall bock in ctv.“ 


Dennis, printed in Dennis's Remark; on the Dun- 


_ Clad, p. 49. Therefore I ſhould tlunk the appella- general. 
tion of Blunderbuſs to Mr. Jacob, like that of 


Thunderbolt to Scipio, was meant in his honour. 
Mr. Dennis argues the ſame wiy. My writ- 


4 ings having made great impreſſion on the minds of 


6c all ſenſible men, Mr. P. repemied, and to give 
e proof of his Repentance, ſubicribed to my two 
«© Volumes of Letters.” Ibid. p. $0. We thoutd 
hence believe, the Name of Mr. Dennis hath alſo 
crept into this poem by ſome miſtake. But from 


theſe ſorts of minor poets at Tunbridge, Bath, &c. 
ſinging the praiſe of che Annuals flouriſhing for that 
ſeaſon; whole naraes indeed would be nameleſs, and 

therefore the Poet ſlurs them over with others in 


Ver. 165. Ralph] James Ralph, a name inſerted 
after the firt editions, not known to our author it 
he writ a ſwearing piece called dawney, very abulve 
of Dr. Swift, Mr. Gay, aud himſelf Theſe lines 
allude to a thing of his, inticled Night, a Poem. 


This low writer attended his own works with pane- 


gyrics in the Journals, and once in particular praiſe1 
hiralelf highly above Mr. Adlifon, ia wretched. re- 
marks upon that Author's Account of sli Po 
— i 


468 


Senſe. ſpeech, and menſure, living tor gues and dead, | 
Let all give way,—ond Morris may be read. 
Flow, Welſted, flow ? Ike thine inſpirer, Beer; 
Though tile, not ripe; though thin, yet never clear, 
So ſweetly mawkiſh, and fo ſmoothly dull; 17: 
zady, not ſtrong; o erflowing, though not full. 
Ab Dennis! Gildon ah! what ill-&rr'd rage | 
Divid 2 fri lühi long 7 m'd by age ? | 


RunManks. 


printed in 2 London Journal, Sept. 1728. He was 
wholly illiterate, and knew no language, not ever: 
French, Being adviſed to read the rules of drama- 
tic poetry before he began a play, he ſmiled and re- 
plied, © Shakefpeire writ without rules. He end- 
ed at laſt in the common fink of all ſuch writers, a 
Political News-paper, to which he was recommended 


dr his friend Arnal, and received a ſmall pittance for | 


us, 168. Morris,] Peſilee]. See Book ii. 
Ver. 169. Flow, Welſted, &c.] Of this author 
fee the Remark on Book ii. v. 209. But {to be 
| Imprtial) add to it the following different character 
bf him: 3 
Mr. Welſted had, in his youth, raiſed fo great 
expectations of his future genius, that there was a 
kind of firuggle between the moſt eminent of the 
two Univerſities, which ſhould have the honeur of 


| His education. To compound this he (civilly) be- 


eame 2 member of both, and after having peſſed ſome 
time at the one, he removed to the other. 
thence he returned to town, where he became the 
darling Expectation of all the police Writers, whoſe 


encouragement he acknowledg:d in his occaſional | 


poems, in a marner that will make no ſmall part of 
the Fame of his protectors. It alſo appears from his 
Works, that he was happy in the patron-ge of the 
_ moſt illuſtrious characters of the preſent age En- 


Fo  eourazed by ſuch a Combination in his favour. he 


Publiſhed a book of poems, ſame in the Ovidian, 
ſome in the Horatian manner; in both which the 
maſt Ex quiſite Judges pronounce he even rivalled 
bis maſtes—1 Als He · verſes have reſcued that way 
e writing from contempt In his tranflations, he 
| has given us the very foul a:d ſpirit of his author. 
His Od. —his Epiſtle—ht> Vertes—his Love-tale— 
all, are the moſt perfect things in all poetry. WEIL. 
87D of himſelf, Char. of the Times, $vo, 1728, 

Page 23, 24. It ſhould not be forgot for his ho- 


nour, that he received at one time the ſum of five 


hundred pr unds for ſecret ſervice, among the other 

excellent au'hors hired to write anonymoufly for the 
| Miniſtry. See Report of the Secret Committee, &c. 
> | 
Ver. 173. Ah Dennis! Gildon ah] Theſe men 
became the public ſcorn by a mere mittake of their 
talents. They wculd needs turn critics of their own 
_ 'country writers (juſt as Ariſtotle and Longinus did of 
theirs), and diſcourſe upon the beauties and defects of 


How parts relate to parts, and they to whole 
1 he Body's harmony, the beaming Soul. 


—. 


From 


POPE's POEMS 0 
\Blockhexds with reaſon wicked wits abher, 178 


Bat fool with fool is barbarous civil war. | 
Embrace, embrace, my fons! be foes no more] 
Nor glad vile Poets with true Critics gore. | 

Behold yon Pair, in ſtrict embraces join's ; 
H like in manners, and how like in mind; 
Equal in wit, and cqually polite, 


Shall this a Paſquin, that a Grumbler write; 


 Rymanns. 


Whereas had they followed the Ex1mple of thoſe 


m'croſcopes of wit, Kuſter, Burman, and their fol- 
owers, in verbal criticiſm on the learned Languages, 
cheir acuteneſs and induſtry might have raiſed them a 
name equal to the moſt famous of the Scholiaſts. 
We cannot therefore but lament the late Apoſtaſy of 
the Prebendary of Rocheſter, who beginnirg in fo 
good a train, has now turned ſhort to write com- 
ments on the Frx E-s1D E, and Dx Aus upon Shake- 
ſpeare; where we find the ſpirit of Oldmixon, Gil- 
don, and Dennis, all revived in his belaboured ob- 
ſervations. | | ScRIBL. 
Here Scriblerus, in this affair of the Fin z-s:1Dz, 
I wart thy uſual candour. It is tiue Mr. Upton did 
write notes upon it, but wsth all the honour and 
good faith in the world. He took it to be a Pane- 
| gyric on his Patron, This it is to have to do with 
wits 3 a commerce unwerthy a Scholiaſt of fo ſolid 
learning. EL EST 5 
Ver. 173. Ah, Dennis, &c.] The reader, who 
has ſeen, through the courſe of theſe notes, what 2 
conſtant attendance Mr. Dennis pid to our Author 
and all his works, may perhaps wonder he ſhould bs 
mentioned but twice, and fo ſlightly touched, in this 
poem. Bur in truth he looked upon him with fome 
eſteem, for having (more generouſl. than all the reſt} 
ſet his name to ſuch writings. He was alſo a very 
old man at this time. By his own account of him- 
ſelf in Mr. Jacob's Lives, he muſt have been above 
threeſcore, and happily lived many years after. So 


all our Pets enjoyed the longeſt bodily life. 


| Ver. 179. Behold yon pair, &c.] One of theſe 


was Author of a weekly paper called The Grumbler, 
as the other was concerned in another called Paſquin, 


Buckingham, and Biſhop of Rocheſter. They alfo 
joined in a piece againſ his firſt undertaking to tran- 


[Nate the Ilzad, intituled, Homerides, by Sir Iliad | 


Doggrel, printed 1715. 

Of the other works of theſe Gentlemen the world 
has heard no more, than it would of Mr. Pope's, 
had their united laudable endeavours diſcouraged 
him from purſuing his ftudies. How few good 
works had ever appeared ( fince men of true meris 
are always the leaſt preſuming) had there been al- 
ways ſuch champions to ſtifle them in their concep- 
tion? And were it not better for the public, that 2 
million of monſters ſhould come into the world, 
which are ſure to die as ſoon as barn, than that 
the ſerpents ſhould ſtrangle one Hercules in his 


The union of theſe two 


4} this Epigram ; 


Cradle ? 
authors gave oc caſioa to 


chat he was ſenior to Mr. D' Urfey, who hitherto of 


in which Mr. Pope was abuſed with the Duke of 


POPE's 


Like all their merits, like rewards they ſhare, 

That ſhin-s a Conſul, this Commiſſianer. 

| Rut whois he; in cloſet cloſe y-pent, 
If ſober face, with learned duſt befprent ?”* 

Right well mine eyes arede the myſter wight, 

On parchment ſcraps y- fed, and Wormius hight., 

To future ages may thy dulnefs laſt, 

As thou preſerv'tt the dul1ets of the paſt ! 

There, dim in cloud, the pot ing Scholiaſts mark, 

Wits, who, like owls, fe only in the dark, 

A Lumberhouſe of buuks in every head, 

For ever reading, never to be read ! 


But, where each Science lifts its modern type, 295 


Hiſtory her Pot, Divinity her Pipe, 
While proud Phi oſophy repines to ſhow, 
Di huneſt 5gh:-! his breeches rent below; 
Imbrown'd with native bronze, lo! Henley ſtands, 
Tuning his — and 8 his hands. _ 300 


 Ryncanns. : 


* Burnet and Ducket, friends in ſpite, 
« Came hiſſing out in verſe ; 
6 nens 
4 30 dull, each hang an - 
„ Thus Amphiſbœna (I have read) 
. « At either end aſſails; 
«© None knows which leads or which is led, 
For both heads are but Tails,” 


Afr mas Sie of Ob rote: fs ace 
| thought fir to omit the names of theſe two perfons, he 
whoſe injury to him was of ſo old a date. 
Ver. 184 That ſhines a Conſul. this Commiſ- 
oer. } Such places were given at this time to ſuch 
fort of Writers. 
Ver. 187. myſter wight,] Uncouth mortal. 
Ver. 188. Wormiu. high. ] Let not this name, 
purely fitirious, be conceited to mean the learned 
Olaus Wormius; much leſs (as it wis unwarrant- 
_ ably fviſted into the ſurreptitious editions) our own 
Antiquary Mr. J homas Hearne, who had no way 
aggrieved our Poet, but on the contrary publiſhed 


190 


' 


| 


| 


many curious tracts which he hath to his great con- 


tentment peruſed. 

Ver, 192. Wits, who, like owls, 90 Theſe 

few lines ex ctly deſcribe the right verbal critic : the 

| Garker his author is, the better he is pleaſed; like 

the famous Quack Doctor, who put up in his bills, 

| he delighted in matters of difficulty. Somebody ſaid 

well of theſe men, that their heads were libraries out 

of order. 

d 299- lo! Henley ſtands, &c.] J. Henley 
the Orator; he preached on the Sundays upon 


Theological matters, and on the Wedneſdays upon 


all other ſciences. Each auditor paid one ſhilling. 
He declair.ed ſome years againſt the greateſt perſons, 
and occafion?1ly did our author that honour. Wxr- 

' TED, in Orato:y Tranſactions, N. 1. publiſhed by 


Henley himſelf, gives the following account of him: 


« He was born at Melton Mowbray in Leiceſter- 
s ſhire. From his own Pariſh fchuol he went to 
4 St. John's College in Cambridge. He began 
« there to be anezſy ; for it ſhocked him to find he 
« was commanded to believe againſt his own judg- 


. 6 


% New 
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How fluent nonſenſe trickles from his tongue ! 
How ſweet the periods, neither ſaid, nor ſung 


46s 


189 Still break the benches, Heniey ! with thy Aran,. 


While Sherlock, Hare, and Gibſon, preach in vain. 
On great Reſtorer of the good old Stage, 205 
| Preacher at once, and Zany of thy age ! 

Oh worthy thou of Egypt's wiſe abodes, 

A decent prieſt, where monkeys were the gods! 

But Fate with Butchers plac d thy pfieſtly tall, 
Mek modern faith to murder, hack, and mawl; 210 
And bade thee live, to crown Britannia's praiſe, | 
In Toland's, Tindal's, and in Woolſton's days. 


RuMants. 


ec his genius leading lim freely to diſpute all propo= 


fi ons, and call all points to account, he was impa- 


cc tient under thoſe fetters of the free · born mind. 


«© Being admitted to Prieſt's orders, he found the 

ec examination very ſhort and ſuperficial, and that it 

| *© was not neceſſary to conform to the Chriſtian r li- 
4 gion, in order either to Deaconſhip or Prieſthood. 


He came to town, and, after having for ſome years 


| been a writer for Bookſellers, he had an ambition te 


be ſo for Miniſters of State. The only reaſon he 


| did not riſe in the Church, we are told, 2 — 


tc envy of others, and a diſreliſh entertained of him, 
a becauſe he was not. qualified to be # complete 
£ Spaniel. However, he offered the ſervice of 


dis pen to two great men, of opinions and intereſts 


2 oppoſite; by both of whom being rejected, 
2 a new Project, and ſtyled himſelf the Re- 
ancient Eloquence. He thought it aw 
66 geo to tak: a licence from the King and Par- 
«© liament in one place as another; — 
© as at Doctor's Commons; ſo ſet up his I 
-market, Butcher-row. There (ſays his I 
friend) he had the aſſurance to form a plan, chick 
«© no mortal ever thought of; he had ſucceſs againſt 
4 all oppoſition; challenged his adverſaries to fair 
_ © diſputations, and none would diſpute with him; 
& writ, read, and ſtudied twelve hours a day; come 
& poſed three diſſertations a week on all ſubjects 3 
& undertook. to te ach in one year what ſchools and 
C univerſities teach in five; was not terrified by 
© menaces, inſults, or ſatires, but till proceeded, 
c 
& and all that in danger.” WzLsTzD, Narra- 
tive in Orat. Tranſact. N. 1. 5 
Atter having ſtood ſome Proſecutions, he turned 
his rhetoric to buffoonery upon all public and pri- 
vate occurrences All this paſſed in the ſame room; 
where ſometimes he broke jeſts, and ſometimes that 
bread which he called the Primitive Euchariſt — _ 
This wonderful perſon ſtruck Medals, which he 
diſperſed as Tickets to his ſubſcribers : the device a 
ſtar riſing to the meridian, with this motto, a» 
SVMMA; and below, INVENLIAM VIAM AVT FA- 
clam. This man had an hundred pounds 2 year 
given him for the ſecret ſervice of a weekly paper of 
unintelligible nonſ-nſe, called the Hyp-Doctor. 85 
Ver. 204. Sherlock, Hare, Gibſon,] Biſhops of 


Satiibury, Chicheſter, and London; whoſe Sermons 


and Paſtoral Letters did honour to their country aß | 
wcll as ations. 


W meat in points — aha &:, tor 11 Ve. 212. 8 22d Wan. ſc Beak ii Tp 


matured his bold (cheme, and put the Church, 


462 POPE's 


Vet oh, my ſens, 2 father's words attend: | 
(So may the fates preſerve the years you lend) 
*[js yours, a Bacon or a Locke to blame, 
A Newton's genius, or a Milton's flame: 
But oh ! with One, immortal One, difpenſe, 
The Source of Newton's Light, of Bacon's Senſe. 
Content each Emanation of his fires 
That beams og earth, each Virtue he inſpires, 220 | 
Each Art he prompts, each Charm he can create, 
Whate'er he gives, are given for you to hats. 
Perſid, by all divine in Man vnav's, 
Eut, Leara, ye Duxces! not to ſcorn en 


215 


REMARKS. 


Tho. Woolfton was an impiaus madman, who wrote 
in a mott inſolent ſtyle ag ainſt the Miracles of the 

„Gospel, in the yezr 1726, &c. 

Ver. 213. Vet oh, my ſons, &c.] The caution 
again Blaſphemy here given by a departed Son of 
Dulneſs to his yet exifting brethren, is, as the Poet 
rightly intimates, not out of tenderneſs to the ears of 
| others, but their own. And fo we fee that when | 
that danger is removed, on the open eſtabliſhment of 
the Goddeſs in the fourth book, ſhe encourages her 
ſons, and they beg aſſiſtance to pollute che Source of } W 
Light ĩtſelf, with the ſame virulence they had before 

done the pureſt emanaticns from it. 

Ver. 215. "Tis yours, a Bacon or a Locke to blame, 
— A NzwTox*s genius, or a Milton's flame 3] 

_ Thankfully received, and freely uſed, is this graci- 
ous licence by the beloved diſciple of that Prince of 


Cabaliſtic dunces, the tremendous Hutchinſon. Hear 
with what honeſt plainneſs he treateth our great | 


_ Geometer. ** As to mathematical demonſtration | 
| «© (faith he) founded upon the proportions of lines 
4 and circles to each other, and the ringing of 
4 changes upon figures, theſe have no more to do 


with the greateſt part of philoſophy, than they | - 


44 have with the Man in the Moon. Indeed the 
| 6 Zeal for this fort of Gibberiſh [mathematical 
40 Principles] is greatly abated of late: and though 
404 it is now upwards of twenty years that the Dagon 
4 of modern 8 Sin Is AAc NEwToON, 
46 has lain with his face upon the ground before the 
4 Arkof God, Scripture philoſophy ; for ſo long | 
„ MosEts's PRINCIP1A bave been publiſhed ; and 
& c the Treatiſe of Power Eſſential and Mechanical, | 
. in whith Sir Iſaac Newton's Philoſophy is treated 
« with the uUTMosT Cox i EMPT, has been pub- | 


44 liſhed a dozen years; yet there is not one of the 


whole ſociety who hath had the Counace to at- 
* tempt to raiſe him up. 
The p! hitoſophical principles of Moſes afferted, &c. 
A 2. by Joris EAT, A. M. Chaplain to the | 
Right Honourable tne Earl of Harrington, London, 
144, of ava. SCE1BL. 
Ver. 224. But, „Learn ye Dunces! not to 
- F:orn your C08.” | The hardeſt leſſon a Dunce can 
learn. Fer being bred to ſcorn what he does not un- 
derſtand, that which he underſtands leaſt he will be 
apt to ſcorn moſt, Or which, to the diſgrace of all 
Government, and (in the Peet's opinion) even of that 
ef )i'LxESS herſelf, we have had a late exzmple in 
2 R intitled Phiic f-phical EPays concerning hu- 
| Bin) nen. 


And (@ let him lie.“ 


POEMS. 


. Thus he, fur then a ray of Reaſon ſtole 
Falf through the ſolid darlcneſs of his ſoul; 
But ſoon the cloud return d and thus the Sire ; 
See now, what Dulneſs and her Sons admire ! 

See what the charms, that ſmite the fimple heart 
Not touch'd by Nature, and not reach'd by Art. 230 
Es never-vluſhing head he turn'd aſide 


235 


And louke'd, and ſaw a ſable Sorcerer riſe, 

Swift to whoſe hand a winged volume flies: 

All ſudden, Gorgons hiſs, and Dragons glare, 235 

And ten-horn'd fiends and Giants ruſ to war. 

Hell riſes, Heaven deſcends, and dance on Earth: 

Gods, 1 imps, and monſters, muſic, rage, and mirth, 

A fire, u jig, a battle, and a ball, | 

Till one wide conflagration ſwallows all. 240 
'Thence a new world, to Nature's laws unknown, 


| Breaks out refulgent, with a heaven its own: 


Another Cynthia her new journey runs, 
And other planets cirele other ſuns. 
The foreſts dance, the rivers upward riſe, 
Whales ſport in wouds, and dolphins iu the flies; 
And laſt, to give the whole creation grace, 

Lo: one vaſt egg produces human race. 


wil oy fills his foul, joy innocent of thought; 


wrought ? 250 
Sen; what thou ſeelc'ſt is in thee ! Look and aud 
Each Monſter meets his likeneſs in thy mind. 
Vet would'ſt thou more! In yonder cloud behold, 
Whole ſarſenet ſkirts are edg'd with flamy gold, 


trouls 
Wings 88888 and the thunder rolls. | 
Angel of Dulneſs, ſent to ſcatter round wh, 
Her * charms o'er all unc laſſic bound: | 
| | | 
1 MAR x3. 


|. im 224.—not wo ſeorn your God. Þ* see this 
ſubject purſued in Book iv. 


« firſt victorĩous armies, could feel a greater tran- 
c ſport in their boſoms than I did in mina. | 
Ver. 233. a fable Sorcerer. 


| outdv each other for ſome years. All the extrava- 
gancies in the ſixteen lines following were introduced 
quality in England, to 
Ver. 237. Hell riſes, Heaven deſcends, and dance 


repreſented in Tibbald's Rape of Proferpine. 


Farces Harlequin is hatched upon the e; out of a 
LP eas. 
| | 


(Not half ſo pleas'd when Goedman propheſy d); 


245 


power, he cries, what pewer theſe wonders 


A matchleſs Youth! his nod theſe worlds con- 
238 


Ver. 232. (Not half fo pleas'd, when Goodman 
propheſy's. )] Mr. Cibber tells us, in his Life, p. 
149. that Goodman being at the rehearſal of a play, 
in which he had a part, clapped him on the ſhoul- 
der, and cried, ** 1f he does not make a good actor, 
6e Fil be d—d.—And (ſys Mr. Cibber) I make it 
«© a queſtion, whether Alexander himſelf, or Charles 
«© the twelfth of Sweden, when at the head of their 


Dr. Fauitus, the 
ſubſect of a ſet of Farces, which laſted in vogue two | 
or three ſeaſons, in which beth Playhouſes firove to 


on the Stage, and frequented by perſons of the firſt 
the twentieth and thirtieth 


on Earth:] This monſtrous abſurdity was actuallyxß 
Ver. 248. Lo! one vait Egg] In another of theſe 
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New wizards riſe; I ſee my Cibber there 
Booth in his cloudy tabernacle ſhrin d 


Unknown to thee ? Theſe winters are thy owu. 
Theſe Fate referv'd to grace ty reign dio: 325 75 


Far as loud Bow's ſtupendous bell: reſound ; : 
Though my own Aldermen confeir'd the bays, 


. of the foregoing abſuraities is verified by himſelf, in 
theſe words, (Life, chap. xv.) Then ſprung forth | 
that ſucceſſion of monſtrous medleys that have ſo 


his oi part in them, as follows: If I am aſked 
e why I aſſented? I have no better excuſe for my 


44 and had not virtue enough ta Gia Had Henry 
4 IV. of France a better for changing his R 


J was ftill in my heart, as much as he could be, 
ec on the fide of Truth and Senſe; but with this 


ſeems to be, 1. How the doing 4 thing againſt on2'r 
conſciencs is an exeuſe for it; 7 and zdly, It will * 


Senſe to quit their ſervice, unleis he can produce a | 


only. 


POPE” 3 


Von ftars, yon ſuns, he rears at pleafure higher, 


Iliumes their light, and ſets their flaches on fire. 250 


Irvnortal Rich! how calm he fits at eaſe . | 
Miaſt ſnows of paper, and fierce hail of peaſe; 
ad, proud his Mitrefs' orders to perform, 


POEMS. 


463 
Yet 15: in me what authors have to brag on! 23g 
Redus'd at laſt to hifs in my own dragon. 5 
Avert it, heaven; that thou my Cibber, e' er \ 
Shaulu'ſt Wag 2 ſerpent-rail | in Smithfield fair! 

Like the vile ſtraw that's blown about the ſtreets, 


Rides i in the whirbvind, and dite s the ſtorm. - ? 
But lo! to dar encounter in mitt : w F 


Þ 
LA — 


On grinning dragons thou ſhalt mount the wind. 
Dire is the conflict, diſmal is the din, 


The needy Poet ſticks to all he meets, 290 


{ Coach'd, carted, trod upon, now loofe, now raft, 


And caried off in ſome Dog's tail at laſt. © 
* ppier thy fortunes! like a rolling ſtone, 
. hv 0d) dulpets till ſhall lumber on, 

Fate in its heavineſs, hall never fray, 
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Here ſhouts. al! Drury, there all Lincoln's-inn; 275 
Contenoing Theatres our empire raiſe, 
Alike theic Iabours, and Ke their pra ſo. 

And are theſe wonders, Son, te thee ub Know? 


Foreſeen by me, but ah! withheld from mic. 
In Lud's old walls though long | rul'd, reno vn'd 


To me committing their eternal Praiſe, 
Their full-fed Heroes, their pacific Mayors, 
Their annual trophies, and their monthly wars: 
Though long my Party built on me their hopes, 
F or writing Vamphlets, and for roatting Popes ; 
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REMAP KS. 


| "__ 261. Immortal Rich 1] Mr. 4 Rich, 
| Maſter of the Thea:re Royal in Covent-Garden, was 
the firſt that excelled this way. 


Ver. 266. I ſee my Cibber there!] The hiffory 


long infeſted the ſtage, which aroſe upon one 
«<< another alternately at both houſe, out vying each 
« other in expence. He then proceeds to excuſe 


cc error than to confeſs Idid it againſt my conſcience, | 


Religion? 


& difference, that I had their leave to quit them 
% when they could not ſupport me. But let the 


* 


4. queſtion go which way it will, Harry IV has | 


« always been allowed 2 great man.” This miſt 
be confeſſed a full anſwer; only the queſtion ſtill 


hard to prove how he gut the leave of Truth and 


certificate that he ever was in it. 
Ver. 265, 267. Booth and Cibber were join: ma- 
nagers of the Theatre in Drury- lane. | 
Ver. 268. On grinning dragons thou ſhalt mount 
the wind.] In his Letter to Mr. P. Air. C. folzmn! v 
geclares this not to be literally true. We hape 
therefore the reader will underſtand it allegoricaliy 


Ver. 232. Annual trophies on the Lord Mayor's 


| To aid our cue, f 
Heul thou Galt ez, fer Fart s dur 12 ad ; 


it liek up every bluckhe:d inthe WAY. 

3 ;hall t Patriot, the» the Courtier taſte, 
Ar. every yeer be duller t!:.m the laſt, 

12 ud from de „753, to here, tu Court, 
Her t 5.2 jremetial ul als 15 !!. frac Loort. | 
Aircady Obere re ares the *. 

Tue ſure foce-rup er of er ger tile fray; 
Let her thy {© wc, ebene, au Dice, engrges 
be third mad peſſi , of thy e | 
Teach thou the warbling Pai; p nie © Pat, - 206 
And ſcream thy, ſ:: 5 a8 node der beer. 2 before! 
f Heav®n thou cum wot bend, 


* 
bre 
ale T7 Ne 


Ph 0 wich < Cato) thou £ wr His halt; * ns 
Ami link the Mourning Bride ta Proſerp: ne. 3 


REMARYKS, 


moſt Party-writers, was very uncertain in his poſi- 
tical principles. He was emplo-ed to hold the pen 
in the character of 4 popich ſucceſſur, but after werds 
printed his Narrative on the ther ſide. He had ma- 
n:g24 the ceremony of a frmus Pope-burning on 
Nov. 17, 1680; chen becime a truvper in King 
James's army, at Hounſlow-heath. After the R2-. 
| volution he kept a booth at Bartholonew- Für, where, 
in the &roll called St. George for England, he ace 
in Kis old age in a dr on of green lexker of his ow 1 
invention: he was at lat t ken into the Charter- 
houſe, and there died, aged ſicty years. 

Ver. 297. Thee hall the patriot, thee the Cour- = 
tier taſte, ] It ſtood in the firtt edition with the 
blanks, * * and . Concannen was ſure © they 
&© muſt needs mean no body but King GEORGE 
© and Queen C a and ſad he would in- 
e fiſt it was ſo, till © e poet cls :ared hi nſelf by 111 


& context, and conſiſtent with his allegiance.“ 
Pref. ta a Collection of — eſſays, letters, & c. 
aganſt Mr. P. printed for A. a. Voor, p. 6. | 
Ver. 305. P:ypheme) He traniated the Ibn | 
Op era af Polifemo; but unfortunate!y loft the winie | 
ett of the tor) - Thi Cyclops aſks Ulxifes bs 
„une, who tells him his name i, PNoman : Afer h. 3 
eyt is pat out, he roars ant calls the Brother Cpoions 
to his uid: They enquire. was has hurt ira? Cc 
| antwers Namen: whereupon they al! go awiy agi. 
Cur tggentiyuuns Trinfator made Cuys anfver, I 
dake no name; whereby 21! chat followed became un- 
intelllgihie. Hence ic 2npears : Mr. Cibber {wha 
values himſelf on tanleriuing 59 de Enoglith Tra nla- 
tin of H zmæer's I 49 ) had aot tit merit len te- 
ſpect c. dae VayBey, er ne e barg geen gat 


day: and monthly wars in the —_— round. 
Ver. 283, Though long my Ea. e, 1. 


inſt: du ge! in me Creeie Pungo.2zy. 
Ver 23, . Tau-“ „uta, c; | Names of 


c ing up the uni ; otherw iſe, agreeadly to the _ 


FR 


On Poets Tombs ſee Benſon's titles writ! 
Lo! Ambroſe Philips is preferr'd for Wit 1 


above fifty 
London, laid the firſt ſtone of St. Paul's, and lived 
to finiſhit, had been diſplaced from his employment 
at the age of near ninety 


Grubftreet ! thy fall ſhould men and Gods conſpire, 
Thy Kage ſhall ſtand, enſure it but from Fire. 
Another Eſchylus appears! prepare | 

For new abortions, all ye pregnant fair! 

OG ITN. © Uno 258 
While opening Hell ſpouts wild-fire at your head. 
Now, Bavius, take the poppy from thy brow, 

And place it here ! here, all ye Heroes, bow 
This, this is he, foretold by ancient rhymes : 
'Th* Auguſtus born to bring Saturnian times. 326 
Signs following ſigns Jead on the mighty year, 


Zee! the dull ſtars ro'l round and re-appear. 
See, ſee, our own true Phebus wears thy bays ! 


Our Midas fits Lord Chancellor of Plays | Ty 
325 


| REMARKS, 


miſerable Farces, which it was the cuſtom to act at 
| the end of the beſt Tragedies, to ſpoil the digeſtion 
gef the audience. 


Ver. 312. enſure it but from Fire. ] In Tibbald's 


farce of Proſerpine, a corn field was ſet on fire: 


whereupon the other playhouſe had a barn burnt down 


for thi recreation of the ſpectators. I hey alſo ri- 
valled each otherin ſhewing the burnings of hell-fire, | 
In Dr. Fauſtus. | 


Ver. 313. Another ÆEſchylus appears I] Itis re- 


ported of ÆEſchylus, that when his tragedy of the 


uries was acted, the audience were fo terrified that 
the chileren fell into fits, and the big-bellied women 


„ miſcarried. 


a 1 


Ver. 325. On Poets Tombs ſee Benſon's titles 


vrit I] W—m Benſon (Surveyor of the Buildings to 
| his Majeſty K. George I.) gave in a report to the 
| Lords, that their houſe and the Painted-chamber ad- 


Joining were in immediate danger of falling. Where- 
upon the Lords met in a committee to appoint ſome 
other place to fit in, while the houſe ſhould be taken 


down. But it being propoſed to cauſe ſome other 
\ builders firſt to inſpe it, they found it ia very 


good ccndition. The Lords, upon this, were going 


upon an addreſs to the King againſt Benſon, for ſuch 


2 wiſrepreſentation ; but the earl of Sunderland, then 


| ſecretary, gave them an aſſurance that hie Majeſty 
would remove him, which was done accordingly. 
In favour of this man, the famous Sir Chriſtopher | 


Wren, who had been Architect to the Crown for 
who built moſt of the Churches in 


years. 
Ver. 326: Ambroſe Philips] “ He was (faith 


* Mr. Jacos) one of the wits at Button's, and a 
«c juſtice of the 


peace; But he hath fince met 


Vith higber preferment in Ireland: and a much 


| greater character we have of him in Mr, Gildon's 


Complete Art of Poetry, vol. i. p. 157. © Indeed 
«© he confeſſes, he dares not ſet him quite on the ſame 
4 foot with Virgil, leſt it ſhould ſeem flattery, but 


4 he is much miſtaken if poſterity does not afford 
« him a greater efteem than he at preſent enjoys. 


He endeavoured to create ſome miſunderſtanding be- 
tween our Author and Mr. Addiſon, whom alſo ſoon 
after he abyſcd a» much. Hig conſtant cry was, thas 


1 


| While 


POPE's POEMS. 


See under Ripley riſe 2new Whitebal, 
and Boyle's united labours fall: 
While Wren with ſorrow to the grave deſcends, 


Gay dies unpenſion'd with a hundred friends; 33 


| REMARES, 
Mr P. was an enemy to the government; and in 
particular he was the avowed autho of a report very 


 induftrioufly ſpread, that he had a hand in a party 
paper called the Examiner: A falſehood well known 
to thoſe yet living, who had the direction and publi- 
cation of it. | 5 TE 
Ver. 328. While * and Boyle's united la- 
bours fall:] At the time when this was writ- 
ten, the f Shouſe of Whitehall, the church 
and piazza of Covent - garden, and the palace and 
chapel of Somerſet houſe, the works of the famous 
Inigo Jones, had been for many years ſo negleCfted, 
as to be in danger of ruin. The portico of Covent. 
girden church had been juſt then reſtored and beau- 
tified at the expence of the Earl of Burlington: who, 
at the ſame time, by hi publication of the deſigns 
of that great Maſter and Palladio, as well as by many 
noble buildings of his own, revived the true taſte of 
Arehitecture in this Kingdom. "FF 
Ver. 330. Gay dies unpenſion d, &c.] See Mr. 
Gay's fable of the Hare and many Friends. This 
gentleman was early in the friendſhip of our author, 
which continued to his death. He wrote ſeveral 
works of humour with great ſucceſs, the Shepherd's 


Week, Trivia, the What d'ye call it, Fables; and 


laſtly, the celebrated Beggar's Opera; a piece of ſag 
tire which hit all taſtes and degrees of men, from 
thoſe of the higheſt quality to the very rabble : That 


© Primores populi arripuit, — tributica,” 


could never be ſo juſtly applied as to this. The 
vaſt ſucceſs of it was unprecedented, and almoſt in- 
credible: what is related of the wonderful effect. f 
the ancient muſic or tragedy hardly came up to it: 
| Sophocles and Euripides were leſs followed and fa- 
mous. It was acted in London fixty-three days, un- 
interrupted ; and renewed the next ſeaſun with equal 
applauſes. It ſpread into all the great towns of 
England, was played in many places to the thirtictt 
and fortieth time, and at Bath and Briſtol fifty, &c. 
land, where it was performed twenty four days toge - 
ther; it was laſt acted in Minorca. The tame cf it 
was not confined to the author only; the ladies ca: 
ried about with them the favourite ſongs of it in fan: ; 
and houſes were furniſhed with it in ſcreens. The 
perſon who acted Polly, till then obſcure, became all 
at once the favourite of the town ; her pictures were 
engraved, and fold in great numbers, her life written, 

books of letters and verſes to her, publiſhed; a::4 
pamphlets made even of her ſayings and jeſts. 

Furthermore, it drove out of England, for that ſe - 

ſon, the Italian Opera, which had carried all befo:« 


| 


itffor ten vears. That idol of the Nobility and peo- 
ple, which the great Critic Mr. Dennis by the labours 
and outcries of a whole life could not overthrow, was 
demoliſhed by a fingle ſtroky of this gentlegan's pen. 


POPE's POEMS. 


Hibernian Politics, O Swift! thy fte ; 

Ant Pope's, ten years to comment and tranſlate. 
Proceed, great days! till learning fly the ſhore, 

Tin Birch hall bluſh with noble blood no more, 
Till Thames fee Eaton's ſons for ever play, 

Till Weſtminſter's whole year be holiday, 

Till Ius“ Elders reel, their pupils ſport, 

And Alm: mater lie diſſolv'd in Port? - 
Enough ! enough! the raptur d Monarch cries 

And thro? the Ivory Gate the Viſion flies, 


335 


} 


REMARKS. 


This happened in the year 1728. Yet fo great was | 
his modeſty, that he conſtantly prefixed to ail the | 


editions of it this 
nihil. | | 

Ver. 332. And Pope's, ten years to cemment and 
tranſlate.] The author here plainly laments that he 


motto, Nos hæc novimus eſſe 


was fo long employed in tranſl ting and commenting. | 


He began the Ili id in 1713, and finiſhed it in 1719. 


The edition of Shakeſpeare (which he undertouk | 


merely becauſe nobody elſe would) took up near two 
years more in the drudgery of comparing impreſſions, 


rectify ing the Scenery, &c. and the Tranſlation of : 
daf the Odyſſey employed him from that time to | 


1725. | | 

Ver 333. Proceed, great days! &c.] It may 
perhaps ſeem incredible, chat ſo great a Revolution 
in Learning as is here propheſied, ſhould be brought 
about by ſuch w. ac inſtruments as have been [ hither- 

to] deſcribed in our poem: But do not thou, gentle 
reader, reſt too ſecure in thy contempt of theſe in- 
ſtruments. 
 ſomewher? relate, that a great Part of their Provinces 
was once overflowed, by a ſmall opening made in one 
ef their dykes by a fingle Water-Rat. 


of our Poct, but that he conceiveth better hopes 


from the Diligence of our Schools, from the regula- | 


| Jarity of our Univerſities, the Diſcernment of our 
Steit men, the Accompliſhments of our Nobility, 
the Encouragement of our Patrons, and the Genius 
of cur Writers of all kinds (notwithianding ſome 


| ſew exceptions in each), may plainly be ſeen from 


his concluſion 5 where, cauſing 411 this viſion to paſs | 
_ through the Ivory gate, he expreſely, in the language 


of Posſy, declares all ſuch im. ginations to be wild, | 
5 ScaI21. 


THE 


BOOK THE FOURTH. 
ARGUMEN 7. | 


THE Piet berg, in this Bock, to declere the 
Cer:hletian of che Prophecies mentianed at the 


ted of the ferm; mates a acw Iirowatin, «| 


Ver. VI. 


Remember what the Dutch ſtories 


However, that ſuch is not ſeriouſly the judgment 


| 


"mnete. lch 


| feofle ſurtaſticuily ectrreds, u tur fung 
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the greater Poets are wont, when: ſome hith and 
worthy matter is to be feng. He flews the Grd 
defs coming in her Muifly, to yy Order ard 
Science, and to ſubſtitute the Kingdom of the Dull 
upon earth, Hero fhe leads cat tive the Seiences, 
ard filences the Muſes; and what they be Tho 
ſucceed in their ſtead. All her Children, by a 
wvonderful attract᷑ on, are draton «bout ler; and 
bear along wo th tem d vers others, ve promote 
her Empire by connivance, v., reſiſtance, or 


_ diſcxuragement of Arts; fuch as Ha'f ⁊c i 6, taſe- 


leſs cidmiirs, wan Pret nders, tre Fiaterers __ : 
Dunces, or the Fairons of them. All tieſe crowd 
reumd her, one of them, offerirg to appreack 
her, is driven back by a Rwal, but „e c mmerds 
and enccurages both. The fi ft ww ſpeck in 


form are the Geninſes of the Sirili, 50.3 aſſire 


tier of their care to advance her Cauje by confin= 
ing Youth to Wards, ard kecjrrg them out of 
the way of real Knaxwlidge. Their Audre, and 

her gracious Anſwer; uit her Carpe to them 
and the Univerſities. The Univ: ities af frur by 


tier proper Deputies, and aue er tar the 


fame metſed is obſerved in the progrejs of un- 
cation. The ſjcech of Aviſtarchis n this jrube 
je. They are driven off by a (ord of young 
gentlemen returned frem Trav I ww ik tue Tutor: 5 
one of Totom delivers to the Cet, in a fe ite 
oration, an accurnt of the while Corautt and 
Fruits of their Travels: prejenting 12 der at tie 
ame time a yu Nobleman je fectiy accan- 
Il ſied. She receives him train i, and erxdues 
hm with the hafpy qua'ity f Want of Same. 
She ſees lutering atcut ler a number of Iravient 
Perjurs al encuing all buſy efs and diy, and dy- 
ing <v./: le t to tie approaches the Ant- 
guary Arn us, entrcat ng ler tv make tlem Vir 
froſus, and aſſign / em worr to lim: but Mum- 
mu, anuther Ani.quary, cmi uin of ks 
frauds l-n* price. , ſhe finds a mth. te re- 
d. eric. T en r „ Tia of 


and cxstic preſints: angſt them, cre flande 


Feil and demands juſti e in anthir, vic had 


"wed l of re 5 the or aft Curiaſities in 
nature : but he j H. e himje f is noc!'s trat the 
Codes g ves iiim bath er approbation. Sie 
recommenus to then ty find jroiper emplo;mens 
for the Indolents befire mentinned, in the fl:ay 
of Butterfiies, , Brat ug, Mae, Sc. but 


with ert cular cailiiny nit to ricerd beyond 


Trifies, to any ule u or exten ſive ⁊ ic us of Na- 


ture, or of the 7.ti/5r of Nature. Arai ft the 


laſt of theſe e;j c,, fe u. jocuree. by @a 
hearty A. dreſs fem the Mute Phi hers and 
Tr:c-thinke's, owe of wi. in 1, eats in the tame 
of the reſt. Gre Neu, 11s inſiru&ed and 
grinei;ird, are del ores ta bir n @ tidy, by tlie 
hanas of S.erus; ana thei: canttid ta taſte the 
Cup of tie Magus her Hin Pr d, wwhicn cauſes 
4 tital oblawiun of all On1igatnrs, dv ne, cuil, 
aral, or ratlira. 4% ta, her Adefts fbe 
ſerds Priaſle, Art d , are Com riss, of va 
riows An; c tn them N ara Degrees; 
ard then dim them <v.h a jpeechy confirms 
ing ts eack h IT ννο ard 8 “jg wwa' Me 

3N cee 


Sick was the Sun, tlie Owl forſook his bower 


properly be diſtinguiſhed from the former by the 


Piety. The Poet, willing to approve hiarfelt a 


tion between high and low in Society, and true and 
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 Exfelis from each, concludes with a Vawn of er- 
traordinary virtue: the Progreſs and Effecis where- 
of on all Orders of men, and the Conſummatien ef 
ell, in the Refloraticn of Night and Chaos, con- 


BOOK Iv. 


YET, yet a moment, one dim Ray of Light 
| Indulge, dread Chaos, and eternal Night! 

Of darkneſs viſible ſo much be lent, 5 
As half to ſhew, half veil the deep Intent. 
Ye Powers ' whoſe Myiteries reſtor'd I fingy 
To whom Time bears me on his rapid wing, 
_ Suſpend a while your Force inertly ſtrong, 
Then take at once the Poet and the Song. 
Nou flim'd the Dog-ftar's unpropitious ray, 
Smote every Brain, and wither'd ever Bay; 10 
The moon-ftruck Prophet felt the madding hour: 
Then roſe the Seed of Chaos, and of Night, 
| To blot out Order, and extinguiſh Light, 
Of dull and venal a new World to mold, T5 
And bring Saturnian days of Lead and Gold. 

| q 

REMARKS. 


The Dun cid, Book IV.] This book may 


Name of the GM EAT ER UV N IA, not fo indeed 
in Size, but in ſubject; and ſo far contrary to the 
diſtinction anciently mace of the Greater and Leſſer 
- Jliad. Fut much are they miſtaken who imagine this 
Work in any-wiſe inferior to the former, or of any 
_ ether hand than of our Poet; of which I am much 
more certain than that the Iliad i.telf was the Work 
of Solomon, or the Batrachomuomachia of Homer, 
as Bar nes hath affirmed. PR op 
= : | „5 BN. 
Ver. 1, &c.] This is an Invocation of much 
genuine Son, beginneth by ſhewing (what is ever 
 agreezble to Dulneſs) his high reſpect for Antiguity 
and a Great Family, how dead or dark foever : 
Next declareth his paſſion for explaining Myſterics ; 
and laſtly his Impatience to be reunites to her. 
FTT „„ SCRIDCL, 
Ver. 2. dread Chaos, and eternal Night!] In- 
voked, as the Reſtoration of their Empire is the 
. ͤſ— ³˙¹ m 
Ver. 14. To blot out Order, and extinguiſh 
Light.] The two great Ends of her Miſſion; the 
one in quality of Daughter cf Chaos, the other as 
Daughter of Night. Order here is to be underitocd 
_ extenſively, both as Civil and Moral; the aiftinc- 


L 
L 


falſe in Individuals: Light as Intellectual only, Wit, 
Science, Arts. | 

Ver. 35. Of dull and ven-I] The Allegory con- 
| Linued; dull referring to the extinction of Light or 
Science; venal to the deſt 
the Truth of Things. | 
Ibid. a rew Wold] In alluſion the Evicurean 
opinion, that from the Diſſolution of the natural 


1 


1 


ruction of Order, and . 


POEMS. 


* She mounts the Throne; her head a Cloud con- 

cieal' d | 

In broad Effulgence all below reveal'd, 

('Tis thus aſpiring Dulneſs ever ſhines) | 

Soft on her lap her Laureate ſon reclines. 20 
Beneath her foot - ſtool, Science groans in Chains, 

And Wit dreads Exile, Penaltics, and Pains. 

| KEMARES. | 


— 


[this the Poet alluding to, in the Production of 2 


new moral World, makes it partake of its original 
Principles. | 
Ver. 16. Lead and Gold.] i. e. dull and venal. | 
Ver. 20. her Laureate ſon rec lines.] With great 
judgment it is imagined by the Poet, that fuch a 
Colleague as Dulneſs had elected, ſhould ſleep on 
the Throne, and have very little ſhare in the Action 
of the Poem. Accordingly he hath done little or 
nothing from the day of his Anointing; having 
| paſt through the ſecond book withoat taking part in 
any thing that was tranſacted about him; and 
through the third in profound Sleep. Nor ought 
this, well conſidered, to ſeem ftrange in our days, 


| when ſo many King-conſorts have done the like. 


SCRIBL. 
This verſe our excellent Laureate took ſo to heart, 
that he appealed to all mankind, 4 if he was not 
4c as ſeldom afleep as any fool! But it is hoped 
the Poet hath not injured him, but rather verified 
his Prophecy (p. 243 of his own Life, $vo. ch. ix.) 


& to find me a Dunce in my old Age, as he was to oF 
c prove me a briſk blockhead in my Youth.” — 
Wherever there was any room for Briſkneſs, or 
Alacrity of any ſort, even in finking, he bath bad 
it allowed; but here, where there is nothing for 
him to do but to take his natural reſt, he muſt per- 
mit his Hiſtorian to be filent. It is ' from their ac- 
tions only that Princes have their character, and 
Poets from their works: And if in theſe he be as 
much aflcep as any fool, the Poet muſt leave him 
and them to ſleep to all eternity. — = 
: | Eon BrxTL. 

Ibid. her Laureate] When I find my name in 
the ſatirical works of this Poct, I never look 


“ upon it as any malice meant to nie, but ProFiT 


% to himſelf, For he conſiders that my Face is 
% more knownthan moſt in the nation; and there- 
c fore a Lick at the Laureate will be a fare bait 
© ad captandum vulgus, to catch little readers. 
Life of Colley Cibber, ch. ii. 5 
Now if it be certain, that the works of our 
Poet have owed their ſucceſs to this ingenious ex- 
pedient, we hence dtiive an unanſwerable Argu- 
ment, that this Fourth Dux cia, as we'l as the 
&rmer three, hath had the Author's laſt hand, and 


purpoſe hath he crowned jt, as we fee by this finiſh- 
irg ſtroke, the profitable Lick at the Laureate? 

3 5 255 BEN TT. 
Ver. 21, 22. Beneath her foot-ſlcol, &c.] We 
are next preſented with the pictures of thoſe whom 
the Goddeſs leads in Captivity. Science is only de- 
preſſed and confined ſo as to be rendered uſeleſs ; 


wat ue Night ans Che a wn axe cut; 


but Wit or Genius, & à more dangerous aud ac: 


where he ſays, : the reader will be as much pleaſed 


was by him intended for the Preſs : Or elſe to what 
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There feam'd rebellious Logic, gagg'd and bound; { 
There, ftript, fair Rketoric languih's on the 
ground; | | 
His blunted Arms by Sophiſtry are borne, 
And ſhameleſs Billingſgate her Robes adorn. 
Morality, by her falie Guardians drawn, 
Chicane in Furs, and Caſuiſtry in Lawn, 
Caſps, as they ftraiten at each end the cord, 
And dies, when Dulneſs gives her Poge the word. 
Mad Mathe ſis alone was unconfin d, ＋ 
Too mad for mere material chains to bind, 
Now to pure Space lifts her extatic tare, 
Now running round the Circle, finds it ſquare. 
= _ in tenfold bonds the Muſes lie, 35 
Watch'd both by Envy*s and by Flattery's eye; 
There to her heart ſad Tragedy — 18 
The dagger wont to pierce the Tyrant's breaſt; 
| But ſober Hiſtory reftrain'd her rage, 
And promis d vengeance on a barbarous age. 40 


25 


REMARKS. 


tive enemy, puniſhed, or driven away: Dulneſs be- 
ing often reconciled in ſome degree with Learning, 
but never upon any terms with Wit, And accord- 


ingly it will be ſeen that ſhe admits ſomething like | la 


each Science, as Caſuiltry, Sophiſtry, &c. but no- 
nothing like Wit, Opera alone ſupplying its place. 
* - gives her Page the word.] There was a 
Judge of this name, always ready to hang any 
man that came — him, of which he was ſuf- 
_  fered to give a hundred miſerable examples, during 


a long life, even to his dotage.—Though the can- 


did Scriblerus imagined Page here to mean no more 
than a Page or Mute, and to allude to the cuftom 
of ſtrangling State Criminals in Turkey by Mutes 
or Pages. A practice more decent than that of our 
Page, who, before he hanged any one, Joaded him 

8 Scn18t. 


Ver. 39. But ſober Hiſtory] Hiſtory attends on 

Tragedy, Satire on Comedy, as their ſubſtitutes in 
the diſcharge of their diſtinct functiuns; the one 
in high life, recording the crimes and puniſhments 
of the great; the other in low, expoſicg the vices 
or follies of the common people. But it may be 
aſked, How came Hiſtory and Satire to be admitted 
with impunity to miniſter comfort to the Muſes, 
even in the preſence of the Goddeſs, and in the 
midſt of all her triumphs? A queſtion, ſays Scrib- 
lerus, which we thus refolve: Hiſtory was brought 


up in her infancy by Dulneſs herſelf ; but being af- | 


terwards eſpouſed into a noble houſe, ſhe forgot (as 
is uſual) the humility of her birth, and the cares 
| of her early friends. This occafioned a long eſ- 
trangement between her and Dulaeſs. At length, 
in proceſs of time, they met together in a Monks 
Cell, were reconciled, and became better friends 
than ever. 
but it held not long, and are now again on rea- 
ſonable terms, and ſo are likely to continue. This 
accounts for the connĩ vanc s ſkewn to Hiſtory on this 
| occaſion. But the boldneſs of 8A TIA E ſprings from 
a very different cauſe; for the reader ovght to lcnow, 


that ſhe alone of all the fifters is unconqueravle, | 


never to be ſilenced, when truly inſpires and ani- 


Joy to great Chaos! let Divifion reign : 


2 | 3 REMARES, 


Aſter this they had a ſecurd quarrel, 


Had not ber Siſter Satire held her head: 
Nor could" thou, CHsSTERFiELD ! a tear re- 


Thou wept'ft, Ind with thee wept each gentle Muſe. 


When lo! a Harlot form ſoft ſliding by, 45 
With mincing ſtep, . ſmall voice, and languid eye: 
Foreign her air, her robe's diſcordant pride 

In patch- work fluttering, and her head afide 3 

By finging Peers upheld on either hand, 


Then thus in quaint Recitativo ſpoke. 
| O Cara| Cara I filence all that train: 


Chromatic tortures ſuon ſhall drive them hence, 
Break all their nerves, and tritter all their ſenſe : 
| One Trill ſhall harmonize joy, grief, and rage, 


Wake the dull Church, and lull the ranting Stage; 


mated. (as ſhould ſeem) from above, for this very 


Perſon in the year 1737, when the Act aforeſaid 


was brought into the Houſe of Lords, oppoſed it in 


an excellent ſpeech (ſays Mr. Cibber) “ with a 
ec lively ſpirit, and uncommon eloquence.” This 


* 


ſpeech had the honour to be anſwered by the ſaid 


Mr. Cibber, with a lively fpirit alſo, and in a man- 


ner very uncommon, in the Sth Chapter of his 


8 he trip'd and laugh'd, too pretty much to ſtand ; 50 
| Caft on the proſtrate Nine a ſcornful look, | 


53 


23 to oppoſe the kingdom of Dulneſs to her 
dreath. | 
Ver. 43. Nor could'ſt thou, &c.] This Noble 


| There ſank Thalia, nerveleſs, cold, and dead, 


Life and Manners. And here, gentle Reader, would 


I gladly inſert the other ſpeech, whereby thou 
 mizhteſt judge between them; but I muſt defer it 


an account of ſome differences not yet adjuſted be- 
tween the noble Author, and myſelf, concerning 


che True Reading of certain Paſſages. 
| 12 | een. 
Ver. 45. When lo! 2 Harlet form] The At- 


titude given to this Phantom repreſents the nature 
and genius of the Italian Opera; its affected airs, 
its effeminate ſourids, and the practice of patching 
with favourite Songs, incoherently 
put together. Theſe things were ſupported by the 


up theſe Operas 


ſubſcriptions of the Nobility. This circumitance, 


that Or ERA A ſhould prepare for the opening of the 
grand Seffions, was propheſied of in Eook ili. ver. 304. 


0 « Already Opera prepares the way, | 


_ _ „„ 


Mr. Handel had introduced a great number of 
Hands, and more variety of Inſtruments into the 
Oicbeſtra, and employed eren Drums and Cannon 
to make a fuller Chorus 3 which proved fo much 
too manly for the fine Gentlemen of his age, tha: 
he was cbliged to remove his Muſic into Ireland. 
Atter which they were reduced, for want of Com- 


voſers, to practiie the patch- work aboye-menticned. | 


3N2 


Ver. 54. Let Divifien reign:] Alluding to the 
falſe taſte of playing triclæs ii Muſic with number- 
leſs diviſions, to the neglect of that harmony which 
conforms to the Senſe, and applies to the Pailions. 


+l} 


If Muſic meanly borrows a'd from Senſe: | 
Strong in new Arms, lo! Ciant HAN EDT ftands, 
Like bold Friare us, wich a hundred hands; 


Wh ite er of dunce in College or in Town 


None need a guide, by ſure At ra tion led, 


W hate'er of mung ril no one claſs admits, 


Who pay her homage in her ſons, the Great; 
Who falſe to P:@bus, bow the knee to Baal; 
Or impious, preach his Word without a call, 1 

Patrons, who ſneak from living worth to dead, 
 With-hols the Penſion, and ſet up the head; 


458 POPE*'s 
To the ſame notes thy fons ſhall hum, or ſnore, 
Another Phæbus, thy own Phebus, reigns, 


Joys! in my Jggs, and daces in my chains. 
ut ſoon, ah ſoon, R bellion will commence, 


POEMS. 


| Courtiers and Patriots in two ranks divides 
And all thy yawning d ughters crv, Encore. 60 | Through _ he paſs'd, and bow a trom file do 


But as in graceful act, with awful eye, 


4 Compos'd he ſtood, bold Benſon thruſt him by: 110 


O two uvequal crutches propt he came, 


65 
To ſtir, to ruuze, td ſhake the foul he comes, 
And Jove's own Thunders f. 11»w Mars's Drums. 
Arreſt him, Empreſs, or you fleep no more 
She heard, and drove bim to th' Hibernian ſhore. 70} 

And now had Fame's poſterior Trumpet blown, 
And all the naiions ſummon d tu the Thione, 


The young, the old, who feel her inward ſway, 


One initinct ſeizes, ani tranſports away. | 
75 
And ſtrong impulſive gravity or te: | 


None want a pl ce, fer all their Cent. e found, | 
Bug to the God.efſ:, and cober'd around. 
Not cluſer orb in orb, conglub's are ſeen 

The buzzing Bees about their duty Queen: 


8⁰ 
The gathering number, as it muves along, 


| Involves a v ſt invuluntary thiorg, 
Who, gently drawn, and ſtruggling lefs and leſs, 


Roll in her vortex, and her power confeſs. 
Not thr.ſe alone who paſſive own her laws, 
But who, weik rebels, more advance her cauſe. 


Sneers at another, in toupee or gown z 


A wit with dunes, and a du ce with wits. 904 


Nor abſent they, no members of her ſtate, 


95] 


Or veſt dull Flattery in tac ſacred Gown 
Or give from fool to fool the Lawel crown. 
And (latt a d worſe) with all the cant of wit, 


__ Without the ſoul, the Muſes Hypocrit. 


| There mov'd Montalto with ſuperior air; 
; B's award Gat arm — a volume as 3 


| 100 

There march'd the bard and blockh: ad fide by 
fide, 

Whe rhym'd "I nire, and patroriz d * pride. 


Narcifſus, prais d wich all a Parſon's power, 


Look'd a white I ly ſunk beneath a ſlower, : 
105 


REMARKS. 


. hs to 101. It cuzht to be a that here | 
are three clafſes in this ailembly. The firſt of men 
ablolutely ad avowedly dull, who naturally ad- 
here to the Goddeſs, and are imaged in the ſimile 


of the Fees about their Queen. The ſecond invo- 


luntariiy drawn to her, though not caring to own 
her influence; ſrom ver. $1 to go. The third of | 


ſuch as, though not members of her Rate, yet ad- 
vance her let vice by Ratterirg D-.lnefs, cultivating | 


miſiaken talents, p#ronizing vile ſcriblers, dif- 
cou aging living merit, vr ſ=rting up for wits, and 


Nen "of bett in arts underſt and —_ from 
Ver. * W 101. 


1 


| 35 8 


| liſhed. 


Milton's on this, on that one ? qrcond $ name. 
The decent Knight retir'd with ſober rage, 
Withdrew his hand, and clo>'d the pompous pape. 

| But (happy fer him as the times went then 115 
 Appear'd Apollo's Mayor and Aldermen, 

On whom three hundred gold-capt youths aviity | 
Jo lug the ponderous volume off in tate, 

When Dulaeſs ſmiling—** Thus revive the Wits! 
But murder Hrit, and mince them all to bis; 120 
As erſt Medea (cruel, fo to ſ ve!) | 
A new edicion of old ZElon gare; 

Let ftandard- Authors, thus, like trophies borne, 


| - Appear more glorious, as more hack*'d and torn, 
4} And you, my Critics} in the chequer'd ſhade, 125 


Admire new light through holes yourfclves have 
made. 
e Leave not a foot of verſe, a \ foot of fore, 


[A Page, a Grave, that they can call their own ; 


But ſpread, my ſons, your glory thin or thick, | 


On — Paper, or on ſolid brick. 


1 REMARKS. ; 


Ver. 103—bow'd from Ge to fide] As being 


of no ane pa 


Verſion of the Pſalms, of which he printed many 


325. 
tion of a great Author at his own expence. 


which he hirmiclf gave, of the Dunciad, with di- 


Ver. 119. Thus revive, &c.] 


Perſons not eminent in any branch of Learning, to 


thoſe of the moit diſtinguiſhed Writers; either by 
Prin: ing Editions of their works with impertinent 
alterations of their Text, as in the former inſtances 3 
or by ſetting up Monuments diſgraced with their 


own vile naines and inſcriptions, as in ti:c latter. 

Ver. 123. A Page, a Grave,] For what * 
than a Grave can be granted to a dead author? 
one! 


A Page of a Book, not a Servant, Follower, or 


80 AIBLG 


Ver. 128. A page, ] Pagina, not Pediſſequus. 


* 


130 


Ver. 110. buld Benſon] This man endeavoured 

oo raiſe himſelf to Fame by eieftirg monuments, | 

I firiking coins, ſetting up heads, and procuring 
tranſl tions, of Milton; and afterwards by as great 

a p-Mun for Arthur Tohaſton, a Scotch Phyfician's 


| fine editions. See more of him, Book ii. ver. 


| Ver. 113. The decent Knight] An eminent per- 
ſon who was about te publiſh a very pompous Edi- 


| Ver. 115, &c.] Theſe four lines werc printed in 3 
| a ſeparate leaf by Mr. Pope in the laſt Edition, 


rect ons to the printer, to put this leaf into its place 
as ſoon as Sir T. H.'s Shakeſpeare ſhould be pu- 


| The Goddeſ: ap- f | 
plauds the practice of tacking the obſcure names of 3 


what leſs than a Page can be allowed a living 8 


Attendant: no Poet having had a Page fince the | 
| death of Mr. Thomas my 
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$o by each Bard, an Alderman ſtꝭ ul ſit, 
A ke2rvy Lord fill hang at every Wit, 
And while on Fame's criumphel Cir they ride, 
Some N.ive of mine be pinion'd to their fide.” 

Now crowes on cruwds around the Goddeſs 

prefs, 

Each eager to preſent the full Addreſs. 136 
Dunce ſcorning Dunce beholds the next advance, 
But Fop ſhews Fop ſuperior compliiſance. 
When lo! a ſpectre roſe, whole index-hand | 
Held forth by Virtue of the dreadful wand; 140 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 131. So by each Bard an Alderman, ce] 


| Vide the Tombs of the Poets, Editio Weitmcnal- 
terĩenſis. 
Ivid.—an Alderman ſhall fit,] Alluding to the 
Monument erected for Butler by Alderman Barber. 
Ver 132. A heavy Lord thall hang at every 
Wit,] How unn-tural an Image, and how ill ſup- 
ores! ſaith Ariſtarchus. Had it been, 


A heavy Wit ſhall hang at every Lord, 


ſomething might have been ſaid, in an Age fo diſ- 
tinguiſhed for well- judgi-. g Patrons. For Lon p, 
then, real Load; that is, of Debts here, and cf 
_ Commentaries hereafter. To this purpoſe, con- 
ſ>icuous is the caſe of the poor Author of Hudibras, 
whoſe body, long fince weighed down to the Grave, 
by a load of Debts, has lately had a more un- 
merciful load of Commentaries laid upon his Spirit; 
wherein the Editor has atchieved mere th:n Virgil | 
 himſeif, when he turned Critic, could boaſt of, 


which was onl+, that he had picked gold out of ano- | 


ther man's tung ; n e acne 
out of his own. 


Scuint. 


Ariſtarchus thinks the common reading right: 


and that the author himſelf had been ſtruggling, 


And but juſt ſhaken eff his Load * 
5 te following Epigram : 


« My Lord complains, that . fark mad with 
- >, *. 
* Has lopt three trees the value of three farthings: | 


% But he's my ne gnvour, cries the Peer polite, | 5 3 

|... 68 Et tibi que Samios diduxit litera rams.” Perſ. 
| 8 What; ? on con: pulſion? ? and againtt * Will, 6 | | 
© A Lord's acquaui tance ? Let him tle his Bill. __ 


4% And if he'll vint me, I'll wave my right. 


Ver. 137, 138. 
But oy ſhews F Fop ſuperior ch la ſance.] 


: T "I is not to be aſcribed ſv muck to the diferent 


manners of a Court and Cellege, as to tae difierent | 
__eF:&s which a pretence to Learniag, and a pre- 


tence to Wit, have on Blockheads. For as Judge 
ment conſiſts in finding out the ditterences in things, 
and Wit in finding out their likeneſſes, . the 
| Dunce is all diſcord and d- lena, and conſtentiy 
buſicd in reproving, examining , confuting, &c. 


While the Fop filuurithes in peace, with Sougs and | 


Hyn.ns of pralie, Addicts, * r pitha- 
55 aliens, e. 


| Pity ! the charm works only in our wall, 


| 


| tranaterred fro m 


His beaver'd brow a birchen gland wears, 


{ Dropping with Infant's blond, and Mother's tears. 
Oer every vein a ſhuddering horror runs; 


Eaton and Winton ſhake through all their Sons. 


* 
$ 


All Fleſh is humbled, Weitminiter's bold ace 1.25 


Shrink, and confeſs the Genius of the place: 
The pale Boy-Senator yet tingling ſtands, 
And holds his breeches cloſe with both his hands. 


Then thus, Since Man from Beaſt by Words is 


khown. 149 


Words are Man's province, Words we teach alune. 
| When Reaſon doubtful, like the Samian letter, 
Points him two ways, the nirrower is the better. 
 Plac'd at the door of Learning, youth tv guide, 


We never ſuffer it to ſtand too wide. 

To aſk, to gueſs, to know, as they commence, 155 
As Fancy opens the quick ſprings of Senſe, 

We ply the memory, we load the brain 

Bind rebel Wit, and double chain on chain, 
Contine the thought, to exerciſe the breath; 


And keep them in the pile of Words till death. 10 


Whate er the talents, or howe'er deſign'd, 

We hang one jingling padlock on the mind ; 
A Poet the firſt day, he dips his quillz 
And what the iaft ? a very Poet (till. 


Loft, loſt too ſoon in yonder Houle or Hall. 
There truant WixDKAM every Muſe gave o'cr, 
There TaLBoT ſunk, and was a Wit no more! 
How ſweet an Ovid, MurRAY was our boaſt ! 
How many Martials were in PULTEXEY loſt! 170 
Elfe ſure ſome Bard, to our eternal praiſe, | 
In twice ten thouſand rhyming nights and days, 


Had reach'd the Work, the All that mortal can; : | 


Ani South beheld that Maſter-piece of Man. 
Oh (cry'd the Godeets) for ſome pedant Reign! 
Some y_U e to Uels the land un; 
Rx MARE 8. 


is 140. the dreadful wand 1 A cane n 


175 


169 


borne by School maſters, which drives the poor ſouls 


about like the wana of — 


——— 
Ver. 151. like the £ Saraian letter, J The letter K 


roads of Virtue and Vice. 


| uſed be Pythagoras as an emblem of the Gilferenc 3 


Ver. 174. chat Maſter- piece of Man.] Viz. an 


Epigram. The famous Dr. South declared a per- 
Dunce ſcorning Dunce behul as the next ee | fect Epigram to be as difficult a performance 25 an 


cc pable of.“ 


tells us that this King, James the Firtt, rook up- 


baſſador would ſpeak falſe Latin to him, on purpoſe 


I his great Prince was the ſirſt who affumed the 
title of Sacred 4.4. A which his loyal Clergy 
d % him. ( The W 


Ver. 176. Some gentle Jars, &c.] Witfon | 


on hiralelf to teach the Latin rongue to Car, Earl 
of Surneriet ; and that Gondomar the Spaniſh Am- 


to give him the pleaſurs of currefting it, whereby 
| he wruught himfelf into his good graces. 


Epic Poem. And the Critics ſay, „An Epic 
Poem is the greateſt work human nature is ca- 


— 


[| 
4 


| 
| 
i 


The R1icxT Divixz of Kings to govern 


—_ 


put it between Hooks. For I affirm this College 


which directs us to keep to the literal ſenſe, when 


Senates and Courts with Greek and Latin rule, 


44 of Paſſive Obedience and Non-refitince (ſays | 
c the Author of the Differtation on Parties, Let- 
& ter 8.) which before his time had ſkvlked per- 
4 haps in ſome old Homily, were talked, writ- 
-__ < ww and 
* reign.” 


Human Underitanding, and to forbid the reading of 


| Burgeridyck.) There ſeems to be an improbability 


 Horſebacck, who of late days, being gouty or un- 
wuoieiêeldy, have kept their coaches. But theſe are 
| Horſes of great ſtrength, and fit to carry any weight, | 
as their German and Dutch extraction may mani- 
. feſt; and very famous we may conclude, being ho- 
noured with Names, as were tne horſes Pegaſus and 


vetration of this eminent Schollaſt, and muſt own 
that nothing can be more natural than his inter- 


_ abſurdity in ſuppoſing a Logician an horſeback) yet 
u I uſt needs think the Hackneys here cele- 


470 


To ſtick che Doctor's Chair into the Throne, 
Give law to Words, or war with Words alone, 


And turn the Council to a Grammar School! 180 
For ſure, if Dulneſs ſees a gratetul Day, | 

*Tis in the ſhade of Arbitrary Sway. | 
O! if my ſons may learn one earthly thing, 


Teach but that one, ſufficient for a King; | 


That which my Prieſts, and mine alone maintain, | 
Which, as it dies, or lives, we fallorreign: 186 
May you, my Cam, and Iſis, preach it long, 


wrong. 

Prompt at the call, around the Goddeſs roll 
Broad hats, and hoods, and caps, a ſable ſhoal: 190 
Thick and more thick the black blockade extends, 
A hundred head of Ariſtotle's friends. 


Nor wert thou, Iſis ! wanting to the day, 
[Though Chriſt-church long kept prudiſhly away.] 
h ſtaunch Polemic, ftubborn as a rock, 

| Each fierce Logician, ſtill expelling Locke, | 
Came — - ſpur, and daſh'd through thin and 

ic 


195 


RENMAAKS. 


To lull the ſons of Margaret and Clare- hall, 


Miſtreſs! diimiſs that rabble from your throne: 
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As many quitthe ſtreams that murmuring fall 


| Where Bentley late tempeſtuous wont to ſport 
In troubled waters, but now fleeps in Port. 
Before them marci1'd that awful Ariftarch ; 
Plow'4 was his front with many a deep Remark : 
His Hat, which never vail'd to human pride, 20g 
Walker with reverence took, and laid aſide. | 
Low bow'd the ret: He, kingly, did but nod; 
So upright Quakers pleaſe both Man and God. 
Avaunt— is Ariſtarchus yet unknown ? 216 
The mighty Scholiaſt, whoſe unweary'd pains 
Made Horace dull, and humbled Milton's ſtrains. 
Turn what they will to Verſe, their toil is vain, 
Critics like me ſhall make it Proſe again. 214 


REMARKS. 


taurs, which, for the ſake of the learned Chi- 
ron, I ſhould rather be inclined to think, if I 
were forced to find them four legs, but downright 
plain men, though Logicians : and only thus me- 


| tamorphoſed by a rule of rhetoric, of which Car- 


dinal Perron gives us an example, where he calls 


preached into vogue in that inglorious 


MY 
4 


Ver. 194. Though Chriſt- church, c.] This 


Une is doubtleſs ſpurious, and foifted in by the im- 


pertinence of the Editor ; and accordingly we have 


came as early as any other, by its proper Deputies ; 


nor did any College pay horrage to Dulneſs in its | 


Whole body. T 
Ver. 196. ſtill expelling Locke,] In the year | 


1703 there was a meeting of the heads of the Uni- 
verſity of Oxford to cenſure Mr. Locke's Eſſay on 


It, See his Letters in the laſt Edit. 


Ver. 193. On German Crouzaz, and Dutch 
that the Doctors and Heads of Houſes ſhould ride on 


„„ oaltunats 5 SCRIBL. 
Though I have the greateſt deference to the pe- 


pretation, or jutter than that rule of criticiſm, 


no apparent abſurdity accompanies it (and ſure 
there is no abſurdity it (and ſure, there is no 


— 


 Clavius, © Un Eſprit peſant, lourd, fans ſubtilits, 
© ni gentileſſe, VN GROSS CHEVAL p' ALLE=- 
„ MAGN E.“ | x 
Here I profeſs to go oppoſite to the whole ſtream. 
of commentators. I think the poet only aimed, 
though awkwardly, at an elegant Grzciſm in this 
reprefentatien; for in that language the word Tre 
[ Horſe] was often prefixed to others, to denote great- 
neſs of ſtrength; as 2 inzbyAwocer, 
inxroygadpey, and particularly IIHOTNaM aN, a 
great, c — 7 — to the caſe in 
5 . Scir. Marr. 
Ver. 199. the fireams] The river Cam, running 
by the wall of theſe Colleges, which are particularly 
famous for their ſkill in diſputation. * 


4c into harbour, after the tempeſts that had long agi- 
cc tated his ſociety. So Scriblerus. But the learn- 
ed Scipio Maſſei underſtands it of a certain Wine 
called Port, from Oporto, a city of Portugal, of 
which this Profeſſor invited him to drink abun- 
dantly. Scir. Marr. De Compotationibus Aca- 
deraicis. [And to the opinion of Maffei inclineth 
the ſagacious Annotator on Dr. King's “ Advice to 
Ver. 210. Ariſtarchus.] A fimous Commentator 
and CorreQor of Homer, whoſe name has been fre- 
quently uſed to ſignify a complete Critic. The Com- 
pliment paid by our Author to this eminent Profeſſor, 
in applying to him ſo great a Name, was the reaſon 
that he hath omitted to comment, on this part, which 
contains his own praiſes. We ſhall therefore ſupply 
that loſs to ou: beft ability. SCRIBL. 
Ver. 214. Critics like me—] Alluding to twe 
famous Editions of Horace and Milton: whoſe rich- 
eſt veins of Poetry he had prodigally reduced to the 
peoreſt and moſt beggarly proſe. —Verily the learned 
ſcholiaſt is grievouſly miſtzken. Ariftarchus is not 
boaſting here of the wonders of hie art in annihilating 


i 


| the ſublime; but of the uſefulneſs of it, in reducing 


Ver. 202. ſleeps in Port.] viz. © Now retired. | 


POPE's POEMS. . 


Roman and Greek Grammarians ! know your Bet- 


ter: 

Author of ſomething yet more great than Letter ; 
While tow'ring o'er your Alphabet like Saul, 
Stands our Digamma, and o'ertops them all. 
*Tis true, on Words is ſtill our whole debate, 
Diſputes of Me or Te, or Aut or At, 220 
To ſound or fink in cano O or A, 
Or give up Cicero to C or K. | = 
Let Freind affect to ſpeak as Terence ſpoke, 

And Alfop never but like Horace joke: Fs 
For me, what Virgil, Pliny may deny, 225 

Manilius or Solinus ſhall ſupply : 


5 REZMAR Ks. 


the turgid to its proper elaſs; the words e make it 
proſe again, plainly ſhewing that proſe it was, 
though aſhamed of its original, and therefore to proſe 
it ſhould return. Indeed, much it is to be lamented 
that Dulneſs doth not confine her critics to this uſeful 
taſk; and comm:iton them to diſmount what Ariito- 
phanes calls PSM immocuuru, all profe on horie - 
| back. | Sent. 

Ver. 216. Author of ſomething yet more great 
than Letter; ] Alluding to thoſe Grammarians, tuch 
as Palamedes and Simonides, who invented ſing le 
letters. But Ariftarchus, who had found out a 
double one, was therefore worchy of double honour 

| Ear NE: Sent. 
Ver. 247, 218. While towering o'er your Al- 
phabet, like Saul, — Stands our Digamma, I Aliudes 
do the boaſted reſturation of the Eolic Dig anima, 


in his long projected Edition of Homer. He calls it 
ſomething more than Letter, from the enormous fi- 


gute it would make among the other letters, being 
done Gamma ſet up the ſhoulder of another. 


Ver. 220. of Me or Te,] It wu z ſcrious diſpute, l 


about which the learned were much divided, and 
ſome treatiſes written: Had it been about Meum and 
Tuum it could not be more conteited, in whether 
at the end of the firſt Ode of Horace, to read, Me 
doctarum hederz præmia frontium, or, Te d»Q.rum 
hederæ By this the learned ſcholiaſt would feem to 
inſinuate that the aiſpute was not about Meum and 
Tuum, which is a Miſtake : For, as a vererable ſage; 
obſerveth, Words are the counters of Wiſemen, but 


the money of Fools ; ſo that we ſee mag! += ng | | 
1 oncerned. 2 r ff! 
1 | Viet nn ele heve nes 
the worſe author, the more freely to diſplay their 
critical capacity. „ . 
Ver. 223, Kc. Suidas, Gellius, Stobœus] The ſirſt 
a Dictionary- writer, a coll-ctor of impertinent facts 
and barb4rous words; the ſecond a minute Critic; 
the third an author, who gave his Common-place 
book to the public, where we happen to find much 


Ver. 222. Or give up Cicero to C or K.] Gram- 
matical diſputes about the manner of pronouncing 
Cicero's name in Greek. It is a diſpute whether in 
Latin the name of Hermagoras ſhauld end in as or a. 
Quintilian quotes Cicero as writing it Hermagora, 


which Bentley rejects, and ſays Quintilian mutt be | 


2, miſtaken, Cicero could not write it fo, and that in 
this caſe he would not believe Cicero himſeif. Theſe 
are his very words: Ego vero Ciceronem ita ſcripſiſſe 


ne Ciceroni quidem affirmanti crediderim.— Epiſt. ad 


Mill. ia fin. Frag. Menand. et Phil. | 
Ver. 223, 224. Freind—Alſop] Dr. Robert 
'Freind, maſter of Weſtminſter - ſchool, and canon of 


Chrig-church—Dr. Anthony Alfop, a happy imita- | 


tor of the Horarian ſty le. : 25 
Ver. 226. Manilius and Solinus] Some critics 


Fer Attic Phraſe in Plato let them ſcele, 
I poach in Suidas for unlicens' d Greek, 


In ancient Senſe if any needs will deal, 


Ee ſure I give them Fragments, not a Meal; 230 
What Gellius or Stobzus haſh'd before, 


Or chew'd by blind old Scholiaſts oer and o'er, 
The critic Eye, that Microſcope of Wit, | 
Sees hairs and pores, examines bit by bit: 


How parts relate to parts, or they to whole; 215 
The body's harmony, the beaming ſoul Po 
Are things which Kuſter, Burman, Waſſe ſhall fee, 


When Man's whole frame is obvious to 2 Flea. 


Ah, think not, Miſtreſs l more true Dulneſs lies 
| In Folly's Cap, than Wiſdom's grave diſguiſe. 240 
Like buoys, that never fink into the flood, 8 


On Learning's ſurface we but lie and nod, 
Thine is the genuine Head of many a houſe, 
And much Divinity without a Nig. 


Nor could a Bazzow work on every block, 245 


Nor has one ATTERBURY fpoil'd the flick. 
Ser! ſtill thy own, the heavy Canon ral, 


And Metaphyfic ſmokes involve the Pule. 
For thee we dim the eyes, and ſtuff che head 


With all ſuch reading as war never re d: 250 
For thee explain à thing till all men d ubt it, 


And write about it, Goddeſs, and bout it: 


So ſpins the ſilk - worm ſmail its lender fare, 
And labours, ti!l'c clouds itſelf all o'er. 


What though we let ſome better tort of fool 2 35 


Thrid ev'ry ſcience, run through every ſchool? 
Never by tumble: through the hoops was ſhuwn = 


Such kill in paſſing all, and touching none. 


He may i ideed (if ſober all this time) 


Plague with Diſpute, or perſecute with Rhyme. 260 
We only furniſh what he cannot ule, A 


Or wed to what he mutt divarce, a Muſe 2 
Full in tize midit of Euclid dip ac once, 
And peirify a Genius to a Dunce: 


Or ſet on Metzphytic ground tv prance, = 
| Show all his paces, not a ſtep advance. | if 


With the ſame CEMENT, ever ſure to bind, 
We bring to one dead level every mind. 
Then take him to develop if you can, 


And hew the Block off, and get out the an. 270 on 


But wherefore waſte I words? 1 ſee advance «+ 


Whore, Pupil, and lac'd Governor, irom France. 


255 Remanxs. 


Mince-meat of old books. 


Ver. 245, 246. B.rrow, Atterbury] Ifanc Bar- 
row, Matter of Trinity, Frencis Atterbury, Dean of 
Chciſtchurch, both great Geniutes and eloquent 
Preachers; one more converiunt in the ſublime Ceo-—- 


metry, the other in cloſſical Learning; but who 
equally mae g it their care to advance the polite Arts 
in their ſever: i Su. ct. ::. | 


having had it in their choice to comment either en] Ver 272. lac d. Governor] WIIñI he'd? ꝛcauſe 


* - 
- 


7 
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Walker! — more be ceign'd to ſay, 

But, ſtern as Ajax” ſpectre, ſtrode away. 8 
In flaw'd at once a gay embroidered race, 275 

Some would have ſpoken, but the voice was drown'd 

By the French horn, or by the onening hound. 

he firſt came forwards, with as eaſy mien, 

As if he ſaw St, James's and the Queen. 280 

When thus th' attendant Orator begun, | 

Receive, great Empreſs ? thy accompliſh'd Son: 

Thine from the birth, and facred from the rod, 


And tittering puſh'd the Pedants off the place: 


A dauntleſs infant? never ſcar d with God. 


The Sire ſaw, one by one, his Virtues wake: 285 


The Mother begg'd the bleſſing of a Rake. 


Critics have objected to the order here, 


| before the Whore, if not before the Pupil. 
he fo placed, it might be thought to inſinuate that 
the Governor led the Pupil to the Whore; and were 
the Pupil placed firſt, he might be ſuppoſed to leas 


REMAR EKS. 


| Gold and Silver are neceſſiry trimming to denote the 
_ Ereſs of a perion of rank, and the Governor muſt be 


ſuppoſed fo i in foreign countries, to be admitted into 
courts and other places of fair reception. But how 
comes Ariſtarchus to know at ſight that this Governor 
came from France? Know? Why, by the laced coat. 


ScniBLt. 


Ibid. Whore, Pupil, and Tac'd Governor] Some 
being of opi 

nion that the Governor ſhould have the precedence 
But wer: 


the Governor to her. But cur impartial Poet, as he 


ds drawing their picture, repreſents the: n in the order 
| In which they are generally ieen; namely, the Pupil 
between the Whore and the Governor; but placeth 
the Whore fuſt, as ſhe uſually governs both the 


other. 
Ver. 280. As if he ſaw St. Jomes' s] Reflecting 


on the ciſreſpectful and indecent Behaviour of ieveral 
frword young perſons in the preſence, ſo offenſive 
to all ſerious men, and to none more than the good 


Soriblerus. 


Ver. 281. th' attend:nt Orator] The Governor 


 aboveſaid. The Poet gives him no particular name; 
being unwilling, I pre ſume, to offend or to do injuſ- 
Lice to any, by celebrating one only with whom this 
Character agrees, in preference to ſo many who 
__ equally deſerve it. 


Seni. 
Ver. 284. A dauneleſs infant! never ſcar'd with 


God!] i. e. Brought up in the enlarged principles of 


modern Education; whoſe great point is, to keep 


the infant mind free from the prejudices of opinion, 


#nd the growing fpirit unbroken by terrifying Names. 
4 mongſt the happy conſequences of this reformed | 


diſcipline, it is not the leaſt, that we have never after- 


vearts any cccahon for the Priett, whole trade, as a 
modern wit informs us, is only to t:niſh what the nurſe | 
began. 


SCRIBL. 

Ver. 236 —the bieſiing of a Rake.] Seribierus is 
here much at 2 loſs to find out what this bleſſing ſhould 
be. He is ſometimes tempted to imagine it might 


de the marrying a great fortune; but this, again, for 
the vulgarity of it, he rejects, as jumetlung uncom- 
mon ſeemed to be prayed for. 


And after many 
{trange Conceits, not at all ta the honour of the fair 


ſex, he at length reſts in this, that it was, tuat her 


| 


There all thy gifts and graces we dipl iv, 


 Diffuting languor in the panting gales: 
To lands of finging, or of dancing flaves, 


— 
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| Thou gav'ſt that Ripenefs, which fo ſoon begen, 


And ceas'd fo Con, hene'er was OV, nor Man. 
Through School and College, thy king cloud o'ercat, 
Safe and unſeen the young Tneas poſt : 29S 


| Thence burſting glorious, all at once let down, 


Stunn'd wich his giddy Larum half the town. 
Intrepid then, o'er ſeas and lands he flew : 

Europe he ſaw, ana Europe ſaw him tco. 

295 
Thon, only thou, directing all our wy: 

To where the Seine, obſequious as Ge runs, 


Pours at Great Bourbon's feet her ſilken ſous; 
Or Tyber, now no longer Roman, rolls, 

Vain of Italian arts, Italian Souls : | 

To happy Con vents, b-fom'd deep in vines, 
Where ſlumber Aobots purple as their wines: 


% 


To Iles of Fragrance, lily tilver'd vales, 
= 305 
Love- whiſpering woods, and lute-reſounding waves. 


But chief her ſhrine where naked Venus kceps, 
And Cupids ride the Lion of the Deeps, 


Where, eas'd of fleets, the Adriatic main 


Wafts the ſmootl. Eunuch and enamonr'd ſwan. 310 | 
Led by my hand, he ſaunter'd Eurnpe round, | 


And gather*d every Vice on Chriſtian ground; | 
Jau every Ccurt, heard every King declare 


His royal Senſe, of Operas or the Fair; 
The Stews and Palace equally explor'd, 


315 
Int: igu'd with glory, and with ſpi:it whor'd ; l 


Try'd all hors d œuvres, all liqueurs defin* * | 


2 TIO and ——— din” 5 8 
| 3 | 

ſon might paſs for a wit; in which opinion he forti- 

fies himſelf by ver. 316. where the Gnas * | 

of his pupil, * that he | 


: Intrigued with glory, nd with Hick whor' d, 


which ſeems to infinuate that her prayer was | heard, 
Here the good Scholiaſt, as, indeed, every where elſe, 


lays open the very ſoul of modern criticiim, while he 
makes his own ignorance of a poetical expreſſion hold 
open the door to much erudition and earned con- 
jecture: the bleſſing of a rake fignifying no more | 
than that he might be a Rake; the effects of > thing 
for the thing itſelf, a common Cure. The careful 
mother only wiſhed her ſon might be a Rake, as weil 


knowing that its atteadant Bleſſings would follow ot th 


courſe. | 
Ver. 307. But chief, &c.] Theſc two lines, in 


their force of imagery and culouring, emulate and 7, 


equal the pencil of Rubens. 
Ver. 308. And Cupids ride the Lion of the 
Deeps ;] The winged Lion, the Arms of Venice. 


Thie Republic, heretofore the moſt conſiderable in 
Europe, for her naval Force and the extent of her 


Commerce; now i!luſtrious for her Carnivals. | 

Ver. 318. greatly-daring din'd 3] It being indeed 
no ſmall riique to eat through thoſe extraordiniry 
compoticions, hc ſe diſguiſed ingredients are gene- 
rally unknown to the guete, and higuiy ing 
vn and — . 


Of ever hitleis Loiterers, that attend 


No Cauſe, no Truft, no Duty, and no Friend. 340 Who like his Cheops ſtinks above the ground, 
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Drept the dull lumber of the Latin fore, 
Spoil'd his own language, and 2cquir'd no more; 320 
All Claſtic learning 16%. on Claſſic ground; 
Aud laſt torn'd Air, the Echo of a Sound; 
See now, half cur'd, and perfectly well-bred, 
With nothing but a Se! in his he-d; 

As much Eſtate, and Principie, and Wit, 325 
As ſanſen, Fleetwood, Cl ber till think fit; 
Stol'n from a Duel, follow'n by a Nun, 
And, if x Borough chuſe him, not undone ! 
Sce, to my country happy I reftore Es: 
This glorious Youth, and dd one Venus more. 330 
Her too receive (for her my ſoul adores), 
Ss may the ſons of ſons of ſons of whores 

Prop thine, O Empreſs] like each neighbour 
| Throne, | I 
And make a long Poſterity thy mm. 
Pleas'd, the accepts the Hero and the Dame, 335 
Wraps in her Veil, and frees from ſenſe or ame. 
Then look'd, and ſaw a lazy, lolling fort, 
_ Unſeen at Church, at Senate, or at Court, 


— 


Thee too, my Paridel ! ſhe mark'd thee chere, 
Stretch'd on the rack of a too eaſy chair, 
And heard thy everliſtirg yawn confeſs. 
The Pains pd Penalties of Idleneſs: 


But Annius, crafty Seer, with ebon wand, 

And well-difſembled emerald on his hand, 

_ Falſe as his Gems, and canker'd as his Coins, 
Came, cramm'd with capon, from where Pollio dines. 


| Remanks. 


Ver. 324. With nothing but a Solo in his head ;] 
Wich nothing but 2 Sola? Why, if it be a Solo, how 
mould there be any thing ele ? Palpable tautology! 


| Read boldly an Opera, which is enough of confcience 


for ſuch a head as has loft all its Latin. 


very eminent perſons, all Managers of Plays; who, 


though not Governors by profeſſion, had each in his tues to the Captain of a Ship. airing him, © that | 
if any were loft or broken, he h ul i procure others 


way, concerned themſclves in the Education of 


Youth; and regulated their Wits, their Morals, or 


their Finances, at that Period of their age which is 
the moſt important, their entrance into the polite 


| world. Of the laſt of theſe, and his Talents for | 


this end, ſee Book i. ver. 199, &. | 
Ver. 331. Her too receive, &c.] This confirms 
what the learned Seriblerus advanced in his Nute on 
ver. 272, that the Governor, as well as the Pupil, 
had a particular intereſt in this lady. | 


Ver. 341. Thee too, my Paridel 1 The Poet 


| Bieſt in one Niger, till he knows of two. 


473 
Soft, as the wily Fox is feen to creep, 352 


Where baſk on ſunny banks the ſimple ſheep, 


Walk rou:id and round, now prying here, now there, 

So he; but pious, whiſper'd firſt his prayer. | 
Grant, gracious Go.:defs' grant me itill to cheat, 

O may thy cloud ſtill cover the deceit! 356 


Thy civicer miſts on this aſſembly ſhed, 
But pour them thickeſt on the noble head. 


So ſhall each youth, affited by our eyes, 


| See vther Czfars, other Homers riſe ; 280 
Through twilight ages hunt th* Athenian fowl, 


Which Chalcis Gods, and mortals call an Owl, 


Now fee an Attys, now a Cecrops clear, 


Nay, Mahomet I the Pigeon at thine ear; 
Be rich in ancient braſs, though not in gold, 363 


And keep his Lores, though his houſe be ſold; 


Lo headieſs Phebe his fair bride poſtpone, 
Honour a Syrian Prince above his own 3 
Lord of an Orho, it l vouch it true; 


| 376 
Mummius o'erheard him; Mummius, Fool-re- 
nown'd, 8 | 


Fierce as a ſtaitied Adder, ſwell'd, and ſaid, 


| Ratrli'g an ancient Siſtrum at his head: 


Spe-k"{ thou ot Syr'an P:inces? Traitor baſe! 375 


; Mine, Goddcſs] mine is all the horned race. 
She pity'a ! but her Vicy only ſhed r | 18 


Benigver influence on thy nodding head. 


Images; and the fiory of wh e igen was 2 nnk- 


! 2 counterfeit medi of hat mpoſtor, 26 
lect. on of a leirned Noblert.m. _ | 
Ver. 371. Mummivs] I his name is not merely 
EAN TT. an alluſion to the Mutumius he wies fo fond of, but 
Ver. 326. Janſen, Fleetwood, Cibber] Three probably referred tothe Roman Gen: cn! o that name, 


ith fable. Nevertheleſs one of the: Anniufcs mile 
in the cole 


who burned Corinth, and commit*:4 the curious gta- 


© to be made in their ſtead; by wich it ſhould 


ſcem (whatever may be pretended) that Mummius 


was no Vituoſy. 


tor making fools. _ 


Ver. 372. Cheops] A King of Egypt whoſe body = 
| was certainly ro he known, as being buried alone in 
his- Pyramid, and is therefore more genuine than any 


of the Cleopatras. This Royal Mummy, being fto- 


| Ceems to ſpe: of this young gentl:man with great len by a wild Arab, was purchaſed by the Conſul of 
affection. The name is taken from Spenſer, who | Alexandria, ind tranſimitied o the Muſcurn of Mum- 


gives it to a wandering Conttly Squire, that travell-2 
about for the ſame reaſon for which many young 


quires are now fond of travelling, and elpecially to | 
Paris. e | 

Ver. 347. Annius,] The name taken from An- 
pins the Monk of Viterbo, famous for many impoti- | 


tions and Forgeries of ancient manuſcripts aud in- 


Vor. VI. 


mius; for prof of which he brings 4 peſſage in 

; Sandys's Travels, where that accurate and learned 
Voyager lures us thot he law the Sepulchte empty, 
which agrees exactly (faith he) with th; time of the 


theft above mentioned. Put he omes to obſcrve 


that Kerodoius tells the laue ching of it in his 
time.. | 
f:riptions, which he was prompted to by mare Va- | 


Ver. 375. Speak thou of Syrian Princes ? &.} 


nity, but our Annius had a more ſubſtontial mo- 
Ver. 363. Attys and Cecrops] The firſt Kings of 
Athens, of whom it is hard to ſuppole any Coins are 
_ [ extant; but no: imptob bie as what foll ws, that 
there thould be any «ft Manomet, who torbad all 


Ibid.—Fool renown'd] A compound ; epithet bs : 
the Greek manner, renown'd by tools, or renowned 
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True, he had wit, t6 make thetr value riſe ; 

From fooliſh Greeks to tell them, was as wiſe : 
More glorious yet, from barbarous hands to keep, 
When Sallee Rovers chac'd him on the deep. 380 
Then taught by Hermes, and divinely bold, 

Down his own throat he riſqu'd the Grecian Gold, 
Receiv'd each Demi-God, with pious care, 
Deep in his Eatrail:—-lI cever'sd them there, 
I bought thera, ſhrouded in that living ſhrine, 385 
| And, at their ſecond birth, they iſſue mine. 

Witneſs great Ammon! by whoſe horns I ſwore, 
(Rerly'd ſoft Annius) this our paunch before 
Still bears them, faithful; and that thus I eat, 
Is to refund the Medals with the meat. 

To prove me, Goddeſs! clear of all deſign, 
Bid me with Pollio ſup, as well as dine: 
There all the Learn'd hall at the labour ſtand, 
And Douglas lend his ſoft, abſtetric hand. 


399 


The Goddeſs {miling ſeem's to give conſent; 395 | 


So back to Pollio, hand in hand, they went. 
Then thick as Locuſts blackening all the ground, 
A tribe, wich weeds and ſhells fantaſtic crown'd, 
Each with ſome wondrous git approach'd the Power, 
A Nett, a Toad, a Fungus, or a Flower. 400 
But far the foremoſt, too, with earneſt zeal, 
And aſpect ardent, to the Throne appeal. 
 __ The farſt thus open'd: Hear thy en. * 
Oreat D, and common — us all 


5 


| Re MARKS. | 


Tu- range * following, which may * taken | 


for a fiction of the Poet, is juſtified by a true relation 


in Spon's Voyager. Vaillant (u bo wrote the Hiſ- 
tory uf the Syrian Kings as it is to be found on me- 
dale) coming from the Levant, Werte he had been 
collecting various coins, and being purſued by a 
Corſair of Sallee, ſwallowed don tvrenty gold me- 
dals. A ſudden Bouraſque freed him from the Ro- 
ver, and he got to land with them in his belly. On 
Dis road to Avignon he met two Phyſicians, of whom 
e demanded aſſiſtance. One adviſed Purgations, 
the other Vomits. In this uncertainty he rook nei- 
ther, but purſued his way tv Lyons, where he found 
his ancient friend the famous Phyfician and Anti- 
Juary Dufour, to whom be related his adventure. 
Dufour, without ſtaying to inquire about the uneaſy 
ſymptoms cf the burthen he carried, firſt aſked him, | 
Whether the Medals were of the higher empire? 
He aſſured him they were. Dufour was raviſhed 
| with the hope of poſſeiling fo rate a treaſure; he 


| brgained with him on the ſpot for the mult curious] 


= of chem, and was to recover them at his own ex- 


wa 
Ver. 387. Witneſs great Ammon! err am: | 


mon is called to witr:efs, as the father of Alexander 
to whom thoſe Kings iucceedel in the divifion of 
the Macedonian Empire, and whoſe Horns they wore 
on their Medals. | 

Ver. 394- Douglas] A phyſician of great Learn- 
ing and no leſs Taſte; above all, curious in what 
related to Horace, of whom he collected every Edi- 
tion, Tranſlation, and Comment, to che number of 


&veral hundred volumes. 


| 
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Fat from its humble bed I re d l. wer, 455 
Suckled, and chear d, with air, 41d ſuns 4. 1 
ſhower: 

Soft on the paper ruff its leaves I (pre id, 

Bright with the gilded button tip its heul. 

Then thron'd in glaſs and nam 1 it Carorrvet: 

Each maid cried, Charming! and each you b, Di- 
vine l 410 

Did Nature's pencil ever blend ſur!) rays, 

Such varied light, in one pronſ-u us large! 

Now proitrate! dead I behold tou: Caroline: | 

No raid cries, Charming and no youth, iJivine 3 

And lo the wretch ! whoſe vile, wiſe inſect lui 415 

Lay'd this gay daughter of the 5prirg in duſt. 

Oh puniſh him, or to ti” Elynan ſhades 

Diſmiſs my ſoul where no carnation fades. 

He ceas'd, and wept, With innucence of mien, 

Th' Accus'd ſtood forth, and thus addreſi d the 


Queen: 

Ot an th* enamel'd race, whoſe flvery wing, 421 | 
Waves to the tepid Zephyrs of the fpring, 
Or ſwims along the fluid atmoſphere, 

Once brighteſt thin'd this child of Heat and Air. 

I ſaw, and ftarted from its vernal bower 425 
The riſing game, and chac'd frum flower to flower. 
It fled, I follow'd; now in hope, now pain; 1 

Ie opt, I ſtopt; it mov'd, I mov'd again. 

At laſt it fixt, twas on what plant it plens'd, 
And where it fix d, the beauteous bird I ſeiz'd : 439 | 

| Roſe or Carnation was below my care; 7 


II meddle, Goddeſs! only in my ſphere. 
II tell the naked fact without diſguiſe, 


And, to excuſe it, need but thew the prize; | 
Wanoſe ſpoils this Paper offers to your eye, 43 5 
Fair ev'n in death! this peerleſs Butterfly. | 
My ſons} (ſhe anſwer'd) buth have done your 
arts: 
Live WY beth, and long vents our arts. 
But bear a Mother, when he recommends _ 
To your fraternal care our flecping friends. 449 
The common Soul, of Heaven's more frugal make, 
Sei ves but to keep foals pert and knaves awake; 
A drowſy Warchman, tiint juſt gives a knock, 
And breaks our reſt, to tell us what's a clock. 5 
Vet by ſome objact every brain is ſtirr d; A 
The dull may waken to a Humming- bird; EE 
The moſt recluſe, diſcreetly open'd, find 
Congenial matter in the Cockle kind; 
Lou The Mind in Metaph; ſics at a loſ:, 7 5 85 
May wander in a wilderneis of Mol: 3 = 3X 
The head that turns at ſupe:lunar things.. 
Pois'd _ e tail, may ſteer n Wilkins _ | 
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ver. 409. and nam'd it Caroline: ] It is a com- 
pliment which the Floriſts uſually pay to Princes and 
great perſons, to give their names to the moſt curi- 
ous Flowers cf their raiiing : Some have been very 
Jealous of viadicating this honour, but none more 
than that ambitious Gardener, at Hammerſmith, who 
eauſed his Favourite to be p4inted on his Sign, witli 
this inſcription, This is My Queen Caroline. 

Ver. 452. Wilkins wings} One of the firſt Pro- 
jectors of the Royal Societe, who, among many ens 


larged and uſcful noticns, entertained the extravagant 


© Such as Lucretius drew, a God like Thee: 
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_ GO! waull che Sons of Men once think their Lyes 
And Reaſun giv'n them but to ſtudy Flies! 
See Nature in ſ-me partial narrow ſhape, 
And let the Author of the whole efcape; 
Learn but to trifle ; or, who moſt obſerve, 

10% wonder at their Maker, not to ſerve. 

Be that my taſl« (replies a gloomy Clerk, 
Sworn foe to Myſtery, yet divinely dark; 

Whoſe pious hope aſpires to ſee the day 

When Moral Evide:.ce ſhall quite decay, 
Aud damns impiicit faith, and holy lies, 

Prompt to inipuſe, and fond to dogmatize:) 

Let others creep by timid ſteps and flow, 

On plan Exp; vience ly Fourdations low, 

By common ſenſe to common knowledge bred, 

And laſt, to Notiche?; Cauſe through Nature led. 
All- ſeeing in thy ne, we want no guide, 
Mother of Arrog mc, and Source of Pride! 
We nobly tale the high Priori Road, | 
And reaſon eawnware, till we doubt of God: 
Make f. ture ſtill incroach upon his plan; 
And ſhove him off as far as e er w2 can: 
IThluſt {me Mechanic Cauſe into his 
Gr bind in Matter, or diffuſe in Space. 
Or, at one bound o erleaping all kis laws, 
Maize Cod Man's Image, Man the final Cauſe, 
Find Virtue local, all Relation ſcorn, 

See all in Self, and hut for Self be born: 

Of nought fo certain as our Reaſon ſtill, 

Of nought ſy Cgubtful as of Soul and Will. 
On hide the G Hi more! and make us e 
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Wrapt up in Sclr, a God without a T 
 Revardlefs of our merit or default. 
Or that bright Image to our fancy draw, 
Wich Theocles in raptur'd viſion ſaw, 

Wild through Pretic icenes the Gxxrus roves, 
Or wandeis will in Academic Groves; 2 
That NATURE cur Society adores, 


" kere Tinda; d. ctatge, and Silenus faores. : 


bought, 485 


RrMAxKs. 


hope of a poſſibility to fly to the Moon; which hr: 
put ſome volatile Ger 
that purpoſe,  _ | 
Ver. 40 . When Moral Evidence ſhall quite de- 


cy] Alluding to a ridiculous and abſurd woy of | 
Ine Matheniat ans, in calculating the gradual de- 


coy of tua vidgnce by mathematical proportions : 
according t with cuculation, in out fifty years it 
veill be no longer provibie that Julius Cæſar was in 
Ga, or die in the Senate Houſe. See Craig's 
T: -viov'e Chritiane Principia Mathematica, But 
4s it lerms evident, that facts of a thouſand years 
old, for hutance, are now as probable, as they were 
| five hundred years ago; it is plain, that if in fif-y 
more they quite diſappeary it mutt be owing, not to 
cheir Argumer.ts, but to the extracrdinary power of 
our Coddeſs; fer whoſe help theretore they have 
reaſon to pray. | 
Ver. 492. Where Tindal dictates and Silenas 
ſnores.] It canno: be denied but that rhis ane firoke 
of fatire againt Atheiſm was well intended. But 
how muſt the Pender rm:i!t at our Author's offtcious 
ca when he is told, that at the time this was write 


place; 475 


11 


496 
| | world, p · 18. 


uſes upon making wings fur 
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| - Rous'd at his name, up roſe the bowzy Sire, 

And ſhook from out his Pipe the ſeede of fire; 

Then ſnap*d his box, and ſtrok d his belly down, 393 

Rev and reverend, though without a Gown. 

Bland and familiar to the throne he came, 

| Led up the Youth, and call'd the Goddeſs Dame. 

"Then tous. From Priemcraſt happily ſet free, 
Lo! every Rnith'd Son returns to thee: 

Firit ſlave to Words, then vaſſal to a Name, 

Then dupe to Party; child and man the ſame; 

Deunded by Nature, narrow'd ſtill by Art, 

A trifling head, and a contrafted heart. | 

Thus bred, thus taught, how many have I ſeen, 505 

Smiling on all, and ſmil'd on by a Queen |! 

| Mark'd out for Honours, honour'd for their Eirth, 
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593 


Io thee the moſt rebellious things on earth: 


Now to thy gentle ſhadow all are ſhrunk, 

All melted down in Peuſion, or in Punk! 
50K , ſo B * „, ſneak'd into the grave, 

| A Monarch's half, and half a Harlot's ſlave. 
Poor W * , nipt in Folly's broadeſt bloom, 
Who praiſes now ? his Chaplaia on his Ton. b. 


810 


REMARKS, 


ten, you might as ſoon have found a Wolf in Eng- 
land as aa Atheiſt? The truth is, the whole ſpecies 
was exterminated. There is a trifling eterence in- 
deed concerning the Author of the Atchievement. 
Some, as Dr. Aſhenhurtt, gave it to Bentley's Buy - 
ean Lectures. And he fo well convinced that great 
| Man of the truth, that wherever afterwards he ſound 
Atheiſt, he always read it A Theiſt. But, in ſpite | 


—_— 


* 


of a claim ſo well made out, others gave the honour 
loft this exploit tu a latter Boylean Lecturer. 


A ju- 
dicious Apologiſt for Dr. Clarke, ag. int Mr. Whif- 
ton, ſays, with no leſs elegance than poſitiveneſs of 
Expreiſion, It is a muſt certain truth that the De- 
mouſtration af the being and attributes of God, has 
extirpated and baniſhed Atheiſm out of the Chriitian 
It is muh to be lamented, thay tie 
Here we 


— 


cleareſt truths have ſtill their dark fide. 
ae it becomes a doubt which of the two Herculeſes 
[was the monſter · quellerꝰ But what of that? Since 
| the thing is done, and the proof of it ſv certain, there 

mſtances. 
. 1 SCRIBL. 
Ibid. Silenus] Silenus was an Epicurean Philoſo- _ 
pher, as appears from Virgil, Eclog. vi. where he 
ſings the principles of that philoſophy in his drink. 

| Ver. 50. Firſt ſlave to words, &c. I A Recapi- 

tulatian of che whole Courſe of modern Education 

deſcribed in this book, which confines Youth to the 
ltudy cf Words only in Schools; ſubjects them to 
the authority 64 Syſtems in the Univerſities; and de- 

ludes them with the names of Party diſtinctions in 
the world. All equaliy concurring to narrow tae 
Underſtanding, ard eſtabliſh Slavery and Error in 
Literature, Philoſophy, and Politics. The whole 
| gnihed in modern Free-thinking: the completion 
of whatever is vain, wrong, and deſtractiue to the 
happineſs of mankind; as it eſtabliſkes Self. love for 


the ſole Principle of Action. ; 
t fole Principle i. e. This 


is no occafion for fo nice a canvailing of cizcu 


Ver. 506. fuul'd on by 2 Queen 1] 
Queen or Geddeſs of Dulnzts, 
202 


| 


nk 
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Thy Magus, Goddeſs! ſhall perform the reſt. 
With that, a WIz ARD orb his Cup extends; 


| Which whoſo taſtes, forgets his former friends, 


Sire, Anceſtors, Himſelf. Cne caſts his eyes 
Up to a Star, and like Endymion dies; 


233 
A Feather, ſhooting from another's head, 
Extracts his brain; and Principle is fled ; 
Loft is his God, his Country, every thing; 
And nothing left but Hemage to a Ning | 
The vulgar herd turn off to roll with tiogs, 525 


To run with Horſes, or to kunt with Dogs; 


But, ſad example! never to eſeape 


Their Infamy, ſtil} keep the human ſbape. 
But ſhe, good Goddeſs, ſent to every child 


Fim Impudence, or Stupefaction mild; 


REMARKS. 


Ver. 517. With that a Wizard old, e.] Here 


berinneth the celebration of the ATEN MYS- 


TERIES of the Goddeſs, which the Poet, in his In- 
vocation, ver. 5. promiſed to ſing. 

Ver. 518. —forgets his former Frierd-,] Surely 
there little needed the force of charms or magie to ſet 
aſide an uſeleſs Frier dſſiip. For of all the accommo- 
dations of faſhionable lite, 2s there are none more re- 


putable, ſo there are none of ſo little charge as fri-nd- | 
It fills up the void of life with a name of dig- 


ſhip. 


| nity and reſpect; and at the ſame time is ready to 
give place to every paſſion that offers to diſpute poſ- 


ſeſſion with it. 


_ We 
And nothing lett but Homog to a King i] So ſtrange 
as this muſt ſeem to a mere Englith reader, the fa- 


 mous Monf. de Ja Bruyere declares it to be the cha- 


chap. x. 


x:Qer of every good ſubject in a Monarchy: ( Where 


„„the Price ſupply its place.“ De la Republique, 


Of this duty another celebrated French Author 


Freaks indeed a little more di ſreſpectiully; which for 
tnat reaſon, we ſhall not tra"ſlate, but give it in his 


dee p:imiers Heros, n'eſt plus regards que comme 
„ une { himere; 1'idie du Scrvice du Roi, etendile 
„ jutqu'a Voubli de tout autre Princihe, teint lieu de 


, ce qu'en appelloit autrefeis Gronieur d' Ame et 


mind, and leaves the human ſhape. 


„ Ficelite.”” Eoulainvilliers Hift. des Anciens Par- 
lements de France, Ke. | 


a” 
YT wo 


Ver. 528. Hill keep the human ſhape. ] The ef- 
fects of the Magus's Cup, by wiich is allegorized a 
t tal corrmton ef hent, are ju? contrary to that of 


_ Circe, ul ich only repretents the ſudden plunging 


into pleaſures. 
ſhape, ard jet the hun an mind; his t. kes awayſtlie 


Ver. 329. But ſhe, goed Goddeſs, &c.] The onl y 
comfort people can receive, muſt be owing in ſome 


| TS SCRIRL. | 
3. 524. Loſt is his God, his Country— 


«6 (fays he) there is no ſuch thing as love of our 
66 Ceuntry, the Intereſt, the Glory, and Service of 


_ own wires, .' Amour de la Patrie, le grand motif 


POPE's POEMS. 


Then take them all, oh take them to thy breaſt! 551 Anne it ſucceeded, Jewwing ſhame nn room, 
Cibbertan forehead, or Citamerian gloom, 


Kind Self- conce t to i me her glaſs applies, 


Wuich no one looks in with another's eyes; 


But, as the blatteter or Dependant paints. 
Beholds himſelf a Patriot, Chier, e Saint, 
On others Intereit her gay livery flings, 


{| Intereſt, that waves on Parity-ccluur'd wings: 
Turn'd to the Sun, ſhe caſts a theuſand dyes, 


Ana, as the turns, the colours full or rife. 
Others the Syrens Sitters warble rourd, 


And emoty heads conſole with empty found. 


No more, alas! the voice of Faw e they hear, _ 
The balm of Dulneſs trick};»g in their ear. | 
 Creat & >. 5 H *, 3 R > , K *, $45 
Why all your Toil;? your Sons have Jeari'd to fitg, 


| Row quick Ambition haftes to id cule ! 


The Eire is made a Peer, the Lon a t ocl, 

— On ſome, 2 Pr ieſt ſuccin& in mice white 
Atterds; all fleſh is nothing in his fight! 
Lerves, at his touch, at once t. jt ity turn, 
And the huge Boar is ſhrunk into an Uin: 
The board with ſpecious miracits he lands, 
Turns Heeres to Larks, and Pigeons into Toads. 
Another (tor in all whit ode can ſhine?) 

Exp tains the Seve and Verdure of the Vine. 


330 


358 


REMARKS, 


they become eaſy under any inſamy. Each of which 
ſpecies is here ſhadowed uncer Allegorical perſons, 
Ver. 532. Cibberian forehead, or Cimmerian | 
gloom ] i. e. She communicates to them of her own 
Virtue, or of her Royal Colleagues. The Cibberian 
| forchesd being to fit them for Selt-conceit, Self- in- 
tereſt, &c. and the Cimmerian gloom, for the Plea- 
ſures of Opera, and the TabJe. © SCRIBL. » 
Ver. $55. The board with ſpecicus Miracies he 
loads, &.] Scriblerus ſerms at a lofs in this place. 


Specioſa miracula (ſays he), according to Hurace, 


were the monſtious febles of the Cyclops, Leſtry- 
gons, Scylla, &c. What iclation have theſe to the 
Trans form ion of Hares into Latks, or of Pig eoas 
into Toads? 1 thall tell thee. Ihe Læſtiy gons 
ſpitted Men upon Speus, as we do Larks upen 
Skewers; and the für Pigeon turned to a Load, is 
finular to the fair Virgin Scylla ending in a fiithy 

brat. But here is the difficulty, why Pigeons in 10 


| ſucking a ſhape ſhould be brought to a Table. Hares 


indeed might be cut into Larks at a ſecond dreſung, 


aut of frugality: Yet that ſeems no probable nuotive, 
{ 


| 


4 


Her's there'nre, took away the 


when we confider the extrav gance before mentioned, = 
of difolving whole Oxen and Boars into a {mall vial 
of Jelly; nay it is expreſ-ly ſaid, that all wei is 
rothing in his ßgzht. 1 have ſearched in Apidus, 
Pliny, and the Yeatt of 'Trimalchio, in vain; I can 
only retolve it into fore myſtericus ſuper ſtitious 


| Rite, as it is ſaid to be dene by a Prieit, and ſoc n 


after called a Sacrifice, atiended (as all ancient fue 


criſices were) ui l Libation and Hong. 
ſhape or other to Dulneſs ; which makes fome flu- 


SCRI Bl, 
This good Scholiaſt, not being acq1iainied with mo- 


pid, others impudent, gives Self-conceit to ſome, dern Lutury, was ignorant that the'e were only tlñe 


uten the Flatteries of their dependants, preſents the 
tile cours of Intereſt to others, and buſes or 


miracles of French Cookery, ard that particularly 
«© Pigeuns en crapeau“ were a common diſn. 


awu!es the reſt with idle Eleafures or Senſuality, till] Ver. £56. Seve and Verucur] French Terms 18 | 


POPE*'s 


7 


ba- cannot copious Sacrifice atone ? 


143 5 Creufles, Perigord! thy Hams, Bayonne? | | 


With French Libation, and Italian Strain, 

Wach Bladen white, and expiate Hays's ſtain. 560 

Knr16H'T lifts the head: for what are crowds undone; 

To three effential Partridges in one? 

Gone every bluſk, and filent all reproach, 

Contending Princes mount them in their Coach, 
Next, bidding all draw near on bended knees, 565 

Tue Queen confers her Titles and Degrees, 

Her chiliren firſt f more diſtingvich' 4 ſort, 

Who ftudy Shukefpeare at the Inus uf Cuuit, 


RzManry?, 


| jatirg to Wines, which diy their favour and 
ES poig nancy. 


« Ft je g2gerois que hen le ES 
& Villanuri prifervit ſa Seve et fa Verdeur 
| Deſpreaux. 


St. Evremont has a very pathetic Letter to a Noble- 
man in diſgrace, adviſing him to ſeek comfort in a 


good Table, and particularly to be attentive to theſe 
Quiliies in his Champagne. 
Ver. 560. Bladen— Hays] Names of Gamefters. 


' Bladen is a blzck man. Rogz ZT KN Ten, 


Cathier of the South Sea Corapany, who fled from 
England in 1720 (afterwards pardoned in 1742).— 


Theſe lived with the utmoſt magnificence at Paris, 
ana kept open Tables frequented. by perſons of the | 


firſt quality of England, and even by Princes cf tlie 


Blood of France. 


Ibid. 1 den, Kc. ] The former Note of 44 Bladen 


& ig a biack man, is very abſurd. The Manuſcript | 
| here is partly obliteratzd, and doubtleſs could only 
have been, Waſh Blackmoors whites alluding to a 
| kn. A Proverb. | 


SCRIBL. 
Ver. -$67- Her chi!dren firſt of more diſtinguith'd 
| ſort, 


Who ſtudy Shakeſpeare at the Inns of | 


Court. 


| IM a that Scholiaſt diſcharge his duty, who 
_ fſhouli ne-1-C& to honour de wham Dvr.xxss has 
_ dift rgwined 3 or ſuffer them to lie forgotton, when 


their rare modeity wall have left them 3 


Let us not, therefore, ov<rlyo| the Services hic 
have been done her Cauſe, by one Mr. Tromas 
EDwAnys, a Gentlema i, EE be 18 pleaſe to call 


himſeif, of Lincoln's inn; bus, in reality, a Gentle. 


againſt Shakeſpeare, and with the wit and leatnig 


ol his Anceitor Tom Thimble in the Rehearſal, — 
with the air of good nature and pol.tenels of Caliban 
in the Tempeſt, nath now happily finiſhed the Dunce's 

pragreſs, in perſonal abuſe. Tor a Libeller is no- 
thing but a Crubſtreet Critic run ta Sced. 


— 7 is the Dulneſ. of th:fe Gentlemen of 
the Duncial. This Furgoſo and his friends, wio 
are all Gen: lemen, have exclaimed much ag ruſt us 


fir rellecting his birth, in the words, a Gentls⸗ 


3 


POEMS. * 


. Impale a Glow- worm, or Vertu profeſs, 


Shine in the dignity of F. R. S. | 870 
Some, deep Free- maſons, j join the ſilent race 
Worthy to fill Pythagoras's place : | 
Some botaniſts, or Floriſts at the leaſt, 
Or iſſuc Members of an Annual featt. | 
Nor paſt the meaneſt unregarded, one 5 575 
Role a Gregori n, one a Got mogun, | 
The li, not leatt in honour or applauſe, 
Ifis and Cam made DocTors of her I. uus. 
Then bleſſing all, Co, Children ot my cure! 


. To Practice now from Theory repair. 580 


All my commends are eaſy, thort, and falls 2 
My Sons! be proud, be ſelſſh, and be dull. 
Gu ird my Prerogative, aſſert my Throne: 
This Nod conſirmis each Privilege your own. 


REMARKS. © 


| | man of the laſt Ed. tion, which we hereby declare 


concern not his birth, but his adoption only: and 
mean no more chan that he is become a Gentleman 
of the laſt Edition of the Dunciad. Since Gentle- 
men, then, are ſo captious, we think it proper to 
declare that Mr. Thomas Thi:nble, who is here ſaid 
to be Mr. Thomas Edwards's Anceſtor, is only re- 
lated ta him by the Muſe's fide. SCRIBL. 

This Tribe of Men, which Scriblerus has here ſo 
well exemplified, our Poet hath elſewhere "TOY | 
characterized in that happy — | 


0 A brain of Feathers, and a heart of Lead.” 


| For the ſatire extends mh farther FRO to the per- 
ſon who occaſioned it, and takes in the whole ſpecies 
of thoſe on whom a good Education (to fit them for 
ſome uterul aud learned profeſſion) has been . | 
in vain. That wortl:1:!s Dand | 


Pr Of ever-liſtleſs Loiterers, that attend 
No cauſe, no uit no duty, and no fiiend;” 


Who, wich an underſtanding too dim̃pated and futile 
for the offices of civil life; ana a hrart too lampiſhi, 
narrow, and comracted tor thoſe of ſocial, become 
fit tor nothing: and jo turn Wits and Clitics, here 
- and Eivility are neither required nor expected. 
Ver. 571. Some deep Free- NMaſons, join the - 
ben race] The Poet all along ex -reiles a very parti- 
cular concern for this nilent Kace: He has hece pro- 


| vided, that in caſe they will not waken oc open as 
man only of the Dundlad; or, to ſpeak him better, 
in the plain langu ge of our hane't Anceſtors to ſuch 
Mu chrooms, a Gentieman of che laſt Edition: who, 
nobly eluding the tolicitude or his careful Father, 
very enrly recained hi mielf in the cauſe of Dulne 


was before propoſed) to a Humming-Lird or a Coche, 
yet at worit they may be made Free- Main Where 
Vaciturnity 15 the only eſſential Quilificacio:, as ic | 
was the ch ef of the dilciples of Pyti1goras. 7 

Ver. 575. A Gregorian. one a Gormo: con] A 
ſor: of Liy brothers, Slips from the Root of tae Free- 
M afons. 

Ver, 584. each Privile ge your own, Kg.] This 
ſpeech of Dulneſa to her hows at partiag may poluly 
rall ort ar the Reader's expectation 3 who nay ima- 
{ giae the Goddels might give them a Charge or more 
conſequence, and, from ſuch a Theory as i before 
delivered, incite them to the practice of ſo ne thing 
more extraordinary, than to perſonate Runnir b U- 
Men, * 83 * Coachen, &c. 
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/ The Cap and Switch be ſacred to his Grace; 585 Churches and Ch pels inſtantly it reaciꝰd: 
With Staff and Pumps the Marquis leads the Race; (St. james? firit, for lenden G preach'd) 


From Stage to Stage the licens's Earl may run, Then catch d the Schools; the Hall ſcarce kept 
Pair'd with his F elow-Chori rioteer the Sun; | awake; 
The learzet Baron Butterflies dei gu, | | The Convocation gap'd, but could not ſpezk: 610 
Or draw to fil Arachne's ſubtile line; 590 Loſt was the Nation's Senſe, nor could be found, 
The Judge to dance his brother Sergeant call; | While the long tolemn Uniſon went round: | 
The Senator at Cricket urge the ball; Wide, and more wide, it (ſpread o'er all the reaim; 
Ihe Biſhop ſtow (Purtiac Luxury |) Ev'n Palinurus nedded at the Helm: 5 
An hundred Souls of Turkeys in a de; | | The Tapour mild o'er each Committee crept; 615 
The ſlurdy Squire to Gal lic mafter; tivon, 595 Uañntſu'd Treaties in each Office flept ; | 
And drown his Lands and Manurs in a Soupe. And Chieſteſs Armies doz'd out the Ca:npaign! 
Urhers import ye: nobler arts from France, And Navies yawn'd for Orders on the Main. 
Teach Kings to nddle, and malce Senates dance, | O Maſe! relate (for you can tell alone, 
Perhaps mere high ſome daring fon may ſoar, Wits have ſhort Memories, and Dunces none) 624 
Proud to my iſt to add one Monarch more: 6000 = | | HR | 
And, nobly conſcious, Princes are but things  REMAR xs. 
Born for firſt Miniſters, as Slaves for Kings, | 
Tyrant ſupr:m:! ſhall three Eft:tes command, 5 ar Epitaſis of a Poem, to end as this dove, with 
And MAKE OXE Miu v Duxc1iad of THE 'a Great Yawn; but we muſt conſider it as the Yawn 
LAND 804 of a God, and of powerful eſlects. It is not out of 
More ths nad ſpoke, but yawn" d—Al Nature Nature, moſt long and grave counſels conciuving in 
nods: this very manner: Nor without Authority, the in- 
What Mortal can reſiſt the Yawn of Gods ? ? | comparable Spenter having ended one of the mol: 
| | conſiderable of his works with a Roar; but then i: 
| REMARKS, | is the Roar of a Lion, the effects whereof are de- 
| : t | Ceribed as the Cataſtrophe of the Poem. | 
But if it be well conſidered, that whatever incli-; Ver. 607. Churches and Chapels, &c.] The pro- 


nation they might have to do miſchief, her ſons are greſs of this Yawn, is judicious, natural, and worthy 


© generally rendered harmleſs by their Inablity ; and | to be nored. Firſt it feizeth the Churches and Cha- 


that it is the common effect of Dulneſs (even in her ; pels; then catcheth the Schools, where, though the 
_ greateſt efforts) to defeat her own deſign 5 the Poet, ; ; boys be unwilling to ſleep, the Matters are not: Next 


1 am perſuaded, will be juſtified, and it will be al- Weſtminſter- hall, much more hard indeed to ſubdue, 


lowed that theſe worthy perſons, in their ſeveral ranks, | and not totally put to filence even by the Goddeſs: 
do as much as can be expected from them. Then the Convocation, which though extremely de- 


Ver. 585. The Cap and Switch, &c.] The God- | firous to ſpeak, yet cannot: Even the Houle of | 


deſs's political balance of favour, in the diſtribution Commons, juſtly called the Senſe of the Nation, is 
| of her rewards, deſerves our notice. It conſiſts in loſt. (chat is ty ſay ſuſpended) during tlie LTaun; (far 
joining with thoſe Honours claimed by birth and | be it from our Author to ſuggeſt it could be bolt zny 
high place, others more adapted to the genius and ta- longer!) but it ſpreadeth at large over all the reſt of 


dents of the Candidates. And thus her great Fore - tae Kingdom, to ſuch a degree, that Palinurus him- | 
runner, John of Leydea, King of Munſter, entered | ſelf (though as inc:p=ble of fleeping as Jupiter) yet 


en his Government, by m tking his ancient friend and | noddeth for a moment; the effect of which, though 
| companion, Knippercolling, General of his Horſe ever ſo momentary, could not but cauſe ſome Relaxa- 
ond Hangman. Ad had but Fortune ſeconded his 
great ſchemes of Reformation, it is ſaid, he would 
have eſtabliſned his whole Houſehold on the ſame 


Ver. 590. Arachns's ſubtile Une z] This is one 
of the moſt ingenious employ ments aſſigned, and 


Ver. 591. 't he judge to dance kls brother Ser- | of che Goddeſs; and while ſhe was yawning care- 
geant call :] Alluding pern ps to that ancient and | leſsly at her ciſe, a wanton Courtier took her at ad- 


iiolemn Dance, intitice, A call of Sergeants. vantage, and in the very nick clap'd a Cag intu her 


Ver 598. Teach Kings to fiddle,] An ancient | chops. Weil therefore may we know her meant: g 
amuſement of Sovereign Princes, (viz.) Achilles, by her gaping , an! tius diſtreſsful poſture cur poet 
Alexander, Nero; though deſpiſed by Themiſtocles, here deſcribes, juſt as ſhe ſtands at this day, a fas 
Who wes a Republican Make Scnates dance, either | example of the effects of Dulneſs and Malice un- 


. after their Prince, or to Pontoiſe, or Siberia. checked, and deſpiſed. BexTL. 


Ver, 6-6. What Mortal can reſiſt the Yawn of | Ver. 615—*:2. ] Theſe Verſes were written ma- 
Gods ?] Tunis verſe is truly Homericalz as is the | ny years ago, and may be found in the State Poems 
concluſion of the Action, where the gre:t Liother | of that time. Sothat Seriblerus is miſtaken, or who- 
comęc ſes all, in the ſame manner os Minerva at the | ever elſe have imagined this Poem of a freſher date. 


period of the Odyſſey.— It mey inlecd ſem a very Ver. £26. Wit hate ſhoxc Memories, | This ſeems. 


tion, for the time, in all public affairs. SCRIBL. 
Ver. 610. The Convocation gap'd, but could not 
; ſpeak ] Implying a great defire ſo to do, as the 
_ reaſonable footing. ScR1BL.. learned Scholiat on the place rightly obſerves, 
Therefore beware, Reader, leſt thou take this Gape 
for a Van, which is attended with no defire but to 
therefore recommended only to Peers of Learning. 30 to reſt : by no means the diſpolition of the Con- 
Of weaving Stockings of the Webs of Spiders, ſee | vocation z whoſe melancholy caſe in ſhort is this: She | 
the Phil. Tranſ. was, as reported, infected with the general influence 


* 
, 


| Rel ate, who firſt, who laſt reſign'd to reit; 


As one by one at 4r==0 Medea's grain, 63 
The fickening ſtars gde of the ethereal plain 3 | 
As Argus? eyes, by Hermes? wand oppreit, 


And Virgil, a. vii. | . 
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} 


Whoſe Heads the partly, whoſe comple: eli ble}; 
What charras could Fact.ong, what Ambition lll, 
The Vena! duiet, and entrance the Dull; 


Till drown” d was Senſe, and Shame, and Right, and 
Wrong— 625 


O ſing, and huſh the Nation: with thy Song 
CS & DS SS -v $9 
In vain, in vain, the all-compoſing Hour 
Refiltlefs falls: the Muſe obeys the Power. 
She comes l the comes? the ſie Throne beliold 


Ot Night Prime val, and of Chacs ode“ 620 


Before her, Fancy 's gilded clouds decay, 
And all its varying Roin-bows die ray. 


Wit thoots in vain its momentary fires, 


The metcor drops, and in 1 flam exvires. 


wn 


Clos'd one by one tu cverlaſting cet; | . 


NEM Es. 


to he the rez@n why tlie Poets, W. en den give us a 
Catalogue, . 4 «ty coo 11 tor ip 00 he o&) uſo 82 
Who, as the Daughtars of Memory, are obliged not 


to forget any thing. So Homer, Iliad | li. 


onde 3' n as e £9 cu, 
E. . Oh namiade; Maca, Au9g @4,40 410, 


oval ies, lara > 


Nut our Poet had vet another reaſon for putting this | 
Taſk upon the Muir, that, all beſides being allerp, 


the only could relate what paſſed. Scnin.. 


Ver. 624. The Venal quiet, and, &c.] It were 


a Problem worthy the ſolution of Mr. Ralph. and | 


his Patron, who had lights that we know nothing of, 
Which required the greateſt effort of our | 


Goddeſs's power, to intrance the Dull, or to quiet 


the Venal. For though the Venal may be more un- 
ruly than the Dull, yet, on the other hand, it de- 
mands a much greater expence of her Virtue to in- 


ance than barely to quiet.  - SCRIBL. 


Ver. 629. She comes! ſhe comes! &c.] Here | 
_ the Muſe, like Jove's Eagle, after a ſudden ſtoop at 


ignoble game, ſoareth again to the ſkies. As Pro- 
phecy hath ever been one of the chicf provinces of 
Poeſy, our Poet here foretells from what we feel, | 
what we are v0 fear; and in the ſtyle of other pro- | 
phets, hath uſed the future tenſe for the preterit; 


[ | | 
1 | 1 


. I 


re of Wit, before they proceed to their, work. 


Thus at her felt approach, and ſecret might, 


| Art after Art goes out, and all is Night: 640 


See ſkullcing I ruth to her old cavern fled, 

| Mountains of Catuittry heap'd o'er head | 

| Philoſophy, that lean'd on Hexen before, 

| Shrinks to her ſecond cauſe, and is no more. 

| Phyfic of Metaphyfic begs defence, 

| And Metarhyſic calls for aid on Seals. 

| See Myttery to Mathematics fly! = 

| In viin! they goze, turn giddy, rave, and 425 
Rxligion bluſking veils her ſacred fires, | 

And unawares Morality expircs. 650 
| Nor public Flame, nor private dares to ſhine : 

Nor Euman Spark is left, nor Glimple divine! 

Lo! thy dread Empire, Cx AOS! is reſtor'd, 

Light dies before thy uncreating word: 

| Thy hand, great Anarch ? lets the curtain fall; 655 1 
And — Parknefs buries All. 


the writings of ſome even of our moſt adored au- 
thors, in D. vinity, Philoſophy, Pli ſics, Metaphy cs | 
& c. ho are tub good indeed to be named in ach 
| COMMPAny. 

! Ibid. The'fabl- Throre bæhol The ſable na 
It Niant an! N ht re tev · iented as adva:eing 
i 0 extine ish the ligt nf the Sciences, in tlie £:& 
place blut out the Cal rs of Fancy, and dummy the 


Ver. 647. Truth to her old cav-rn fied. ] Allude 


i ing to the ſaying of Ocmocritus. That Truth lay. 
| | i — her: Though Butler fays, He firſt put Heri ing 
Et meminiſtis enim, EY et memorare /poteſtis: : 
Ad nos vix tenuis famæ perlabitur aura.“ 


© the bottora of a deep well, from whence he had 


betore he drew her out. | 
Ver. 649. Religion bluſaing veils her tacred 
fires, ] Bluthirz as weil at the memory of the paſt 
overflow of Duin fo, wiien the barbarous learning of 
} ſo many ages wos wholly employed in corrupting 
the implicity, and dc filing the purity of Rel: gion, +1 m 
at the view of theſe her falſe ſupports m the prefer; 
of which it would be endleſ: to recount the partics- 
lors. However. amidſt the extintion of all cher 
Lishts, ſhe is ſaid only to withdraw hers! as bers | 
1 oh in its own nature is unextinguii2ubic and eters 
na 7 7 
Ver. 650. And unawares Morality expires. ] 1: 
appears from hence that our Poet was of very Alt- 
ferent ſentiments from the Author of the Character- 
iſtics, who has written a formal treatiſe on Virtuz, 
ta prove it not cnly real but durable, without the 
ſupport of Reli ion. The word Unzwires alludes. 
to the cenfidence of thaſe men, who ſuppoſe that 
Morality would flouriſh beit without it, and conſe- 
quently to the ſarprize ſuch would bein (if any ſuch 
f there are) wlio indeed love Virtue, and yet do all 
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